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Farewell to France 


^\^^HENEVER I dropped in at the Lion d’Or, those last few 
weeks in France, I found the bar lined with strangers. Most 
of them, to judge by their accent and their clothes, were 
peasants, small shopkeepers, and petits fonctionnaires from 
neighboring villages and hamlets, who had come to Bourg- 
en-Foret to catch a train for the mobilization centers. 
There seemed to be a good deal of uncertainty and confu¬ 
sion among them as to whether the next passenger train 
would halt long enough to pick them up. For the expresses 
that roared through our station night and day since the 
first day of mobilization were all packed with men and boys 
from points farther up the line. All the way to Paris, more¬ 
over, the tracks and sidings were cluttered up with long 
strings of flatcars carrying English war-material: tarpaulin- 
covered artillery, crated airplanes, field kitchens, search¬ 
lights, ambulances, and things of that sort. There were 
reservists in the barroom who said they had been wander¬ 
ing around Bourg for days. 

I was stopped on my way to the back room, where I 
knew my old friend, M. Tisserand, the librarian, to be in 
virtual permanent session with the elders and notables of 
our community, by a sign from the host, who stood behind 
the bar wiping some wineglasses. With a nod of his head 
he drew my attention to a railroad worker who was telling 
all and sundry that the government had been storing vast 
quantities of pressed-paper coffins in the cellars of the rail¬ 
way stations and in other public buildings of the capital. 
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2 THAT DAY ALONE 

In the crypt of Notre-Dame, he was saying, and in the 
catacombs of the Denfert-Rochereau district, he had seen 
fifty thousand of those coffins stacked up that very day- 
seen them with his own eyes. 

“What are they for?” asked one of the peasants naively. 

“Not for you and your kind,” shot back the cheminot, 
who probably thought that with his question the peasant 
had meant to cast doubt on that fantastic story. “They are 
for the air-raid victims.” 

“Parbleu” said the peasant, "who in hell wants to be 
buried in a paper coffin? And then, he added suddenly, in 
a comical burst of anger that flushed his face a deep red, 

‘ ‘I consider it unfair, quite unfair what you say, why should 
a distinction be made between civilians and us soldiers? 

The crowd was silent for a moment. Some men took 
sips from their glasses and replaced them with almost 
furtive gestures on the counter. Others exchanged signifi¬ 
cant glances with their neighbors. The question of equality 
had been raised, albeit in a somewhat macabre way. But 
that meant that the conversation was about to take a poli¬ 
tical turn. 

“You don’t understand, I can see that,” resumed the 
cheminot, now mollified. “Do you want me to tell you, 
he said in a slightly bragging tone, “why they bury civilians 
in paper coffins? That’s for the morale, my friend. They 
can’t be seen carrying the fragments of civilians around in 
tin pails or bed sheets, can they, now? A sight like that 
would demoralize the average city dweller in a minute.” 

“I don’t like it,” insisted the peasant with a kind of 
drunken man’s stubbornness. “I don’t like it and I will 
have nothing to do with it, figurez-vous, paper coffins for 
those ladies and gents. Is that what we’re paying our good 
taxes for?” 
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Everybody laughed at this, but the cheminot bent his 
head towards the bar and, looking sideways at the red¬ 
faced peasant five or six places away from him, called out: 
“Ne fen fais pas , mon vieux, don’t worry, old boy, you’re 
in the infantry, no? Well, they will have a nice and shiny 
new Boche tank plow you under. . . The peasants 
seemed to be struck speechless by this cynical remark, but 
one of them said: “It’s evident, smart boy, that you were 
not at the Chemin des Dames in the last war! ...” 

I found M. Tisserand sitting on one of the small marble- 
topped tables in the rear of the billiard room. He was talk¬ 
ing to £lie, the bald-headed old waiter, who stood in front 
of him, arms crossed, shifting his weight from one painful 
foot to the other. M. Tisserand seemed very excited. In 
spite of that, I noticed that the other men in the room, all 
of them prominent in our community —monsieur le no- 
taire , the pharmacist, the architect, and a couple of big 
landowners—strangely enough paid but slight attention to 
M. Tisserand’s words. 

“Do you know, £lie, old friend,” he was saying, “what 
my nephew just tells me? Eh bien, he was in Maisons- 
Laffitte yesterday—you know the little town where there is 
a race track? He was there on business, my nephew, and 
what does he see there? A scandal, I tell you, a scandal as 
has never yet happened in this France of ours. He was 
walking up the Avenue Longueil, and what does he see 
there?” M. Tisserand was now speaking very slowly and 
not looking at £lie at all but at his friends, who were ob¬ 
viously pretending not to be interested and busily playing 
cards. “He sees there a long file of civilians—men, women, 
and children—loaded down with baggage—suitcases, sacks, 
boxes, I don’t know what else—and those civilians escorted 
by Senegalese soldiers, bayonets fixed. .. .” 
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THAT DAY ALONE 

“Des espions, sans doute,” shot out filie indignantly, and 
I noticed that the notary vigorously nodded his head at the 
waiter’s remark. 

“Spies, nothing!” shouted M. Tisserand, who now 
jumped down from his table and began to pace the floor 
in long strides. “Spies, nothing! Those men were political 
refugees, men who had sought asylum here in France from 
Hitler and Mussolini. And those men were being marched 
to a concentration camp!” 

“A concentration camp here in France, maitre? That 
does not seem possible!” said Elie, aghast. 

“I thought that would astonish you,” said M. Tisserand 
calmly. “Your astonishment honors you, Elie, mon ami!” 

But now the notary spoke up. “Monsieur,” he said to the 
librarian, “your language is irresponsible. These prisoners 
are aliens, aliens of the German enemy. The government 
does well to intern them. We must watch our internal 
security as well as our borders. Who knows the private 
records of these men, or what they are up to? D’ailleurs,” 
he went on, “they will be well treated, better, you may rest 
assured, than those of our soldiers who will have the mis¬ 
fortune of falling into the hands of the Boche. . . .” 

“But, monsieur,” interrupted Tisserand, “my nephew is 
like myself a librarian. He knew some of those prisoners by 
sight. Il y avait la Monsieur Werf el et Monsieur Leonard 
Frank et Monsieur Feuchtwanger. ...” 

“What barbaric names!” sneered the notary. 

“What do names matter? Besides, those names are no 
more barbaric than that of Paul Karageorgevich, who, as 
you know, as Regent of Serbia, is the honored ally of the 
French Republic, we hope. . . . But these of whom I am 
speaking are distinguished men, eminent writers, citizens 
of Europe. . . .” 
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“Citizens of Europe, mon Dieu , I thought so, I thought 
you would call them that,” came back the notary. “That 
appellation covers a lot. I suppose you would call those 
half-million Spanish rascals we entertain in our southern 
camps also citizens of Europe?” 

Tisserand almost burst with indignation at this con¬ 
temptuous reference to the Loyalist refugees, while Elie, 
who was an old Front Populaire adherent, started slapping 
with his napkin at a fly that was buzzing on the window- 
pane. 

“Yes, citizens of Europe,” flung back M. Tisserand. 
“They, the Spanish democrats as well as the prisoners of 
Maisons-Laffltte. They fought the powers France faces to¬ 
day, long before we rallied to the struggle. When they 
were overwhelmed at home, they came to us to warn us. 
They are our friends. . . . They should have the rank of 
honor among our allies. They should certainly not be sent 
to concentration camps. . . 

“We do not need allies of that kind,” returned the 
notary coolly. 

“No,” flared back Tisserand, now thoroughly aroused, 
“your allies are the Francos, the De la Rocques, the Wey- 
gands, the utility trusts, the grande presse, and the Jesuits, 
all those true and tried champions of freedom, equality, 
and brotherhood. . . .” 

“Why don’t you include M. Hitler?” the notary snarled 
back sarcastically. 

“I do include M. Hitler!” said Tisserand with emphasis. 
“Hitler is your best friend. He is your Fuehrer as much 
as he is the Fuehrer of the German bourgeoisie. For years 
you and your friends have maintained that Hitler is the 
bulwark against disorder in Europe. You fawned on him 
and you applauded when his brigands smashed the labor 
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organizations in Germany. You smiled when he burned 
the German Reichstag, which you called the equivalent 
of ‘our hot-air factory’ at the Palais Bourbon. When the 
Front Populaire came to power, your papers screamed: 
‘Rather Hitler than Blum.’ Your leaders sent felicitations 
to Berlin on the occasion of the Munich surrender. Now 
you say you’re going to fight Hitler,” continued Tisserand, 
thoroughly excited. “I don’t believe it. I don’t believe it. 
I believe you and your class are merely going through the 
semblance of war in order to deprive the French people of 
its civil liberties and then throw them as a sop to your 
god in Berlin. This war is a pretense, a gruesome pretense; 
the French people are being led into a trap. . . .” 

That was the last of the debates at the Lion d’Or. 
Never again, I knew, would the old men sit down pleas¬ 
antly for a game of dominoes or whist. The abyss had sud¬ 
denly yawned between them. M. Tisserand died a few 
months later ... in jail, where he had been sent for the 
duration of the war on the charge of “using language cal¬ 
culated to obstruct the national effort.” 

Since the departure of most of the men for the armies, 
our vast parish church of Saint Louis of the French, where 
in normal times you could distinguish but a few bowed 
heads in the afternoon’s half-darkness, was now filled each 
day to its uttermost nooks and corners. All day long an 
endless procession of sabots click-clacked back and forth 
over the hollowed-out granite steps that led up to the 
weather-beaten but still massive iron doors. It seemed 
as if all that remained of the population of Bourg was seek¬ 
ing refuge in that crumbling old edifice. People sat or 
stood in the side chapels, in the baptistery, even in the 
worm-eaten wooden galleries that had been condemned as 
unsafe many years before. When the Benediction of the 
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Blessed Sacrament was to be given, many peasant women, 
too, from neighboring hamlets and estates would come 
shuffling in, after covering their heads with handkerchiefs 
or shawls, and kneel down on the flagstones and on the 
slabs of yellowed marble in the aisles that covered the 
graves. The blue-colored windows above the high altar 
threw a wan and gloomy light on the assembly, giving the 
faces of the worshipers a pale, almost ghostlike appearance. 

Only one comer of the church, a small area on the right 
of the intersection of transept and nave, opposite the 
pulpit, stood out in brilliant illumination. There rose 
the statue of Joan of Arc, patron saint of France, warlike 
and victorious, in one hand a silken fleur-de-lysed banner 
and in the other an unsheathed sword. The figure of the 
Maid was almost hidden from view by superimposed tiers 
of blazing candles. From a distance it looked as if she was 
hemmed in by protective rings of fire. 

As the Abbe de la Roudaire, in his pleated alb, mounted 
the pulpit amid great stillness, to recite the rosary, I rec¬ 
ognized many of the women whose sons and husbands were 
away in those regions on the borders of France which 
might at any moment be turned into a screaming inferno. 
The response to the Abba’s invocations rose and fell with 
the sound of breakers on the shore, fervently, and in 
rhythmic cadence. Some girls near me were fingering their 
beads nervously, many women wept; others, quite oblivi¬ 
ous to their environment, kept their eyes closed and prayed 
with an intensity that brought to their features an expres¬ 
sion of deepest suffering. “Pray for us! . . . Ayez pitie de 
nous !. .. Have mercy on us!... Hear us! Lord, hear us!” 
At times the sea of voices turned into a collective lament; 
poignant, sobbing, making the heart shrink with the 
anguish of its insistent, repetitious appeal. 
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Would God hear? Would the cup of sorrow pass by t-his 
time, or would it have to be drained once more to the last 
bitter dregs by those tired and weary souls as it had been 
only a short twenty years before? “Coeur de Jesus/’ I 
heard the Abbe say in his deep plaintive voice, “Heart of 
Jesus, have mercy upon us!” 

But what of the hearts of men? What of the value of 
human life and the value of our humanity? “What thinV 
ye of man? Pontius Pilate had once asked the Jews in 
another decisive moment of history. I was innerly so per¬ 
turbed by what was going on around me that I felt like 
hurling that same old question at the Almighty. Is our 
human destiny nothing more than forever to be mere 
flotsam and jetsam on an ageless tide? 

Their disquietude and misery weighed on those people 
around me like a great, incomprehensible necessity. They 
were beyond hope and consolation. But was not the essence 
of man’s sorrow that, in spite of all his progress, technique, 
science, and all the things created by his hard will and his 
fearless intellect, in spite of all his wealth and riches, he 
had turned up the wrong road, a road morally wrone, 
wrong m principle? 5 

That question was pressed back after the last war, after 
the tension of the fighting years relaxed and exploded in 
a wave of idealism. Then the League of Nations had 
looked like a first step towards the realization of an inter¬ 
national order based on justice. Antiwar sentiments and 
pacifism were growing in every land. Women’s societies 
and workers’ clubs and international congresses were pass¬ 
ing unanimous resolutions against war. The vision of a 
new culture had become discernible on the horizon. Did 
we not smg and believe in our churches that the gentle 
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way, the way of love and reason, would triumph in the 
end? But thereafter the old question whether or not our 
society and our Western culture, which had placed the 
modern, self-sufficient man in the center of things, were 
not on the wrong track, returned with renewed insistence 
when the fog cleared and we realized that even after the 
signing of peace we were still in a state of war. 

There were times, in the feudal era, when man was 
closely associated with nature, when the rhythm of nature 
determined his life, when he accepted the changes of birth 
and death as self-evident and as things not to be questioned. 
Why should he fear death and life, when these were part 
and parcel of a divinely instituted order? Moreover, the 
ancient church, which had absorbed the rhythm of nature 
in its organization, promised him and actually gave him a 
measure of security and certainty in both life and death. 

Modern man, who has lost all contact with nature, the 
modem city dweller especially, who only contemplates 
nature but no longer lives in and with its rhythm, who has 
lost belief in the spiritual basis of his own and the world’s 
existence, and who thinks belief in God an antiquated 
myth, this man becomes obsessed with a fear that in times 
of social crisis grows to an unreasoning, blind anguish. 
And when this anguish takes on mass characteristics (which 
occur when the mass is cut loose from its economic, social, 
and spiritual moorings), confusion and chaos appear. Fear 
leads to bestiality. Fear, too, is more easily mastered by 
brutality than by the spirit. Hence, the leader who ruth¬ 
lessly seizes power and holds power without qualms of 
conscience is glorified and almost deified because of his 
brutality. 

Max Scheler said after the First World War that for the 
first time in a human history of ten thousand years man 
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has become a problem to himself. Man no longer knows 
who he is and what he is; worst of all, he knows that he does 
not know. Indeed, we can no longer distinguish between 
what is human and what is bestial. We no longer knovsr 
what is inner freedom and the supremacy of conscience 
For is not conscience being enslaved and the inner freedom 
being sacrificed in the name of freedom? 

: Never in the course of history has man appeared so 
; hopelessly pathetic a playball of blind forces as he does at 
present. Does anyone, anywhere, know what to do? Are 
we not all being swept along by a nameless, impersonal 
inescapable current? There is a paralysis of the will aii 
abdication of reason, an abandonment of common sense 
that makes one land after another a ready-made victim for 
conquest by the forces of evil. In France they did not 
know whether or not to fight back when Hitler appeared 
on the borders. For eight months, after Poland had been 
swept away and the German armies were poised to strike 
westerly, everybody sa, still. The whole nation seemed 
struck with moral and physical impotence. Men, seemingly 
mesmerized, watched while Hitler calmly straddled the 

wave of the future and came bearing down on them riding 

iB crest. In the confusion, Hitler and his philosophy were 
themselves taken to be the wave of the future, whereas he 
was merely i, s conductor and had perforce to be its con- 

ZZSZT n ° °" e diSPUted hi “ ^ and his Se “- 

Where we re those who knew the difference between 
hght and darkness, between the truth and the lie, when the 
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of the Jews? What aid did we give to the fighters for free¬ 
dom and decency in human relations when they were at 
grips with the monstrous emanations from the nether 
depths? We abandoned them to their fate. We covered 
their assailants—the assailants of our own most holy posses¬ 
sions—with our silence. We threw back those who were 
tired of the battle and who had escaped its ferocity as if 
they were tainted with some horribly contagious disease. 
We dosed our doors to them and we did not know that 
in doing so we opened our hearts to the spirit of oppression 
and locked out mercy and compassion. 

When I left the church T ran into Camille Villctorte, the 
gravedigger. I asked him to drink a glass at the bistro on 
the corner of the Rue de la Paroisse. 

“Who's dead?” I asked, for I noticed that he wore 
his best suit, something he did only when he came to town 
to obtain burial instructions from the undertaker. 

“Who's dead? Well, pardi, Monsieur Fayolle is dead. 
Didn't you know?” 

“I know nothing!” 

“You don’t know? Pourtant, it happened yesterday,” 
said Camille, sucking the red pinard from his moustaches. 
“It happened in a Hash, too." 

“What happened in a flash? Was he killed?” 

“Killed? Yes and no. That is to say, he killed him¬ 
self, ... . . 

“Moasieur Fayolle committed suicide?” 

“Yes, a rich man, too, at least so they say. He did it 
because of his horse.” 

“Why do you speak in riddles?" I said. “I don't under- 

“Nobody else does,” came back Camille. “But it is the 
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truth I am telling you. Last week they took his horse 
away, for the mobilization, of course. He was so attached 
to the old beast that he went around moping and worry¬ 
ing about it. He asked the military to let him accompany 
the horse to the depdt at Bougival. But they refused. Thev 
told him they’d take good care of his horse. Fayolle 
pleaded, it seems, that the horse was too old and quite use¬ 
less for work. He told them he’d gladly pay them the price 
of a young strong horse. But they told him to be off * " 

“And so?” 

“And so, when the news came yesterday morning that 
his horse had died-the animal had refused to eat or drink, 
after being separated from its master—Fayolle went to 
Bougival, found the dead horse, kissed it on the snout, 
pulled out his revolver, and shot himself. . .. It’s Pierre 
P^guy who told me. He saw the whole thing.” 

“It’s very sad,” I said. 

Sure, c est ttiste, assented Camille, shrugging his 
shoulders, "but what's sadder still is that I, old and 
crippled with rheumatism, as you know me, must leave for 
the mobilization depot myself on the eleventh day. ...” 

“I thought you were rdformd, no longer fit for the Serv¬ 
ice?” I said. 

Fit I am not, except to dig a few more graves here in 
our commune, certainly not to dig trenches under fire. I 
had half my left haunch shot away in the last war-here, 
feel this,” he said, grabbing my hand and putting it on the 
seat of his trousers. “What can a man with half a backside 
do in a war, I ask you now?” 

They will probably put you in some warehouse in the 
commissariat department. What I wonder at though,” I 
said, "is who is going to slaughter the pig for us this fall.” 
For Camille earned a little money on the side, and some 
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tripes and livers, by doing a little butcher’s work privately. 

“Don’t worry about that,” he said reassuringly. “No¬ 
body will eat any pork next winter in Bourg-en-Foret. 
Only the army will eat pork, or anything else, for that 
matter—that is, if the army is victorious. Else the Boche 
will eat everything, and especially pork ... they are fond 
of that, messieurs les Allemands, fond of pork, that is. I 
remember in the last war....” 

I have since those days often wondered why I did not 
simply stay home in Bourg-en-Foret hidden behind the 
high walls of our garden, gathering the plums, which were 
extraordinarily plentiful that summer, or making myself 
useful in another way—for instance, by constructing a 
communal bombproof shelter of the kind we soldiers, 
under the watchful eye of Captain David Windsor, dug in 
the chalk back in ’17 for the Canadian nurses at the base 
ram p of Etaples. In doing so I might at least have set a 
good example to my neighbors who bungled that job com¬ 
pletely, going about it, as they did, in so haphazard and 
inefficient a manner—one shovelful today and another to¬ 
morrow—that one might well have thought that the Ger¬ 
mans were massing in the Gobi Desert instead of actually 
standing next door, trampling with impatience and 
thirsting for the spoil. 

The truth is that nobody did a stroke of work for months. 
We stood about gossiping, speculating, and rumor-monger- 
ing all day and far into the night—and this for weeks on 
end. And that is the way it was in every community in 
France. Instead of passing the time of day in idle chatter 
and futile debate that way, a million of us, native sons 
and foreigners alike, should have been sent north to build 
an extension of the Maginot Line along the Belgian fron- 
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tier to the North Sea as a second line of defense behind the 
Albert Canal. This would have stopped the gap through 
which the armored divisions were to come pouring into 
the plains of Champagne and through the valleys of Ar¬ 
tois a few months later. 

Nowweknowthat its deliberate laxity in taking essential 
precautions for defense and plain treason on the French 
side enabled the Germans to break through with compara¬ 
tive ease in July, 1940. In December, 1939, however, and 
again in the following June, when the news came of two 
massive German concentrations in the same regions—one 
on the Netherlands border and one around Aix-la-Cha- 
pelle—we looked at the map with anxiety amounting to 
panic. One did not have to be a graduate of the War Col¬ 
lege to know that once the Germans had overcome Hol¬ 
land’s fragile defense positions and thereafter, or simul¬ 
taneously, outflanked the Belgian line by marching 
through Luxembourg and Flanders, northern France 
would lie wide open before them. 

“Ah, that is when we go back into the trenches and 
stop them,” said the old men around the coffeehouse tables. 

“If only we have time to dig trenches,” I replied, for I 
was well aware, because of my frequent automobile trips 
to and from Holland, that not a trench had been started 
anywhere in Belgium or France. 

In August I ventured to speak to M. Daladier about my 
worries of the open road in the north. It happened this 
way: the bureau of the Grand Orient sent me regularly its 
bulletin about activities in the various Masonic lodges in 
France—notices of lectures, speeches, and visits by promi¬ 
nent scientists, philosophers, politicians, and the like. 
Back in 1925 I had been elected a member of the Saint- 



FAREWELL TO FRANCE 15 

Gcrmain-en-Laye lodge and although I had seldom at¬ 
tended the sessions, my interest was now aroused anew by 
an announcement in the bulletin of a forthcoming con¬ 
vention of the lodges of the DJpartement of Seine et Oise 
in which Saint-Germain is located. The convention was to 
be held in Versailles, the capital of the dipartement, and 
the chief speaker was to be Edouard Daladier. 

I telephoned the old doctor in Saint-Germain who had 
been one of the sponsors at my initiation and arranged 
with him to drive out together on the appointed day. We 
had not much hope of Daladier’s showing up, overloaded 
with War Office work as he must have been in a time of 
general mobilization*, but halfway through the session he 
nevertheless dropped in. lie was given the flooi at once 
and pronounced the usual set speech of politicians the 
world over: about democracy, humanity, freedom, the 
splendid morale of the French people, and the loyalty of 
France’s allies, the British and the Poles. 

After the formal session, when there was an opportunity 
to speak to him semiprivately, I remarked to the 1 rime 
Minister that I wished he had said something about our 
Belgian friends and the situation up north. 1 made it dear 
that I was not speaking as a foreign newspaperman but as 
a friend of France and as “une friire.” "It is clear," I said, 
"that with the Maginot Line protecting the eastern fron¬ 
tier, tlu* Germans will be forced to make their attempt at 
invasion at another spot, through Belgium again, for in¬ 
stance.” „ , 

"The Belgian defenses are quite formidable, returned 

Daladier. "Their line of the Albert Canal is really quite 
strong. Their fort if nations in Lh’ge province right up to 
the Dutch bonier are most impressive-There is the 
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system of Eben-Emael, right at the southern tip of the 
Dutch province of Limburg, which is considered as strong 
as our Maginot Line.. . 

“But that is where the line of defenses ends, does it not?” 
I asked. 

“True,” came back Daladier. "If the Germans attack 
they will most likely strike north of that point.” 

“Against Holland?” 

“Yes, against Holland,” he agreed. 

“In other words, the way that line of defense has been 
built, along France's eastern border and continuing into 
Belgium, it really constitutes an invitation to the Germans 
to make Holland the gateway of their invasion?” 

“Quite, but they won’t get farl” he replied laughingly. 

“Do you expect the Dutch army to stop them?” I 
laughed in turn. 

No, the Dutch, he intimated, would merely fight a de¬ 
laying action until reinforcements could be sent, and then 
the Germans would be up against the Albert Canal and 
the Franco-Belgians, and then there was the Little Maginot 
Line. . . . 

“Holland is then to serve as a sacrifice battalion, so to 
speak?” 

Daladier pursed his lips and cocked his head a little at 
this question. “Suppose," I went on somewhat imperti¬ 
nently perhaps, "suppose the Dutch do not like the idea 
and, seeing the futility of a struggle against the Reich, 
they surrender or give Hitler passage, as Luxembourg did 
in the last war....” I could not finish the sentence. 

“You do not know the Dutch,” Daladier interrupted, 
lighting a cigarette. 

“Yes, I think I do know the Dutch,” I said. “I believe 
they will fight, but will the French fight?” 
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“Why do you say that?” he asked suddenly, staring at me. 

“Monsieur le ministre” I said, “you must forgive me 
for speaking frankly, but I would not be a true friend of 
France if 1 did not say to you that I and many others have 
grave misgivings about the sentiment in the country. It 
is not like 1914. The people are apathetic, strangely so. 
Perhaps they do not understand the issue at stake-” 

“The issue is plain enough, d’ailleurs” he interrupted 
again, pulling at his cigarette with a wry face. “Hitler 
menaces Poland and threatens to throw Europe upside 
down. If they break loose again, the Germans, they must 
be made to light on their own territory. That is the task 
of the Franco-British allies. The war will be fought in 
Germany. That's it. VoiltM They will not be permitted 
to set foot in France again. It's across the Rhine that the 
contest, will be waged. , . 

“1 am glad to hear you say that, monsieur le ministre ” 
I said. “It gives me new hope.” 

Some of the other Lodge members had gathered about 
to listen to the Prime Minister's words. Several of them 
gravely nodded their heads when they heard him say that 
if war broke out it would be fought on German territory. 
Sint e Daladicr did not seem to be in a hurry, I chanced 
another question. 

“If the war is to be fought in the enemy's country, we 
may perhaps attack any day now?” 

“ Comment 1 What do you mean?” 

“France will strike at the Germans, 1 said, before they 
are ready to deliver their first blow!” 

“Where could we strike?” Daladier asked with a shrug 

of the shoulders. 

“Eh him, along the Mediterranean shores," I said. 

“Against Italy?" 
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"Of course. That’s the most vulnerable spot in the 
Axis lines. The French Army of the South could smash 
the Italians in a month, occupy the Po Valley and the in¬ 
dustries of northern Italy, and drive the Italian forces 
back on Naples, capturing the naval base of Spoleto on the 
way. Such a move would greatly upset the calculations of 
the German general staff. It might save Poland, to bee-in 
with....” 8 

Daladier laughed. "You are quite a strategist,” he said. 
“But you forget that we are not at war yet and that Italy 
is not likely to join Germany. Italy is not menacing us.” 

“Mussolini is having his boys parade the streets shouting 
for Savoy, Nice, Corsica, Djibouti. .. . Italy is mobilized 
and a member of the Axis. France may not consider her¬ 
self at war with Italy, but Italy is at war with France just as 
much as Germany is at war with France, although not a 
shot has been fired yet. I think it would electrify Europe 
if France struck at Italy right now instead of waiting for 
the first blow to fall on Poland." 

"France desires peace,” said Daladier. "We will not 
fight till all ways of reaching a peaceful solution have been 
exhausted. . . . War is no frivolity, no little game, you 
know. The French people are peace-loving.” 

"I know that, monsieur le minislre” I said, "but while 
you and the French diplomats look for means to avoid war, 
Germany is concentrating her armies on the borders of 
Poland, Holland, Belgium, and France. It is true you do 
not need to fight. The Germans will be glad not to have 
you fight. But the only case in which they won’t fight is if 
France surrenders.” 

"You seem to be quite sure it is going to be war,” he said 
a little sarcastically. 

"Positively, monsieur le ministre /' I said, "that’s why 
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I would like to see France take the initiative by striking 
across Italy to effect a juncture with the Yugoslavs: I 
would like to see France strike the first blow and make it 
so terrific that the Axis snaps in two-” 

It became more and more difficult to go to Paris. In 
the first place, you never knew when there would be a 
train, while most of the buses on the cross-country runs 
had been commandeered “provisionally” by the military. 
In addition, the government placed every day more restric¬ 
tions on the movements of foreigners, so that before long 
a person was virtually confined to his own place of resi¬ 
dence. Still and all, circumstances called for my presence 
in the capital nearly every day, for I was broadcasting at 
the time from a government-owned station for NBC in 
America. 

It was in vain that I pleaded with officials of the Quai 
d’Orsay for some kind of hissez-fmsser from the military 
authorities, so that I might avoid the daily delays and an¬ 
noyances on my way to work. For each municipality be¬ 
tween Bourg and Paris had its full complement of bay¬ 
oneted guards stationed at the town limits, and every time 
I passed their way each set of guards seemed to consider it 
a patriotic duty to conduct me to a mairie or a military 
post for thoroughgoing questioning. 

Fortunately at the time I still had a Canadian passport. 
This circumstance, coupled with the fact that my hair, 
both on the passport photo and in reality, was parted on 
the left side, seemed to have a soothing effect on inquisi¬ 
torial spirits. Only, nil this harassing red tape made the 
short trip to Paris a long and arduous journey, for there 
were no less than thirteen towns, villages, and hamlets to 
traverse, to say nothing of crossing innumerable heavily 
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guarded bridges and passing through neighborhoods 
where more than the usual precautions had been taken, 
with tanks and assault cars stretched across the roads and 
entire battalions o£ homeguards disposed in defense posi¬ 
tion, evidently to guard some important (though to me 
invisible) military objective. 

In short, the walk to Paris became, more or less, an ob¬ 
stacle race. But it had an inspiring effect. More than 
once I thought, as I saw the military precautions taken in 
such towns as Saint-Denis, with its working-class popula¬ 
tion, that if France was half as well prepared on the 
borders as it was against possible revolutionary outbreaks 
in the interior, the situation was far from hopeless. 

One reached Paris in an exhausted condition, only to 
discover that the troubles on the road had been merely a 
prelude to dodging members of the corps of black-coated 
and black-helmeted Mobile Guards, which Edouard Dala- 
dier, onetime leader of the Popular Front, had organized 
to keep the adherents o£ that same Popular Front in check. 
I could not sit in any restaurant, cafe, or hotel, for every 
public establishment of that sort was invaded from time 
to time by squads of these troopers, who came to verify 
the identity of guests. Some of the guests I saw being led 
away, often amidst the wails and sobs of wives and chil¬ 
dren, seemed to have been roused from their beds or from 
some peaceful occupation. Where were they taken? God 
only knows! And who were they? Reservists from the 
provinces caught lingering around Paris for a day or so 
before reporting at depots, spies detected in the act of rig¬ 
ging up a signaling station on the roof, just ordinary types 
touches, or—who could tell?—newspapermen on their way 
to a broadcasting station? I could not be sure, nor did I 
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inquire. I had no business being around at all, for my 
identity card stated specifically that my presence outside 
Bourg-en-Foret exposed me "irrevocably to immediate ar¬ 
rest" by any policeman, civil or military—that is to say, 
without further ado or explanation. 

It was a miserable job wandering about the half-deserted 
city, blaeked-out after nightfall. All the great squares were 
empty and soundless. The palaces and monuments stood 
gaunt and ghostly in their loneliness. You felt as if you 
were left alone with tombstones in a moonlit cemetery. 
'Fhe rare Parisians venturing abroad walked with hesitant, 
mutfled step, on tiptoe almost, as if they were fearful to 
disttub the unnatural, unholy silence. I here was some¬ 
thing so oppressive, so portentously disturbing in that vast 
stillness, that it stabbed your mind like a dagger. And 
none of the official reassurances which came with every 
c tiintnunufut ? was able to banish that strange, unreasoning 
apprehension from your mind. It clutched at your throat 
with spectral fingers. You knew as well as Daladier and 
Ciumelm, whose voices could be heard through the radios 
behind the shuttered windows, that the Maginot Line stood 
there far to the west, a formidable bast ion of unimaginable 
power, bristling witlt steel and ready to spew death at the 
invader at an instants notice. But of what avail, one won¬ 
dered, would be the most impregnable fortifications, if 
the spirit tit resistance should be found lat.king? 

I trussed the Heine bridge and watched the river by the 
pale glow of a covered lantern coiling its way between the 
quays like a gigantic bottle-green snake. But the face of 
Saint (ienevit've's statue, turned in the directum of the 
barbarian invasions, was shrouded in a blat k mist that 
did not arise from the stream. It was as if the patron saint 
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of Paris had lost her head and had no way of seeing the 
approaching danger. 

Whence came the fear, the all-pervading undertone of 
indifference, the je-m’en-foutisme of the masses. And was 
it really fear? Could one be sure of that? When, ere this, 
had Frenchmen been afraid to face fierce, even overwhelm¬ 
ing odds, or had they hesitated to die for freedom? In the 
semiobscurity of the great North and East railway stations, 
I watched the departure of the levies for the advance posts. 
Soldiers and officers—Bretons, Flemings, Basques, Alsa¬ 
tians—were pouring through in never-ending streams. 
Whether you came at noon or in the dead of night, it was 
always the same scene, men, men, and still more men, 
marching by, trotting, stamping, tramping. Packed troop 
trains were leaving every minute for the front. But not 
once did I hear a cry, not once a shout of patriotism, not 
once did I see a show of ardor or feel a ripple of enthusiasm. 
In a crowd of thousands of spectators and relatives of the 
departing soldiers, not ten individuals, 1 noted, saluted 
the battle Hags and the regimental emblems as they went 

by- 

Were these the sons of the Revolution, of the Year II 
of Liberty? Were these boys in horizon-blue the children, 
of the barefooted sans-culottes who had thrown back the 
coalitions of Europe’s reaction, without thought of dan¬ 
ger or of hunger? Were these the descendants of the heroes 
who had marched off like lions sniffing the tempest, to 
efface the frontiers of Europe and to perform prodigies of 
heroism under Marceau and Joubert? “VolunteersI” the 
ancestors of these men cried out, “let us go and die to 
liberate the peoples of Europe!” To that cry a million 
men had responded. Now their sons marched by sullenly. 
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automatically, listlessly, scarcely glancing to left or right, 
obviously contemptuous of the double hedge of Mobile 
Guards through which they had to pass. Not a smile, not 
one shout of encouragement, not once a cheer. Why 
weren’t the huge glass domes overhead reverberating with 
the thunder of the Marseillaise or the Jeune Garde— ox 
Madelou, for that matter? Was the danger less than in 
the days of Veuiilot or Verdun? 

I had stood near a middle-aged citizen in the crowd of 
spectators. Almost simultaneously turning to leave, we 
looked into each other’s eyes, quizzical, disturbed, intui¬ 
tively asking for an expression of opinion. 

"(Vest Inen morne" I blurted out involuntarily. “It’s 

tlreary, that spectacle!" . . 

“Non, monsieur,” he corrected me, “it is sinister! 

Then back into the streets, down the lugubrious Boule¬ 
vard de Strasbourg, where I myself had marched with the 
Canadian battalions, twenty-two years before. Our place 
had been taken by a procession of caterpillar tanks rum¬ 
bling over the broken pavement. The vehicles stretched 
as far as the eye could reach and beyond the blue arc light 
at the intersection of the Grands Boulevards. In the semi¬ 
darkness they looked like one of those black serpentine 
monsters in the Japanese prints: a small head with an 
endless tail. Some of the soldiers were sound asleep on top 
of the steel lids. In the trailers, lying in dusters, pell-mell 
cm cadi other, they made you think of little children be¬ 
ing carried home alter a day s picnic in the woods. 

At the corner of the Rue tin C.htiteau-d Fan a group of 
prostitutes were talking excitedly with two night watch¬ 
men of the cycle corps. 

"1 have my rights," shouted a big blonde girl, whom 
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one of the policemen held by the arms. “I have my rights, 
and I intend to have my rights respected.” 

“T’as pas des droits, ma fille ” said the big cop. “T’es 
putain, c’est tout!" (You have no rights, girlie, you are 
only a whore!) 

For answer she struck him across the lips so that the 
blood trickled into his moustache. 

The other cop lifted his bicycle and knocked the girl 
down. She was on her feet in a flash and screamed like a 
fury. Her arm had been broken. As she was led away, she 
yelled: “Bread and peace! Vive la Republique!” The 
soldiers on the tanks, awakened by the shouting, rubbed 
their eyes and stared as if they had heard a blasphemy. 

I walked down the Boulevard Saint-Michel, where some 
students were sitting on the terraces of the Cafe d’Harcourt 
and the Chope Latine. They were talking in whispers, 
but squads of gendarmes were watching them from across 
the street. I bought some English newspapers at the kiosk 
facing the closed Luxembourg Gardens and learned from 
a man signing himself “Diplomatic Correspondent” that 
the morale of the French Army was higher than in the days 
of Verdun. The headlines announced that Gamelin would 
break the Siegfried Line the moment the signal was given 
that the war had started. 

A green bus swung suddenly out of the Rue de Medicis. 
Its destination was marked in front in luminous letters 
above the driver’s seat: Gare Montparnasse. That was my 
direction, and I jumped on board. There were about ten 
or twelve passengers inside and two men standing on the 
rear balcony. 

A man dressed in a dilapidated overcoat and a derby hat 
that had seen better days took off his pince-nez with a 
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gesture of evident dismay, folded up the newspaper he had 
been reading with the aid of a small pocket torch, and ex¬ 
claimed with so deep a sigh that all the passengers looked 
at him with surprise: *'Quelle ^poque!” 

"To what epoch do you refer-—to this time in which we 
are living?" an individual, who was sitting directly in front 
of the man who had made the doleful exclamation, asked 
in a shrill piping voice. 

"Obviously," came back the first speaker. "What other 
epoch could 1 have in mind, path leu! Do you think I’m 
talking about the Middle Ages?" 

"We live in the time we deserve," said the second indi¬ 
vidual, who wore a painter's blouse and a beret. 

"Even so, the cost of living is going up frightfully, tout 
qui augment?, would you say honest folks deserve that?" 
insisted the doleful one. 

"Oil. thee mi of living, is tltat what you mean? But that 
is not true either. The cost of living is not rising as rapidly 
as it was muter Poincare, for instance. Not by any means. 
Besides, the trouble with us is not the High cost of living. 
That is definitely not a fundamental issue today. What is 
mtu h graver is our lack of idealism anti the matei iali/ation 
of our whole* life." 

%’a, pooh pooh! That's a very old story," interjected 
the conductor, who had overheard the colloquy as he 
moved (Uimtglt the tar punching our tickets, "I lieatd 
my grandmother complain of the decline of idealism when 
1 was a child. You both see things from the* dark side, that s 
dear. I don’t," the conductor went. on. "Privately. I 
think there is hope . . . piivately, you understand. But 1 
don't say so. Why don’t I say anything, do you think? 
Simply because it is dangerous to speak optimistically. ‘ 



26 


THAT DAY ALONE 

“Why dangerous?” asked the erstwhile newspaper 
reader, stopping abruptly in the act of running his tongue 
along the edge of the paper of a cigarette he had just 
rolled. “What danger, je vous prie, is there in an expres¬ 
sion of optimism?” 

“There is danger,” explained the conductor. “Public 
optimism, you see,” he went on, dropping his voice to a 
mysterious whisper, “public optimism would unquestion¬ 
ably be of advantage to this government of nincompoops, 
you will readily agree to that. I grumble, not because I 
want to, but because it’s the last right I have. I say: let’s 
all grumble!” 

Everybody laughed. But Painter’s Blouse pulled the 
conductor’s sleeve and, motioning significantly with his 
head in the direction of the rear of the bus, said: “Don’t 
let those two on the back platform hear you grumble.” 

The conductor looked at the rear balcony, threw up his 
shoulders quickly, and said: “O, la, la!" 

At the Raspail intersection we came to a halt. Troops 
were passing. They had the right of way. We waited five 
minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of an hour, and still the 
road was not clear. 

The passengers grew nervous and fidgety, they began 
to consult their watches. 

“How long will this last?” said one man. 

Another said: “I didn’t know there were so many horses 
in France. Poor beasts!” And shrugging his shoulders, 
he added: “At least we can say that there has been no 
decline in the birth rate of horses!” 

Still another chimed in: “This delay will make me miss 
my train! It’s damned inconvenient, I must say.” 

“Messieurs, messieurs,” came the reassuring voice of 
another passenger, who had not said a word up till then. 
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"ne vous en faltes pas, don't worry. Laxssez passer la prison 
amhulante, let the walking prison go by.” 

The words were not out of his mouth before the two 
men from the rear balcony stepped inside the bus. 

“Your papers, pleasel” they demanded icily. 

“I have no papers,” said the man who had made the re¬ 
mark about the army. **I have no papers. I am the son of 
the Unknown Soldier!” 

They took him oil' the bus right then and there, and one 
of them blew a whistle for the police. 

The bus was off again. It veered around Klebcr’s statue 
and the Closet ie ties I alas, where the dock showed it to be 
a few minutes before midnight. The conductor called out 
the .stations mechanically, in a droning voice, as if he were 
mating a litany: "Saint-Mulvd, Grande Ghaumide, 
Notre Dame des (hamps. . . ” In front of the Montpar¬ 
nasse station the bus slowed down, the wheels grated 
against the t mb. and the old engine, hissing and splutter¬ 
ing like an asthmatic man after a fast run, with a last 
shuddering spasm stopped dead. ” I ermiimsl sang out 
the condtu tor, and the tone ol relief in his voice made: it 
sound like a we lcome amen at the dose of a long prayer. 
He jumped to the pavement, pulled up his trousers, and 
tightened his belt. 

I walked across the square, past the Restaurant Ia- 
vrttue, where I noticed Georg Bernhard, the former editor 
of Berlin's Vmmt hr Zritung, at table on the terrace with 
a French officer in the unilorm of the- intelligence service:. 
The German journalist greeted me with an almost im¬ 
perceptible move of his hand. 

On a wooden street bench, in front of the coffeehouse, 
sat the old beggar, who had long Ireen a fixture of this 
neighborhood, where: 1 also had resided for years. If you 
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gave him a couple of francs, he would dance with glee 
and run off as fast as his feet could carry him—to fill up on 
Pernod at a taproom. 

“Tenez,” he said, as he caught sight of me, “why so late 
in our gay city?” He looked like one of those horrible 
creatures in the illustrated editions of Victor Hugo’s The 
Terrible Year , the gnomes and phantoms who came up 
out of the sewers and the catacombs to haunt the deserted 
streets of the famine-stricken metropolis. The beggar, 
commonly called “Papa Pitrou” by those who knew him, 
had deteriorated a great deal since I had seen him last. His 
long hair had fallen down in greasy curls to his shoulders; 
his white beard was streaked with yellow, while his clothes 
were a bundle of rags held to his body with a rope. He 
looked up to me with the reddish, wicked eyes of an albino 
as he filled his mouth with snails, which he had probably 
pilfered from one of the stalls across the way. He picked 
the snails from their shells with a broken fork. 

“Do you still live at Number Nine?” I asked him, for 
I remembered that when I resided in the quarter, the 
concierge at one of the apartment houses on the Rue Saint- 
Romain used, of a wintry night, to give him asylum midst 
the garbage cans in the cellar. 

“No,” he answered, his mouth full of the succulent deli¬ 
cacy. "No, at Number Nine I dwell no more. I now spend 
my days in this very square, and my nights, too. One sleeps 
rather well on these benches. One feeds well, too, as you 
may observe. Moreover, the view is pleasant. What anima¬ 
tion, n’est ce pas? It’s greatly to my liking. I am absolutely 
content. I take a supreme delight in watching the panic.” 

“What panic?” I asked in surprise. 

“What panic?” he returned, looking up with a horribly 
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malignant twinkle in his eyes. “The panic o£ the bourgeoi¬ 
sie, of course 1 Look around you, mon ami! Can’t you see 
it and sense it? They’re in a mortal funk. They’ve lost 
all hope. For years they knew that this would come. They 
put it off as long as they coidd. They did not want a 
renewal (une renaissance). They wanted to continue, to 
hang on to what they had, to their poor little dirty, decrepit 
possessions and survive, just survive, just sneak through for 
another generation. After us, the deluge! Eh bicn, the 
deluge is not waiting any longer. It’s upon them. Ha, ha, 
ha!" he laughed loudly, 

“IMuntre a sonne," he resumed in a solemn voice. “The 
hour has come at last. . . . It's the end of the end that is 
approaching now. . . . The great whore is about to face 
judgment!" 

“By judgment you mean nitler?" 

“Monsieur Hitler," he railed. "No, not Monsieur Hit¬ 
ler! Je m’en fans tie ret homme, et je m'en rant ref oust 
I don’t care a damn for him." He snapped his crooked 
fingers in contempt. "Monsieur Hitler is just part of the 
combination. It’s the world that is cracking, our world. 

The supports are rotten-Do you know why?" he added. 

"It’s betuuse the worms, I mean people like me, the lice* 
covered malheureux, the syphilitic, tubercular garbage 
eaters, tin; great unwashed, it's we who have gnawed away 
the substant e, the core of the pillars. We have been eating 
away for ages, for centuries, we have been chewing at the 
pillars of society since tint foundation of the world, you 
might say. Do you know what you are walking on?" he 
went on breathlessly. “From Val-de-Gnice to the Santd 
Prison, from the Reservoir to the Porte de Chatillon anti 
far to the west, you are walking on the void. That's what 
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you are doing. There is nothing beneath your feet, ab¬ 
solutely nothing but a thin crust. Everything is hollow 
down below here, emptied out, burrowed, mined and 
countermined, excavated, what am I telling you? ... It is 
scooped out, so to speak. The collapse is due any minute 
now. It’s here now. ... The farce is over. There’s going 
to be a jubilee in hell.” He laughed exultingly, with a 
shrill, frightening sound that was more bark than laugh. 
Then he fell to coughing. 

“Do you ever see Tarzan nowadays?” I asked, so as to 
change the subject which was becoming risky in a land 
where the government itself warned you by posters on the 
billboards that the walls have ears. Tarzan was the con¬ 
cierge at Number Nine, Rue Saint-Romain, a huge, ape¬ 
like man, who had been given that nickname by the neigh¬ 
bors because of his gaunt and hairy appearance. 

“Tarzan,” the beggar shook his head. “No, that fool is 
mobilized. His wife is for the taking. It was she, in fact, 
who put me out of the cellar. I asked her the night after 
her husband left: ‘Well, Madame, you and I, we are not 
going to let the human race become extinct, are we?’ ” 

“Parbleu, you offended the lady! No wonder you lost 
her hospitality,” I said. 

“Ah, no,” he came back quickly, “I knew what I was 
about. I had my peekholes in that cellar a long time. I 
knew what was going on.” 

I gave him his dole—two francs—and started to move 
away. “Make it five tonight,” he called me back. “You’ll 
not see me for a long time.” 

"I’m staying,” I protested. “I’m not leaving France, no 
matter what happens.” 

“You had better go, mon ami ” he said quietly. “Qa va 
harder! There’s going to be hell to pay. Take my word 
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for it. Earthquakes arc nothing compared to what old 
Europe is going to see. This is not a war that’s coming—it’s 
the Devil with a big broom. And he’s going to sweep clean 
this time. Not a speck of the old will remain I” 

“You forget the Maginot Line,” I said, noticing that 
some people were approaching. 

“The Maginot Line, ha, ha, that's a good one!” he 
called back. “Merde, do you hear? Merde, that’s the 
Maginot Lind” 

'Ehe hree/.e swept a bitter smell of anise and fried 
potatoes down the Rue de la Gaite. A raucous loud-speaker 
brayed a song about a soldier who had left his girl without 
saying a word of tenderness. At the comer stood some 
taxicabs. One of the drivers approached me to say that he 
kttew a good show in the Etoile quarter. “A show in the 
blackout,*’ he whispered. Before 1 could answer him I 
saw a patrol of the political police dosing the street at both 
ends and beginning to question passers-by, holding pass¬ 
ports and identity papers under the elec tric lamps that 
hung from their tunics. I dived into a doorway anti found 
myself in a cafd chttnttmL 

'The place was t rowtled with soldiers and noncommis¬ 
sioned olltters. On the stage was a down playing an ac¬ 
cordion. The glare of a fierce yellow light, coming from 
a square aperture above the entrance door anti streaming 
across the hull like a searchlight beam, beat unmercifully 
on his painted features. He blinked and smirked alter¬ 
nately under the impact. At the table nearest to the door 
were three artillerymen and their girls. They dapped their 
hands in rhythmic accompaniment to the down's music. 
At other tables men and women were beating out the meas¬ 
ure with tumblers and bottles. 
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Soon the clown withdrew under a hail of applause, and 
his place on the stage was taken by a small orchestra— 
a drummer, a saxophone player, and a pianist. The light 
changed to red, tables were pushed aside, and everybody 
got up to dance. A fourth artist climbed on to the stage and 
began to sing through a microphone. His voice sounded, 
like a tornado. He sang: Elle-avait-de tout-petits michons. 
Bellowing, the crowd took up the refrain in chorus: Valen- 
teene, Valenteene! Presently one soldier lifted his dancing 
partner to his shoulders. She was a swarthy Haitian girl 
with a red ribbon in her hair. While sitting on the tramp¬ 
ing cavalier’s neck, she discarded her gown, flung it toward 
the stage where the saxophone player caught it, and, 
swinging her arms upward, began to tear down the col¬ 
ored balloons and artificial flowers suspended from the 
ceiling. One by one, the other girls were swung aloft by 
their partners. They followed the dark girl’s example of 
undressing and joining in the whirling chase of the bal¬ 
loons and confetti. 

The light burned lower and lower until the illumina¬ 
tion in the hall was a mere glow of dying embers. In the 
feeble red twilight the dancers seemed like weird, fantastic 
shapes executing some primitive saraband in a jungle clear¬ 
ing: centaurs and satyrs and nymphs and double-headed 
apparitions. The screaming and singing were hushed; the 
horde now whirled in suggestive silence. 

“C’est la danse de la mort, the dance of death,” said the 
doorman, who stood by my side looking on. A giant with 
a grizzly moustache, he wore the threadbare uniform of 
the Don Cossacks and an Astrakhan hat. 

“Is that what it is called,” I asked, “the dance of death?” 

"No, I call it so,” he said. “The nearer they come to 
death, these young men, the more they feel the need of 
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female companionship, it's a natural urge: nature is try¬ 
ing in advance to make up for the empty places there are 
going to be in a few weeks, c’est tout. That’s the psychologi¬ 
cal significance of a scene like this... 

“You are a philosopher,” I said. 

“No,” he came back, “I am just an old soldier. ... I 
fought for the Czar in 1905 in Manchuria, I know what I 
am talking about.... It's always just before the battle that 
Venus has her busiest hours... . There wasn’t a soul in 
this place for months. Now we are crowded from sunset 
to sunup. It's the smell of battle that drives them here, the 
smell of blood...." 

'Fhe light turned to green as we spoke, and a young 
woman, completely nude, walked on to the stage. She was 
a brunette of great charm, ardent and lascivious. 'Fhe 
saxophone player announced that she was going to present 
an Oriental number. She danced alone. In the motions of 
her beautiful arms, her breasts, and her abdomen, in the 
expression of her eyes and in her smiles, she achieved so 
complete and marvelous a harmony that she made you 
think of the serpent of Beaudelaire. 

'Fhe laughter in the hall died down. It became as still 
as in a church. 

I stopped at Louis Tschann’s bookshop, thinking that 
I could there write out the script for my broadcast, which 
came at three in the morning. It was shortly after mid¬ 
night, ami 1 had almost three hours, but I also had to pass 
the censor before I could speak. 

Louis Ferdinand Ct-line, the author of Journey to the 
End of the Night, was in the bookshop, telling a young 
regimental doctor that France had been sold out by the 
Jews and hence was “fwhue, foutue dans la purtte, dans la 
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merde du diable ” Celine, a giant with a bh 
spouting obscenities and filth, as usual. 

“The English,” he roared, “the Englis 
swine. It’s Israel that rules the roost on the T 
caught between Abraham and Joseph of Me 

“I don’t like the English myself,” said the i 
man, “and as to the Jews, you know my sen 
would remind you that the Communists hav< 
with warmongering ever since the Popula 
into existence. They urged us to smash at th< 
it would have been easy to crack them in the 
nutcracker.” 

“It’s the Jews, I tell you, who are resp 
this,” Celine insisted. “They have led us 
by step until today we are standing on the br 
Tomorrow they will push us into the abyss. 

“Why should they?” the young doctor 
shoulders. “If we go into the abyss, the Jet 
us, willy-nilly. Do you imagine the Jews 
what to expect from Hitler? They are his 
chosen, that is, for the most atrocious torm 

“That’s why they’re pushing us into war. 
to do the fighting,” came back Celine. 

“Somebody is pushing us to war,” chim< 
keeper. “Of that there is no doubt. There 
France who wants to fight, and still everybe 
his gun and moving up the line. I myse] 
ninth day of the mobilization—that is to sa’ 
tomorrow. . . . It’s the English who are 
that’s my opinion,” he added. 

“Well, that’s the same thing,” shot back 
land—that is, the City, the international ba 
old crowd. In London it’s Israel who coi 
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body knows that. Do not the English claim to be descended 
from the ten lost tribes of Judah?” 

“Pourtant,” interjected the doctor, “they do not look 
like Semites. No two peoples on earth look so much alike 
as the Germans and the English. Does that make the Nazis 
Jews, too? No,” he continued, “the English are driving 
us into this war for an entirely different reason. They 
figure that so long as France fights, their empire is safe. 
Since Hitler wants nothing from France and has solemnly 
promised not to attack us, the English were in a quandary 
until they made Poland the issue. . . . The Poles are our 
allies, to be sure, but the Poles are an arrogant lot. Their 
generals talk of seizing East Prussia and of marching on 
Berlin. England backs them up in that threatening atti¬ 
tude, not to plunge Poland into war, but in order to make 
us take the plunge. The English care not a rap for Poland. 
And as long as we fight, England will have her way in 
Eurppe.” 

I took down a book from the shelves. It’s title was Au 
Seuil de la guerre—On the Threshold of War—published 
in 1933.1 opened it to a page showing an illustration of the 
city of Strasbourg, with the cathedral and principal build¬ 
ings of the Alsatian city allegorically bound in a thick chain 
of steel. The caption read: “Never will Germany rest so 
long as these symbols of German-Alsatian grandeur are 
in the hands of the degenerate French.” The illustration 
was a reproduction from the Volkischer Beobachter, Adolf 
Hitler’s own paper. 

“In his speeches,” I said, “the Fuehrer tells you that he 
has no claims on France. But this is what his paper says.” 
I showed them the illustration. “Once he is given Alsace, 
he will be across the border, inside France, and he’ll ask 
for more. He has made that very clear in the case of 
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Czechoslovakia. When he was given the Sudeten regions, 
he g uar anteed the inviolability of what was left of Czech 
national territory. He broke that solemn engagement on 
the pretense that nothing was agreed about it in Munich. 
At the bottom of all of Herr Hitler’s arguments there is 
one doctrine, this: Germany has rights, and Adolf Hitler 
has been sent by Providence to claim those rights and ful¬ 
fill German destiny. Germany, the Fuehrer says, only 
asks for what belongs to her. But what belongs to her? 

“It turns out that Hitler claims everything that belonged 
to the Holy Roman Empire of the German Nation in the 
Middle Ages, every bit of land in Europe that Germans 
occupied in the course of history or merely traversed, in 
addition to every inch of territory that was ever so slightly 
infl uenced by Teutonic civilization. The unhappy Czechs, 
for instance, have been condemned to absorption because 
it is officially stated in Berlin that they squatted on land 
that was long ago abandoned by German barons or because 
German emperors once lived in Prague and because a great 
number of cathedrals and castles in their country clearly 
show the influence of German architectural styles. On that 
basis, France would have a right to all the imitation palaces 
of Versailles in the world, and she could claim all the rich 
country homes in the United States that were modeled on 
French chateaux. 

“Hitler said in his last speech that Germany once domi¬ 
nated the Western world. You will not be able to find 
one serious historian to tell you when this occurred, nor 
will you be able to discover historical justification for that 
other assertion of his that ‘even before the formation of 
the Brandenburg-Prussian state, Germany was a world 
empire.’ These things are simply lies. But what does the 
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Fuehrer care? With these declarations he seeks to justify 
in his own mind and in the minds of his followers the Third 
Reich’s claims to the mastery not only of Alsace-Lorraine, 
but of the world.” 

“Of the world?” exclaimed Celine sarcastically. “Now 
you exaggerate. All the Fuehrer wants from France is the 
right to help us get rid of our Jews.” 

“He will probably do that,” I said, “that is, if you let 
him in. But he will rid you of much more besides, once 
you do let him in. 

“There was a time,” I continued, “when Herr Hitler 
said he merely wanted to liberate Germany from the Diktat 
of Versailles. One by one, the clauses of that treaty were 
abolished by the victor nations of the last war. N ot because 
these nations feared Herr Hitler. Some of the clauses had 
been abolished at a time when Hitler was no more than an 
unemployed paperhanger. They were abolished because 
liberals everywhere considered the burdens of Versailles 
unjust and insupportable for the German people. It was 
the liberals who brought about a mitigation of the burdens 
of Versailles. 

“Then Herr Hitler raised the racial question and de¬ 
manded that Germany’s frontiers should correspond with 
the limits of German race, language, and blood. It was 
an absurd doctrine, confused and, in the light of history, 
downright ridiculous, but at least it still set a certain limit 
to German ambitions. The occupation of Czechoslovakia 
proves that he now goes beyond race limits, for the Czechs 
and the Slovaks are Slavs. The Lorrainers are French, and 
they are to be incorporated in the Reich, too. The Dutch 
and Danes are now called nations speaking a Germanic 
idiom. This means they have no longer a right to an 
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independent national existence—in other words, sooner or 
later they must be assimilated into the German Reich and 
pass under the sway of their big brothers, the warriors of 
the Third Reich, who draw their revolvers when they 
hear the phrase ‘national culture’ and who pride them¬ 
selves on having shaken off ‘the nightmare of intellectual- 
ism.’ 

“Today Herr Hitler rejects all limits and makes his 
own all the delirious theories of Pan-Germanism: race, 
language, grammar, verb conjugation, living room, means 
of communication, military exigencies, density of popula¬ 
tion, the shape of roofs, artistic influences, the length of 
skulls, and the prehistoric epochs. Whithersoever a dino¬ 
saur in the preglacial period wandered from the area where 
Herr Hitler reigns at present, whether in the direction 
of the Ukraine or Norway or to the lost continent of Atlan¬ 
tis, there is Germany, and there the Nazi power intends to 
install itself. Wherever a German pioneer cut down a 
forest, built a road, or forded a river, even if that pioneer 
fled from Germany to escape oppression and misery, wher¬ 
ever he settled, whether in Milwaukee, Brazil, or Pretoria, 
there is a milepost to direct the Third Reich in its march to 

world power_You say in your books, Monsieur Celine, 

that Hitler is a genius because he rid Germany of the Jews 
and thus set an example to all Christian states. Have you 
ever considered that this Fuehrer is the antithesis of the 
European spirit and that if those theories of race and blood 
should prevail, there would be an end to the Christian era 
and all its treasures: justice, truth, morality, art, philoso¬ 
phy and religion?...” 

But Celine was waving his hand in a deprecating gesture. 
“All I care about,” he said, “is that we get rid of the Jews, 
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yes, and incidentally I was also glad to hear you say that 
the Fuehrer includes America in his scheme o£ conquest. 
That is really good news....” I was going into the back 
room to write my script for the broadcast. But he called 
after me: "I am so glad, in fact, that I would willingly open 
him a road across France to march against the Anglos, for 
if there ever was a contemptible race, there you have it.” 

I had scarcely started to write my notes when Tsehann 
came into the back room carrying a copy of the Journal 
officiel. “Here," he said, “is a report of the meeting of the 
Senate this afternoon. It may be useful to you in your 
broadcast.” 

The report said that the President of the Senate, after 
discussing the international crisis, and on the motion of 
M. Daladier, the chief of the government, had proposed 
a resolution declaring the people of France "solidly with 
our English allies in the position they have taken in the 
matter of the Reic h's chums on Dan/ig." Jules Jeanneney, 
the President of the .Senate, had just put the? motion, the 
report went on to say, when the Senator for the ddfmrte- 
ment of Seine-et-Marne, Pierre Laval, rose in his seat and 
asked for the floor. 

” At a is non, M. I .aval,” said the president, “really, this 
is not the time to talk. 'Phis is the time to ael. In this hour 
we must show by our unanimity that the country is united, 
that we no longer quarrel, that we are one in word and 

flgMtfl 11 

"But I insist cm my rights as a Senator,” M. Laval had 
replied, “I must speak. . » There were some cries of 
dissent at this point, the Journal officiel reported, but in 
cite end Laval had his way. lie said tltat in this solemn 
moment he wanted to remind the Senate and the people 
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of France of the “great and eminent service rendered to 
France by that great statesman, Signor Mussolini, in the 
month of February, 1934.” 

“To what ‘great and eminent’ service did Monsieur 
Laval refer,” Tschann asked me over my* shoulder. 

“In that month,” I replied, “Adolf Hitler flew to meet 
Mussolini. He wanted to know what the Duce thought of 
a plan that had been conceived by Goering. Goering had 
thought that France could be paralyzed and knocked out 
by one surprise blow. Without a declaration of war, Paris 
and other great cities, rail centers, and industrial areas 
were to be laid under a blanket of poison gas, all in a single 
night.” 

“Eh bien?” questioned Tschann. 

“Eh bien, Mussolini, who had been sworn to secrecy by 
his friend from Berlin, immediately telephoned Franklin- 
Bouillon, the head of the Military Commission in the 
French Chamber, who was stopping at the Lido-Venice at 
the time. Franklin-Bouillon telephoned Pierre Laval, and 
that’s all.” 

It had started to rain when I left the old bookshop. 
Tschann insisted on my taking his umbrella, for it would 
be along walk to the Hotel Continental, where the censors 
had lately installed themselves. “And besides,” he said in 
parting, “you never know: an umbrella may serve you in 
lieu of a permis de ciTculation. An umbrella is a badge o£ 
respectability these days, therefore a guarantee of security, 
like the red bonnet in the time of the Revolution. 

“But wait,” he called, as I started to move off, “what 
book are you carrying under your arm?” 

“This book?” I asked. “Why, it’s the one you just sold 
me. It’s Lucien Jacques’ Diary ....” 

“You must not take that tonight,” he said with a note 
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of disquiet in ins voice, as he tried to take the volume 
away from me. “Ed rather have you take that some other 
day. 1 would not like to see you being questioned by the 
police with that volume in your possession, . . 

“But it is nothing more than the diary of a stretcher- 
bearer in the last war-what harm can there be in that?” 
I protested. 

"Precisely, the diary of a stretcher-bearer: isn’t that sub 
fieient to make it a dangerous volume to be seen with, 
especially lor a foreigner? Just take your umbrella—it will 
be much safer, I assure you." 

"No, 1 take the book, too," I said, breaking away hastily. 

And so I was oil at last. I walked rapidly down the Rue 
Notre Dame des Champs, past the house where Saint 
Beuve had once lived, anti turned into the Boulevard Has 
pail. I noticed from afar that the lights wav burning in 
the military prison of Chert he-Midi, Covered trucks drove 
up before its entrant e and dist barged ban lies of civilians 
amt soldiers, < learly the Mobile Ouard’s evening t alt h ot 
reservists whose papers had not been found in older or 
soldiers who should have been away at the burnt. .Some 
aliens, too, no doubt.,.. 

I gave a with* berth to that sinister old dungeon witlt ait 
its disturbing memories, "Im rn^tuiux /mwmm'V-the < age 
for men—Fiaut is Cano had tailed it in one of his books, 
l bad no desire to he seen by one of those Hoopers who 
were herding their shuffling prisoners into the gate. It 
would have been haul enough to explain my presence in 
Paris, contrary to regulations, pariitularly at that tm 
earthly hour. But now with that st t ipi for the broadtast in 
my pot ket, full of military terms as it was, the situation was 
apt to be twite as painful if I should be apprehended, Of 
course, I was not a spy or anything of the kind, ami, in 
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the event of arrest, I would immediately have got in touch 
with the Canadian legation or with acquaintances in the 
government, such as Anatole de Monzie, Ludovic Fros* 
sard, or M. Daladier himself. But I knew from a previous 
experience, when M. Laval had decreed my expulsion 
from France, how long it takes to get redress. Moreover, 
now it was war time and I was definitely not en regie. I felt 
more like breaking into a trot than keeping to my even 
walking pace. 

At that moment four municipal policemen flew by on 
their bicycles. They were going my way, and I followed 
them with my eyes, wondering what could be up. I was 
not long left in doubt. At the next intersection, half a 
block ahead, I saw them suddenly dismount, throw their 
machines against the sidewalk, and rush into the side street. 
When I reached the Rue de Varenne, I saw three of the 
policemen locking handcuffs on two men, neither of whom 
resisted or protested with so much as a word. One of the 
prisoners, a mere boy in a frayed cotton shirt, was calmly 
lighting a cigarette while he casually watched the fourth 
nightwatch, who held up an electric torch, trying to scrape 
a freshly pasted-up poster from the wall. On the sidewalk, 
stood a pail containing paste and a couple of long-handled 
brushes and, a short distance away, their pedals poised on 
the curb for an immediate getaway, two more bicycles. The 
two prisoners had been caught in the act of putting up a 
poster. 

The chief of the night patrol had a hard time tearing the 
poster off. He seized one of the brushes and used its handle 
as a scraper, but broad strips of the thick paper clung stub¬ 
bornly to the wall. The red-colored headline that ran. 
across the top of the now-lacerated proclamation resisted 
all attempts at erasure. It still clung there as the police- 





happening to France anti to the people ol' France who It. 
so often in the past been humanity's forerunner and F 
rope's voice ami conscience in seasons of most potguai 
agony? My anxiety over the future hail been supersede 
in recent days and nights of vigil, by a deepening di 
quietude over what was taking plat e right then and liter 
An awareness was growing on me that the present hou 
anti not what might or might not occur tlu-tcafter, teas tl 
blossomtime of fate, the almost palpable turning point i 
the evolution of Western civilization. 

Suddenly that night, as l glanced up at the sotnlter ma 
of the War Department on the Rue Saint Dominique, b 
fore which a number of diminutive Tonkinese scmrit 
were pacing to and fro and giggling at eat it other, I kuc 
that there, behind those blue-papered windows and a fe 
blocks beyond, in the salons of the Quui d'Orsay, the both 
tng dimly outlined by the mysterious light of the cine 
gency lanterns, the battle for the future was being wage* 
Not on impending battlejields, atm id the dash of steel c 
in the inferno of gunfire of some Maginot Fine or of he 
but here in the stillness of tin* night, in this sinister pr< 
cession of shadows width was Paris, the tie* ision won! 
fall or haul fallen already. Whatever debasement and tu 
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fering and darkness mankind was to endure in years to 
come would be the consequence of words spoken and 
deeds done in this very hour. 

The sentiment of gloom, which gradually overwhelmed 
me, did not find its nourishment in the minor incidents 
and the petty annoyances of French life thrown suddenly 
out of balance, as it was, by the imminence of the enormous 
menace on the frontiers. France had faced great tempests 
in the past and faced them with equanimity. Nor was it 
the possibility of defeat that unnerved me. It is better to 
be defeated in a great cause than not to have fought at all. 
For the graveyard alone, as Nietzsche says, is the condition 
of resurrection. In the past the French people had always, 
and precisely in moments of high historical tension, re¬ 
gained a consciousness of its ultimate and deepest power 
and had risen, even from spiritual debasement and poverty, 
to advance into the future for the conquest of new possi¬ 
bilities. In the tumults of history, France had never before 
lost its faith. The idealism in the soul of France, which 
cannot be explained by the Marxist doctrine of economic 
determinism, had always, no matter how deep the humilia¬ 
tion or how disparate the odds, lifted it to the stars, to 
storm the heavens, as it were, and to reach out for goals 
that seemed humanly unattainable. In a terrifying burst 
of enthusiasm, the French people had once set out to 
bring the message of freedom, equality, and brotherhood 
to the enslaved peoples of Europe. They had always been 
in the vanguard in the struggle for human emancipation. 
No matter how often hurled back, they were always will¬ 
ing to throw themselves anew into the fray or under the 
guillotine for the ideal. Had they now succumbed to dis¬ 
couragement, bowed their souls to the merely inevitable? 
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Had they lost the wonder-working faith that hail sustained 
them in the greatest trials? 

As I walked over the Pont de la Concorde, that bridge 
whose arches and piles are built from the debris of the 
Bastille, the very stones reminded me of the many times 
that the People of Paris had stood on the barricades, un¬ 
flinching in the face of injustice, violence, and terror, 
shouting in the teeth of tyrants: you have the soldiers and 
the cannon, you have the big battalions and the power. 
'Flic whole earth is yours. Even so: war it is! We accept 
the issue! You fight for oppression, we for freedom! 

Whence had come the immense lassitude of the present 
hour? Did Hitler’s legions seem so small an evil that their 
advance could be ignored? Was Paris so drugged as to be 
insensible of the mot tal danger now looming on the hori¬ 
zon? 

The city which had dazzled history with its light, which 
had abolished flu* throne and the altar, the < ity of Voltaire 
and Jean Jac tptes, of Vi< tor Hugo and Zola and Jean 
Jaurfs, lay there as if devoured by :t mortal ennui-indif¬ 
ferent, impotent. Was Paris an eagle asleep that could yet 
be roused to terrible combat or was it an eagle t aught and 
imprisoned in the black net of the fowler's intrigue? 

Everything pointed to the imminent e of war. Diplomat¬ 
ic relations with Berlin and Rome were rapidly detet ju¬ 
rat tug. ’flu* issue would soon he decided ami the suspense 
of months broken, (inns, tanks, and men were sttraining 
toward the frontiers. Passenger trathe on all (he railway 
lines north, east, and west of Paris had been suspended to 
give right yf way to die allies trout Bi itain, who wrte pour¬ 
ing across the Channel in their hundreds of thousands. 
On the roads running in the direction ot Belgium, tier* 
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many, and Luxembourg moved an uninterrupted chain of 
trucks and caissons and kitchens and artillery. Blenheims, 
Spitfires, and Hurricane fighters and bombers had come 
to join the Farmans and the Renaults in the French sky. 
Every road crossing, every bridge, every factory in France, 
was under heavy guard, and every farmhouse in the border 
regions was wrapped in coils of barbed-wire entanglement. 
Daladier, to spike the rumors that France lacked mecha¬ 
nized equipment, declared that there was not the least 
warrant, “not a shred of justification,” for anxiety and 
that the fatherland could be proud and sure of its defenses, 
which were “more formidable, more efficient, and a hun¬ 
dred times more impressive than in 1918.... To the West 
stands the Maginot Line,” he said, “unassailable, impreg¬ 
nable, and unconquerable,” and nearer by, around Paris, 
like a ring of steel-mouthed watchdogs, another row of 
forts: Nogent, Issy, Valerien.... 

But the people, playing a jeu de mots with those names, 
whispered: “Nos gens d’ici ne valent rien —our fellows 
here are not worth a hoot.” France was ready, France was 
calm, France was invincible—you heard those affirmations 
repeated with every turn of the dial, yet never in history 
had there been so deep and universal an anxiety, such a 
feeling of gloom and of impending disaster as at that mo¬ 
ment. 

Once, but that was three years earlier, when the Popular 
Front came into power, there had been an upsurge of 
national sentiment and patriotism such as no one had ever 
seen before. Then the future had looked promising. Then 
the sun of France had shone brightest, and men had gone 
about their tasks with joy and hope in their hearts and 
with a song on their lips. In that hour, with Gallic bra- 
voure, they would have flung a challenge to the universe 
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at the least threat. Fur then Frame had seemed writ wotth 
defending; the promise of demucra* y Mvmvd about n. hr 
fulfilled. The French people had hope amt towage and 
faith in the future. 

But that was three years ago. Now hope had departed, 
courage had been vitiated, ami iaith in the future had 
turned into sullen indifference. The people had hern 
robbed of their it leak 'The operation of democrat m tune 
tutions had been suspended, Spontaneous rfott had hr* it 
supplanted by regimentation. Flu* \ ttal « tit tent **f ideal 
ism had been diverted into sterile * h auw Is *4 Iruoraitmt 
and disillusionment. Now turn went amend as if they 
were crushed by some trttddr emu tutu, .0 if thev h.td 
lost interest in lib* itself, A set irt wutm tv *-, guanm„; at 
their hearts, sapping t mirage, devout im; thru Not 

once, any whet <\ did one heat so mm h as a Mngir ,4 

enthusiasm lor the impending vttu-fe, though the go*, 
erumeut kept insisting that it would be "4 utu.vh- p„ 
freedom." 

The Chamber had been sent on v.u attou IV p nmr 
Minister, who had torderte*! on Inner It »hr ssmboln tnle 
of I tiutftiu ttf f tint tm? {ltd! *4 Van* heir." $n i 5lS j{ ssem 
of Clememcan's "Tiger of Ftamr," had umtrd ho U-4 
mto the War Hepaifmeut. Hr had taken things in fund 
He was tiding by dr. ter, by tlmats. and bv the mode M l 
machine guns. Not a single polnh at jam* m I tame had 
by so mm h as a wool oppos'd the voting *4 w, # * < mdm 
ot Itad expressed ilisagicement with the government'* dm t 
ston logo to war if (irtmany should invade ihd.md I hr 
Left merely had protested that a stand should have h-m 
nude long before, when CmhoduvaktaN hats five dnt 
sions were still intai t and when Spain was kine „vrmin 
by the Condor Legion and the irtulnh of the kanio 
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4 V t the Left was treated as if it were in league with the 
enemy upon whom Daladier himselt had fawned at Mu.- 
I Rodins: Leftist newspapers was forbidden to the 

wops Editor! who expressed a feeble hope that the crisis 

rould perhaps still be solved in a peaceful way were gagged 
or thrown into jail. The police were padlocking printing 
houses Assemblies were prohibited. No attroupements 
were allowed in the strects-that is to say, gatherings of 
more than three individuals, even of three total strangers 
reading a news bulletin in front of a newspaper office, 
were broken up. Martial law went into effect in one prov¬ 
ince after the other. Schools and theaters were closed. The 
Bull of Vaucluse was in command, now as feverishly ap- 
olauded by the bankers and the trust magnates as he had 
been execrated by the same class when he led the Popular 
Front to victory. There was to be no more talk of appease- 
ment no more questioning, no debate, no discussion, no 
more'weakness. France had to look the future in the face 
fp^rlfsslv sure of itself. 

But the people of France could not be stirred. They 
remained unmoved by the appeals that came more and 
more insistently from those who now held the state’s levers 
of control in their hands. Nothing seemed capable of rous¬ 
ing the French masses from the mental lethargy m which 
the country had been stagnating since the dissolution of the 
Popular Front. It was as if the men of France, who had 
on dozens of occasions in the course of history built barxi- 
cades and ventured their all for the defense and extension 
of democratic rights and for the clarification of human 
thought, had suddenly lost (or, rather, had been deprived 
of) the quintessential parts of those almost demoniacal 
powers of theirs which they had so often deployed in the 
cause of Europe rcgonciution. 







FAREWELL TO FRANCE. 4*1 

It must not be thought that anyone denied or minimized 
the immense and mortal danger to which the Republic 
had become exposed by the resurgent militarism of Oer* 
i many. Nobody doubted that the Reich would some day 
carry out the threat of its battlers and make a thorough* 
going attempt to eliminate what they had for years been 
calling "the putrid source of democratic liberalism on the 
Kurojnran continent." France—that is,democratic Frame, 
the land anti the people that had constituted the revolt* = 
tionary crater from which all the fiery currents of liberty 
had splashed over Europe-had long been marked as the 
major obstacle it* tin? New Order’s path. No Freut hmatt 
doubted this. No Frenchman, therefore, had refused the 
government's call to take down his gun and tally around 
the tricolor. 

Still, there was something fundamentally wrong with 
Frame. There was an outer conformity to the moiuit/.t 
tion decrees, but you felt intuitively that ittueily them 
was a strung ten tent of passive resistance to the item! of 
affairs, I he people were suspicious of the* government's 
intentions. They were wottdet tug whet hr t the govern 
merit, which was made? up of appeasers and admitm <4 
Hitler’s antidemocratic convictions, was not taking them 
into war not so much to crush the Nazi tegtnte as to tub 
the* Firm h people of their last remaining immimeuts fur 
at htrying a genuine democrat y and for establishing btoth 
criy relations with a (lettitan democracy mi the ruins of 
the Nazis* tutalitatiancolossus, 

The wends on the tom poster came bac k to my mind: 

"Are you sure that the government_who hetiayed out 

Czech allies... is .sincere; this time?" Was it simete in dr 
dating that Fiance was now determined to oppose Cm 
many’s intentions to seize Danzig by four of at ms/ Was 
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Poland so precious an ally as to warrant the sacrifice of 
millions of French lives? Only a few months before, Col¬ 
onel Beck, the Polish Foreign Minister, had switched back 
from close collaboration with Germany into the camp of 
the Anglo-French allies, after helping Hitler in reducing 
the formidable Czechoslovak military bastion located right 
on Germany’s flank and after refusing passage to the 
Soviet’s armies, which had been offered for the defense of 
Prague. Who had sabotaged the principle of collective 
security more than the leaders of France, who had allowed 
Hitler to annex Austria without even a word of protest, 
Mussolini to attack Ethiopia and to annex Albania, and 
Duce and Fuehrer together to crush the democratic re¬ 
public of Spain, France’s best friend? 

Would a democratic Spain, with its not inconsiderable 
reservoir of man power and its great heroism, not have 
been a positive asset to France at the present moment? 
Was not its substitute brought into existence also by French 
collusion—Francisco Franco’s “model Christian state” now 
wallowing in blood and abject poverty—a definite menace 
to French security? If the French leaders were sincere, 
why were they not sitting down in sackcloth and ashes and 
bewailing or freely acknowledging the ghastly errors and 
crimes of the past? Were men like Daladier, Laval, Bonnet, 
Reynaud, Flandin, Weygand, Petain, and the other politi¬ 
cal and military chiefs now at last determined to oppose 
the further Fascistization of Europe with all their might? 
Then, why were the reactionary newspapers conducting a 
campaign against the public schools in France and the 
whole liberal educational system, and why did General 
Weygand say that “it would be a godsend if someone would 
put an end, once and for all, to the democratic nonsense 
in Europe”? 
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Was not that precisely Herr Hitler's declared intention? 

The absence of a logical, coherent program of action 
was visibly throwing the French people info contusion, 
Mussolini had his arditi demonstrate in front of the Firm h 
consulates and shout for Nice, .Savoy, Corsic a, and Tunic, 
but when democratic newspapers in Parts criticized that 
sawdust Caesar as a mere vassal and c otk puller of Adult 
Hitler, their plants were dosed by the government and 
their editors prosecuted for endangering the security of 
the French state by insulting the chief of a friendly govern¬ 
ment In answer to the Duce's taunts and threats, Edouard 
Dalactier kept on repeating before the radio that Frame 
was calm and self-possessed and ready for all eventualities, 
but at the same time the French ambassador in Italy* XL 
Franyois-Poneet. who was fellow dim tor with loan/ v*»n 
Papen of a Franco (letman munition nmt* signaled to 
distress from Rome that Mussolini was animate d with the 
best of sentiments toward France, It was a mete tpu-oiou 
of offering the Duce something, the Ethiopian tatlway, 
foi instance, or Djibouti, or representation on the dim • 
torate of the .Suez, Canal. 

The French people were being mobilized to fight thr 
menace of totalitarianism for so they were tuldj, hut Ponte 
Laval was conferring in Rome with thr Duce nt* thr po, 
sibility of erecting a blew* of Latin suites, not to oppose 
or c heek Germany's expansionist program, hut ioc.llabo 
rate with Hitler in setting up a Fasc ist older in EmotT, 
Iaul Reynaud, Daladier's financial evpert, was making 
similar representations to Dr. .Schacht and foadiim um 
Ribhemrop in Beilin, while Philippe Peiain, M.u shal of 
Eranee, who had been sent as ambassador to the A*h lac key 
in Mach id, because he alone, Daladier said, nndei»to*xl 

•tin* llrrghiiffr, 
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52 M nualities of the Caudillo (Petain, indeed, had 
^ fl at work in his bloody war in 1925 during the 
seen Fran h Morocco)) was sending back the 

s t hat Franco’s daughter recited her evening 
touching n ^ hal£ in Spanis h. Was that not 

prayers n dependability and a guarantee that 

evidence 0 France in the back but that 

r^ ^advocace and mediator with his «u- 
nlnvers in Berlin and Rome? 

P T hark Plain’s mission of peace with the executioner 
nf Tanish democracy, Daladier had sent to Madrid Mar- 
f , S L anff er one of the leading figures m the secret ter- 
Order’of the Cagoulard. Beranger had just com- 
*ted a sentence in jail for complicity in the Order’s 
F«ist bomb outrage committed xn the latter days of the 

Popular Front administration- 

Avowed and unavowed Fascists, men who had been quite 
frank and outspoken in their approval of Hitler s labor 
politics and Mussolini’s corporate state, were one by one 
placed in positions of command. 1 he conduct of the af- 
Lrs of the French state was put into the hands of utility 
magnates, clericals, and international trust magnates who 
hadnevermadeany bones about their prolound antidemo¬ 
cratic sentiments. They made no pretense of being con¬ 
verted to democratic ideas. 1 hey lulled democracy. They 
had spewed it out as tilth. They execrated its hopes and 
ideals They had said so, and they kept on saying so while 
the German guns pointed menacingly at the national bor¬ 
ders They and their newspapers had gloated over the fact 
that the Popular Front had been smashed. And yet, those 
were the men who now were to lead the french people m 
a war against totalitarianism in the name and under the 
banners of democracy. 
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Is it surprising that the French people were bewildered, 
that the troops departed for the front in sullen silence, that 
the masses were asking whether they were to fight to main* 
tain France's position in the international field as a first” 
class power, merely that she could collaborate with Hitler 
as a sovereign etptal in the establishment <»f the new totali¬ 
tarian order in Euro|>e? 

Every democrat k or liberal refugee escaping into Frame 
from Germany or Italy was now thrown into jail without 
further ado. In the days of the Popular Front, these men 
had been received with hmthetly solu nude as fellow war¬ 
riors against tyranny ami oppression. Now, too, the valiant 
defenders of Spanish demm rat y, who had sought asylum 
on Freiuhsoii in their tens of thousands, but who had brr« 
herded in prison ktaals whete t ondiiions wete wone, at • 
cording to Emmanuel Moutmict, editor ol the Cathotu 
periodital Ksfnit, than in Himmler's tom rut t at i«m*a»j»ps, 
tvere given over to the opptubtmm and viiupetattou of 
the French tttnservative ptess as "Inert hh-ss voimn and 
bandits" who should be handed met to Ftamo ' for met 
itetl punishment"” punishment, that is, fus having loyaily 
tlefended the legally umstimtetl government of then «mm 
try. 

It was in these ant! sm hlike mu hivahotts, not to say 
sttutilous terms that the* tespectable ptess, the dignified 
newspapers, spoke of the f.uhets ,md loot bets of the bun 
thetls ol thousands ol .Spanish t hildten whom the simple 
folkttf foam e, the peasants and the wot ken and the pcf*r* 
gem- in getteral, had taken into theii homes in a spun ol 
spontaneous snlidaiity and hue Chttstian solu unde. 

Charles Manilas, the editot of, t'Attnm ft the 
journal of the mount* hist nobility and of the ilnuak 
minded Geneial Stall, had gone stiaiglu ft out jail, where 
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he had served a sentence for incitement to the murder of 
the trade-union leaders and prominent democrats “begin¬ 
ning with Edouard Herriot,” to be Franco’s guest in Ma¬ 
drid. 

From there the learned academician sent dispatch after 
dispatch, urging the return of the Spanish prisoners so 
that the Caudillo might deal with them, as he wrote sar¬ 
castically, in that Caballero’s own “generous Christian way” 
--that is to say, to have them confessed by his priests and 
then slaughtered wholesale, in the manner of the Inquisi¬ 
tion, in autos-da-fe for the good of their souls. Further¬ 
more, he advocated the immediate return of the waifs and 
orphans so that, as he said, they might be withdrawn soon 
enough from the nefarious influence of the godless system 
of French education and be handed back to the priests and 
monks of Catalonia and Castille, who were in a position to 
give them the right kind of instruction. 

Thus Charles Maurras, incidentally an athiest himself, 
but also the most vociferous champion of war with Ger¬ 
many in the French Academy and in the salons of the Fau¬ 
bourg Saint-Germain. Was it to be wondered at that men 
were asking whether these fine gentlemen, the molders of 
public: opinion in France (two of the administrators of 
two of the most influential newspapers had just been con¬ 
victed of being in the pay of the German and Italian for¬ 
eign offices), were not urging war so that their political 
opponents—the democrats and Socialists—might be killed 
off as speedily as possible? “Let them enlist with the Loy¬ 
alists,” one reactionary member of the Chamber had called 
out to Daladier during a debate on aid to Spain. “Let them 
enlist. Whomever Franco kills we won’t have to slaughter 
later on!” 

Was that the purpose of the war which loomed on the 
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horizon—to get rid of or to break, onte and for all, the 
strength and the idealism of what was potentially the 
strongest anti-Fascist fora: in Europe: the Front h working 
class? 

I do not think there is a precedent in history for the at - 
tionsof the French government in thecntitaldaysof tp ai 
The government assumed ait attitude of menace and smpi 
cion toward the people of France, as if it tomidered tin* 
masses a greater potential danger than the < Jet man ettemv 
at the gates. More than half of the met ham,wd mihuts 
cquipment-the lighter tanks aiul the ( /i.m Tomtit? wen- 
kept away from the firing lines patrolling the t ities and the 
rural regions, as if a t ivil distutlutue was on the to ge o! 
breaking out, Every manilestatiou u| the pnpulai will 
was suuttheml by the test!it live measinrs <4 a potnr too e 
that equaled the <unman < o-stapo in muubet»and tmh 
lessuess. Why? What hat! the government to it-,** * | hr 
masses hat! tallied to the mints as unr man, without a tmn 
mur, Mussolini had said to Run Hi host lung* Inn a tew 
months before: "Von are mistaken ii you thmk tin i.n 
man army stub a wondet. Frame has the hurst and be-a 
equipped army in Fan ope," 

Could the Ftemh government not look events* alrnlv in 
the fate and await the hour ot det ision with tt ampulhtv to 
sttsul til behaving as ii it tlttl not know what«muse to pm 
sue? The toufmion of the time is summed tip in the f»4 
lowing imaginaty tbalt.gue, whit h might easily hate taken 
plate between the people ami the government of 1-t.tiur 

Tim Covirnmini-; "(iet teatly tti %l*t! And don't In 
there by any .skulking or hesitation alxmt it!" 

‘Ftu< Ih tmt.i:; "Why do you say dm? Have we evn tr 
fusetl to fight when the Fatftetlaml was in d.ingrC" 
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The Government: “Don’t talk back. The time for dis¬ 
cussion is past. France must show that it is united in the 
face of the enemy 1” 

The People: “Which enemy? Hitler? But we have al¬ 
ways wanted to fight him, and you have always in the past 
prevented us. Do you really consider him the enemy now? 
You didn’t last year, you know. You fawned on him and 
sent him telegrams of congratulation when he crushed our 
friends in Czechoslovakia. You rejoiced when he bombed 
our friends in Spain into submission. Your newspapers 
said that they preferred Hitler to Blum. You called our 
Popular Front the enemy, and our democracy you fought 
tooth and nail. What game are you playing?” 

The Government: “France must be unified now and 
be ready!” 

The People: “Ready for what? To fight? Or to col¬ 
laborate?” 

The Government: “Be silent. You are giving the world 
the impression France is in turmoil. Carry out instruc¬ 
tions, that’s all.” 

The People: “By the way, what is Pierre Laval doing in 
Rome? It is rumored he is seeking a compromise and that 
he would like to see France enter the Axis to collaborate 
in Hitler’s new order. Is that true?” 

The Government: “Monsieur Laval is a patriot. He 
is working for the good of France.” 

The People: “It makes no sense. Laval and Mussolini 
are bosom friends. They hate democracy. How can any 
good then come from seeking friendship with the Axis?” 

The Government: “Hold your tongue! Hold your 
rifles high so that Hitler can see that France is ready.” 

The People: “Ready for what? Ready to join him as a 
partner?” 
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The Government: “No more talk now. We have dim f 
worries than your senseless prattle!*' 

Inasmuch as the soldiers posted in front of the Hotel 
Continental did not by so much as a word challenge any* tin* 
wishing to enter. I concluded that they served mote ol a 
decorative than a defensive purpose ami tit,it the Hash ot 
their bayonets was merely intended to heighten the pres 
tigeof the tensors inside. I therefore mart bed in hourly 
enough. Retl arrows on the walls in the hallways ami on 
the staircase pointed totvatds a huge waitingtoum on tin* 
third floor, where a scene feminist mi of that dept. ted in 
Gustave Lore's famous engraving of tin' omtusion *»f 
tongues at Babel was being emu ted. Heir were gat I tern l 
representatives of the press from all par ts of the .ompa.v 
I recognized newsmen anti editorial witters and t mmuen 
tutors of all st bools of thought and of all shades ami tol.-m 
of political dot trines, tenets, and presumptions, uln* h air, 
like tlyes, injected into that dutk ami mvsirimm bum 
which is designed to< ream and mold publn opinion. 

Near the door, as l eumted, stood the to* respondents n! 
the English metropolitan journals, ,, few of them si til 
dressed in dinner < Unites, although it was m<uniug now 
They hat! prohahly just dropped in ftom some t,d him 
tion or other. Keeping vety mut h to themselves, as had 
always been their worn in tittnnational jonttuhstit gath 
erings, whether in Baris, Geneva, or Mostnw, thev were 
viewing the stem* around them with that .letat bed , m d 
hartmial air t.f stipetioiiry the Btitou habit uallv alh-.u, 
when < in nmstatu es heyotid Ids t trntrol lit tug him into 
the present eol ueatumof 4 lesser hired, Neat them was 
a group ol lo.ptat ions and gesttt uUmg At ah,, i he ta.p 
ing, hat,shly aspirate. 1 ttmsonattts itt then sprr* h -ottudid 
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like the crackle of small arms above the zooming und-^*"" 
tone of the general conversation in the room. Then tb.& re 
were small parties of Scandinavians, of Belgians, and 
Dutchmen, the latter two standing quite apart, of couf st; ’ 
as they always do, but this time eying each other with 
than the usual suspicion, I thought. Next came th*f c 
Japanese gentlemen, who were conversing excitedly **] 
whispers, as if anyone in that room could have understood 
their sinirsong speech, had they spoken out loud. Negro*-** 
from ^he colonies, dressed in frock coats, were speak^S 
French with the flawless precision and dignity of the 
ters of the Sorbonne. 

Some animation was provided by a Polish journalist, ttw 
representative of the Warzawska Kurier, who was gen*-r- 
ally reputed to be a poet of distinction, although he looked 
more like the caricature of the Prussian Junker with win* h 
Frich von Stroheim has made us familiar than anyone I 
know He wore his hair closely cropped-millimetered, as 
they call that style in the German army-and stared at all 
and sundry through a square monocle that sharply acctm- 
mated the steely blueness of his eyes. He was also very 
excited and was waving his silver-knobbed cane like a 
rapier as he pmt ceded to translate in a loud voice to some 
stolid faced South .Slavs the report of a liell-raising chauv¬ 
inist declaration by Marshal Smigly-Rydz. The fiery, 
challenging, awl uncompromising remarks of the Polui 
commander in thief, which were addressed to Adolf I lit 
ler and the German High Command, caused everyone a 
turn in the speaker’s direction and then look away m.«t 

concerned than ever. . r r 

There wen*, furthermore, representatives of all the fifty 

odd orisian dedto. many of .too 

andsnortinij cheir in.li K nad.m over having Co line up v. id 
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all those aliens; plenty of Americans, too, anxiously con* 
suiting their watches and swearing about deadlines, and 
finally, most worried of all, the editors of the German and 
Italian refugee papers, who, it appeared, had been sum¬ 
moned to hear the death sentence pronounced on their 
periodicals. I moved about the room greeting an acquain¬ 
tance here anti there, until I caught sight of Ilya Khren- 
bourg, Izvestia’s versatile correspondent, the creator of the 
fascinating Julio Jurenito. I had not seen Khrenbonvg 
since the siege of the Alcazar in Toledo, whither we had 
marched together from Madrid with a battalion of Loyal¬ 
ists. The Russian correspondent was occupying the only 
seat in the room, a comfortable armchair of the type t ailed 
fan Until Voltaire, and was calmly reading a copy of The 
Church Times. 

"What are you doing here?" I asked, shaking his hand. 
"Surely you do not expect the < etusor to look with favor on 
the dispatches of a Communist?" 

"I am here just to be sociable," said Ilya with an ironic 
smile. "I have not much longer in Fans. That is why I 
am seeing all I tan. A sj>ectatle stub as we are about to 
witness occurs only once in a thousand years -1 mean the 
disintegration and collapse of a civilization. No, 1 have not 
come to see the censor. He does not tvanl to see me, nor 
do I have to see him. I have no dispatches to semi. I haven't 
sent anything lor a long time, ‘Lass takes t are of the Sftnt 
news. As for me, they do not need my enlightenment in 
Moscow, for they know perfec t ly well, ami they have known 
for a longtime, how this story is going to unfold," 

"How long, would you say, have they known?" 1 asked. 

"Oh, since Moscow's offer of assistance to Czechoslovakia 
was turned down." 

"And how is it going to unfold, this story?" 


6o THAT DAY ALONE 

“War of course.” He shrugged his shoulders. 

“It does not take any magic clairvoyance to see that,'' 1 
objected. “But aren’t they a little fearful over in Moscow 

to be drawn in?” 

“Fearful, nol Why should they be? 

“If they are in doubt about Hitler’s intentions, tUCJ 

only have to read Mein Kampf. 

“Ah Mein Kampf, is it? That is what you take as y 
guide?” he asked mockingly. “Excellent book, incident* 
allv really first-class Machiavellianism. It fooled all of ««■ 
bourgeois ink spillers. You took it for gospel truth, 
that is precisely what the author or authors wanted yon to 

°“Still, the chart is there,” I objected: “Austria, Memel. 
the Saar, Czechoslovakia-” 

“Sure enough, but it is about the Soviet Union we we* *' 


"Yes?" 

“Well the Soviet Union is not going to be drawn into 

this war.’It isn’t in the cards, you seel” 

“That depends on Hitler,” I said, not on Stalin. 

“Hitler ” explained Ilya a little pontifically, “has lunl 
everybody believing for years that he rearmed Germany 
for the sole purpose of destroying the Soviet Union. lie* 
cause that was his declared int ention, the English tones ;md 

their friends here in France gave him not only cas te 
blanche, but they assisted him in every way they could 
The man could never have obtained the permission of 
London and Paris to buikl up a new army, had he tint 
made it abundantly dear that he planned to use that aruty 
against ns. When he told Sir John Simon that he 
not be able to finish the job with an army alone and that 
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he would need a fleet to cover certain landing operations, 
say in the neighborhood of the Gulf of Finland, Britain 
at once gave him permission to start building a fleet up 
to a third of her own strength. They were overjoyed in 
London to learn that German aspirations to markets anti 
colonies were to be satisfied by an eastward march. That 
was the famous Drang mck Osten. They liked the idea in 
England, for they were familiar .with it. Die, Leute hnhen 
auch sdbst sehr viel mich Osten gedriingt,” he adtletl in 
German. “T he English know their way in the Fast. More*, 
over, a proposed drive by Hitler in that direction tom 
veniently diverted attention from the German colonies 
England held in mandate. And then they fondly imag 
inetl in London that Hitler would exhaust both him 
self and Russia in the war that teas to follow. Now Hitler 
has unmasked. Or. rather, he unmasked after they had 
handed him Czechoslovakia. London anti Baris snrtca 
deretl that country with the intention of dealing Hit lei's 
way to the Soviet Union. When he did not continue his 
march to the Fast after Munith, it dawned on them at last 
that they had been fooled, 

“No, we art* not going to lx* drawn in," he wound tip. 
“In the first plate, Hitler dues not want to fight, anti, in 
the second place, Britain anti Frame have refused to have 
us help them.'* 

"Have they refused?" I asked, 

“Well, they have refused through Berk. Beck of Poland 
does not want the Retl army in Poland to defend the tomi 
try, ami so, also, say the great statesmen of the Bah it tr 
publics. Didn't you hear that Polish poet just now?" asked 
Ilya. “Poland is fully capable of holding herown and doing 
a little more in the bargain. Didn't you bear him tpiote 
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Smigiy.Rydz? The Polish marshal has told the Germans 
that he is going to march into Silesia and East Prussia. 
England is betting on the Polish horse. We are not 

wanted.” 

“After Poland may come Russia,” I said. 

“After Poland the last obstacle in the East is removed 
before Hitler can move west,” Ilya corrected me. 

“Well, Poland will put up a stiff fight!” 

“No doubt, no doubt,” he assented with a comical nod 
of the head, and he asked: “By the way, have you ever seen 
the Polish mechanized forces?” 

“No, I haven’t!” 

“Neither have I,” said Ehrenbourg, “for the simple rea¬ 
son that they do not exist. They are going to fight the 
Panzer divisions with farm carts. ... Yes, and the dive 
bombers with popguns. Very brave, no doubt, very Polish, 
very much in line with what we may expect, but hardly 
practical.” 

“But France has been providing billions for Polish re¬ 
armament for years. Where did the money go?” I asked. 

“That is a question you must ask of the boyars and the 
Junker of Poland,’ said Ilya, and he added. Here is The 
Church Times I picked up in this room. There is an arti¬ 
cle in it worth reading. Here it is,” he said pointing out 
a column. “It deals with the efforts of Lord Halifax’s 
father to bring about a reunion between the Anglican 
church and Rome.” 

“Fine,” I said, “but why did you come here?” 

“To watch the agony of the bourgeois world. Isn’t it 
charming, this helplessness?” 

“How does one get to see the censor here?” I asked, 
breaking off the apologia for the Soviet. 
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"You will have to force that line over there," replied 
Ehrenbourg, pointing to a pair of gold-framed suite doors 
before which a half-dozen sweating dragoons, steel-hatted, 
booted, spurred, and armed with carbines, stood guard. 

As he spoke, one of the doors swung open to let out lour 
or five men from the room beyond. At the same time, 
everybody in the waiting room pressed forward, but the 
soldiers allowed only five or six to enter. 

One of the men to come out was Marvin Meredith of 
the London Chronicle . He was a blond giant who had lost 
a foot in the last war. He held up a few sheets til type¬ 
script, which were heavily lined with black pent ii stripes. 

“There isn't much left," 1 remarked, looking at his 
mutilated copy. 

“No,” tame back Meredith. “The gentleman cut out 
all references to diplomatic negotiations still in progress. 

I le also asked me if 1 was aware that a war was c omitu; on, 
and I asked him in return whether it was those daunted 
Afghans again. I don't think he quite understood me, but 
he took revenge by making his little pentil straith the 
more.’'’ 

Was he somebody from the Foreign Office?" I asked, 

Oh, no, it s all military in there now. Intelligentc 
Service, I presume, for they don't know ten words of 
English among the lot of them.,. 

I told him I was in a hurry, for my broadcast was due in 
less than an hour. How could I get in? 

“Look here," he said, “I will get you in, 'Fake this let¬ 
ter. It's from Daladier, Il*s two years old and merely a 
note of acknowledgment to the congratulations I sent hint 
when he sue reeded Herriotas head of the party. Just show 
those soldiers the Prime Minister's signature and they will 
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let you by. It worked with me. Send the note back to me i* 1 
the morning, for I shall need it again tonight, when, 1 
hope, the guard will be changed. 

“By the way,” he said, “did you hear that they arrested. 

Lucien Jacques?” 

“No, why was he arrested?” 

“It appears he wrote a book of his reminiscences as a 

stretcher-bearer in the last war.” 

“Is this the book?” I asked, pulling it out of my pocket. 
“That’s it! Where did you get it?” 

“I bought it this evening!” 

“That’s the most dangerous little book in France to<3ay- 
Anyone found with it in his possession goes straight o£E to 
jail, and any bookseller peddling it loses his license and. 

liberty...” , 

Daladier’s crumpled old note worked like magic. 

“Lettre du president du conseil" I said to the sergeant 
of the dragoons, “a letter from the President of the Coun¬ 
cil...” 

“Passez/' he said, saluting. 

I was inside at last. Another large room, the floor strewn 
with newspaper proof sheets; one large table in front of 
the fireplace and three officers sitting behind it. 

An orderly approached me. “Letter from Monsieur 
Daladier, "I repeated. The three officers looked up. “Take 
him in to see un de ces messieurs ” one of the officers or¬ 
dered. 

The military guide let me through a maze of halLway 
up another flight of stairs, down some other steps, ami 
finally stopped in front of the open door of an ordinary 
guest room from which the bed and dresser had been, re¬ 
moved. _ 

In the room I could see a young major. He had his out k 
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turned to me and was telephoning. He was lying back in 
a low armchair and had his legs up on the desk, his spurs 
firmly hooked into the smoothly polished surface of the 
table. He was saying: “T* «.s (lint 1 avt'C hut You dined with 
him?” But catching sight of the soldier and me in the 
long Venetian mirror, he interrupted his conversation to 
shout over his shoulder: “FJoigncz-vom, get out of the 
wayl” We walked back into the hallway, out of earshot, 
“(Vest dsn poule quit parh\" volunteered tin: orderly. 
“He’s talking to his sweetie." 

After we heard him hang up, we approached again. 
“Gentleman from the American press, man comman¬ 
dant,” announced the orderly. 

“Let him come in," said the ollicer. 

“What is it?" he asked me. 

Script in hand. I explained my presence, 

“Let’s seel" he said, puking up a pencil at the same 
time. He began to scratch immediately, 

“Why do you say the sentiment «>l om soldiers going to 
the front is grim and determined?" he asked ahtuptly, 
“Because that is the way their sentiments appealed to 
me," I said, 

"Nonsense!" he snot ted. “What do you know about 
soldiers?" 

“I know human beings," 1 said, “and l temembet my 
own feelings in going tip the line with the Canadians," 

He mellowed a little at that. “You were with the Can,e 
dian army, were you?" he muttered without looking up 
from the paper, where he ptesently saw something else 
that caused him to scowl 

"Look here," he said. "All this is nonsense, You say 
here that all Itoju* is not lost and that the British amhassa 
dor is cm his way to Beilin with new ptoposaU, , , , This 
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must not be said. We don’t want the American people to 
think we are still dickering with the Germans. We have 
no proposals to make. Let Hitler make proposals if h e 
wants to. We are ready to fight and the quicker the better- 
The whole tone of your dispatch has, I don’t know what, 

a defeatist flavor-There is no anxiety-There is no 

indecision_There is no hesitancy-This is not a criti¬ 
cal hour_All that is wrong. I won’t let it pass. It’s Hit¬ 

ler who is trembling. We are absolutely calm and col¬ 
lected because we are sure of our defense. One move 
against Poland, and we march to Berlin.” 

"I hope so,” I said. 

“Do you doubt it?” he asked. 

“Not in the least,” I lied. 

“Well, why don’t you say so then?” he shot back. “I 
don’t see,” he went on, “why any foreigners should be 
given the use of our radio at all at this time. Why can't 
Frenchmen be utilized? It’s France that is going to do the 
fighting. France should therefore be the only one to 
speak.” 

Again he scratched busily. The passages he deleted deal t 
with a reference to strong British reinforcements being; 
sent to the Near East and a prediction of mine that one of 
the most crucial battles of the coming war would be fought 
for possession of the Suez Canal. 

“Don’t you realize that if ever a battle is fought 
there, it will be after Hitler is victorious in Europe?” 
he asked. 

“Not necessarily,” I said. “If Hitler is not able to break 
through in the west, he will most probably turn east.” 

"That would mean defeating Yugoslavia and Rumania 
and Turkey. . .. We cannot allow any such totally crazy 
supposition to go out.” 
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“As you like/’ I said, taking my script, more than half 
of which had been cut away. 

"And don’t forget,” he called after me, “if you by so 
much as one word deviate from your corrected script we 
cut you off just like that,” he snapped his fingers. 

The Place Vcndome was a gleaming black mirror in the 
first yellow glow of daylight. The steady drizzle announced 
one of those days of interminable rain under a low, color¬ 
less sky, a day when the pigeons go into hiding in the deep 
recesses of the sculpture on Notre-Dame’s facade. How cold 
is the dawn after a sleepless night, even in summer! The 
strange, almost unearthly silence made me think of the 
boy in the Dutch storybook who, on his way home from the 
fair, turned around at every step to see the lights in the 
merry-go-round and in the booths grow smaller and 
smaller and who, as the distance lengthened, heard the 
crashing music of the barrel organs sink to a confused, 
drowsy murmur, full of melancholy and nostalgic regrets. 

In that moment 1 knew that I would nut he able to stay 
in France. 

The streets wore still ftdl of shadows, but they were of a 
lighter, more ethereal substance than the black shapes of 
the midnight hour. In front of the open cellar windows 
of the bakeries fantastic colors moved over the sidewalk; 
ruddy tongues of flame that shot out voraciously the one 
moment and danced harmlessly in measureless rhythm the 
next. In the small illuminated areas before the ventholes 
the million sprinkling raindrops looked like a moving cur¬ 
tain of gauzy orange. 

Such mornings set one a-dreaming. They bring memo¬ 
ries of a vague universe of innocence and security and 
freshness, of a summer-vacation atmosphere and, further 



68 THAT DAY ALONE 

back, of fairy things in a happy never-never land of some¬ 
where, a realm of perpetual childhood joy—memories we 
guard as precious treasures in our hearts and of which we 
hesitate to speak to anyone, unconsciously fearful to see 
the thread of recollection broken under a profane and 
uncomprehending touch. Perhaps it is true, as someone 
said, that the malady of our age is an excess of remembrance 
and that amnesia and forgetfulness would be better. 

But is not memory, too, a preventive to keep the wheel 
of life from turning in the void? Without memory there 
can be no refreshing of the spirit and no pardon and no 
new beginning. Is remembrance not a primary condition 
to inner perfection? 

I heard the trumpets in the barracks of La Pepintere 
blow the reveille: “Ta femme fait la putain, brigadier; ta 
femme fait la putain! . . Where had I first heard that 
ribald tune? Was it in Havre, upon landing with the 
Canadians in 1916, or the morning after sleeping in the 
crypt of Amiens with a French colonial regiment that had 
lost sixty per cent of its effectives in a futile attack on the 
ruined refinery of Souchez, which we were to try again the 
next day with no better results? And what was that lieu¬ 
tenant’s name who had sat with me the night before in one 
of the town’s taverns and had anticipated the black-shirted 
transalpine philosopher in the Palazzo di Venezia by de¬ 
claring that wars are necessary to keep the peoples from 
being devoured by boredom and ennui? 

It is nothing less than magic the way a man’s thoughts fly 
hither and yon, over seas and mountains, back into time 
and far into the future. Marching through the rain toward 
the broadcasting station, I found myself planning to look 
up the yellow, brittle pages in front of the old family Bible 
wherein my forefathers, one after the other, wrote in 
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archaic lettering the names of their wives and children and 
then, toward the end of their existence, penned with fal¬ 
tering hand a brief confession of their faith as the sum 
total of their achievements on earth. When will the time 
come for me to add my contribution, I thought, and what 
shall I write in the last blank space? That I believe in the 
resurrection? But I do not. That I expect to find eternal 
refuge under the shadows of God’s wing and therefore have 
no fear of death, as one of my ancestors wrote in 1795? 
That would be a little too simple, too Mohammedan, too 
easy-fatalistic. But what then? Or, must I write at all? 
Why not be the first to die without cackling about it and 
penning cliches to hide an inner disquietude? 

Without noticing it I had arrived at the little park on 
the Boulevard Haussmann, opposite the broadcasting sta¬ 
tion, where is located the tomb of that Louis and his Marie 
Antoinette who lost their heads under the guillotine’s 
knife. I heard the rustle of the rain on the leaves of the 
plane trees. The roof of the curious elongated mortuary 
chapel, which the son of Philippe Egalitd erected to the 
memory of the royal pair upon whom his father passed 
the death sentence, had turned a ghostly green under lay¬ 
ers of fungi. 

It looked for all the world like the castle of Schelluinen, 
which an uncle of mine took me to see in the dead of night 
when I was a boy of fifteen, because there were rumors 
that the place was haunted and that, by looking out of one 
of the upper-story windows toward the pond at the stroke 
of twelve, one could see medieval chevaliers riding out with 
banners and armor. I do not know from whom he ob¬ 
tained permission to spend the night in that deserted place, 
but I do remember the wind howling in the chimneys, 
a trapdoor in the roof battering all night long, and the 



THAT DAY ALONE 


70 

fright I had when a regiment of rats with luminous pin¬ 
point eyes tripped over the bare floor of the room where 
we kept our vigil. Nothing else happened. I did not hear 
the rowdy cursing and carousing coming up from the moat, 
where a wing of the castle lay sunken in the mire, and 
which the fishermen of the neighborhood, coming home 
late at nights, said they had heard quite frequently. 

There were redbreasts in the broken window with the 
peep of dawn. Curiosity had got the best of them, and they 
examined a little fearfully, I think, those two human beings 
there on a sack of straw in what was once a seigneurial bed. 
The boldest of those birds tried to understand what we 
were up to, and they craned their necks in a valiant effort 
to get to the root of the mystery. But the wind had calmed 
down, and not a leaf stirred in the abandoned garden upon 
which we looked while eating our bread and sausage. 

Why not own up' to it? We have all, at certain moments, 
skirted those unknown regions wherein the shades flutter 
and vanish, exhausted by the ecstasy of their own souve¬ 
nirs. Tell me, have you never on a mystic evening in the 
autumn, when the rain fell softly in the sand and rustled 
on the trees, come upon a house on the rim of a forest that 
immediately evoked the memory of other times and an¬ 
other life? You really believe you know that house—you 
would swear you had lived in it. The smell of a woodftre, 
the sight of a row of willows reflected in the water, or the 
presence of mushrooms or moss-covered rocks sets you sud¬ 
denly, impetuously, off on a trail and permits you to go 
back into your own past or into that of one of your ances¬ 
tors, who, without having lived in such a place, perhaps 
nourished the hope of living there some day. 

How can I explain that on my first visit to London, as 
an immigrant boy in passage to Canada, I knew (and said 
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so to my traveling companions with whom I was strolling 
about) that around the* next corner we would see the Cmld 
hall anti, in that obscure passage in Threadnmlte St ten, 
we would lind the Church of the Austin Ft tats in the Eng¬ 
lish capital? Still, I had never been to the city before, nut 
had 1 ever studied its street plan. 

And then, this small park with the royal mausoleum 
where I now paused a moment, why, o( all the paths in 
Paris, had it always drawn me so inehu tahly? 

Why did it always bring back a visum ol a patio whrtr 
olive-skinned women with large golden ratting*, and net k • 
laces of gold walked about exchanging touhdem m in a 
low voire? I low often have I not looked up loan a book 01 
a newspaper in that garden, thinking I heant the sound 
of hate little jeet pallet mg on tool paving ’.torn •>, uuh to 
find that the halt lied laced keeper was tueteiv making he* 
rounds, Whemr hatl tome that silvety t InhUmd laugh 
ter I he.utl? . , , 

I ret tied my little lesson at the luoadt ast *t ttum, hst 
lesslyand without interest, for I now knew why the avrt.m.e 
hroath ast was so itmot nous and meaningless Lot metis 
I hatl often silently reptoathrd the speaker ■ the 1 outturn 
tutors and analysts I heatd over the ethrt -dot what sr<w*l 
to me their abysmal ignorant r ami mist on* rjittnus. who h, 
m 1 thought, they hid nutlet fanfaronade and »m Umr ut 
terame, Notv I knew that the hroadtastiog stations do not 
want speakers to say anything beyond the hanal. the ohw 
nus. ami the imigmht ant. Those voltes whose tour %rrtm 
to imply that they are about to utmmtme tmiturntom 
things, start ling discoveries, and sensational dcsrlopmmts 
are the camouflage that covers pte» isely nothing 

Those speakers bring to mind the pa*k *4 mv gtamt 
father's notebooks that f foutul abet' hts death, J hry wate 
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filled with sermon outlines. Lines were underscored with 
red ink, and thick exclamation points appeared m the mar¬ 
gins. At certain places in the text the old man had put 
words of caution addressed to himself, such as^ Slowly 
now, Pieter!” and: “Say the following quickly. At one 
point in a sermon that tried to prove an impossibility die 
miracle of the five thousand loaves and fishes-by what 
had apparently appeared to him an incomprehensible 
mathematical formula, my grandfather had written m red 
ink: “Wave arms violently, Pieter! Argument exceedingly 
weak!” One can also use a violently agitated voice to hide 


I felt exhausted by the wanderings of the night, espe¬ 
cially by the last long walk to the railway station. I entered 
the waiting room with the intention of resting a little be- 
fore taking the first train out, whenever that should be. I 
found the room darkened except for a solitary emergency 
lamp that had been painted blue. The ghostly light col¬ 
ored the faces of the soldiers who were sleeping between 
their bundles on the benches and on the floor with a 
strange, unearthly light. I found a spot to sit down next to 
a dragoon who had taken off his heavy boots and placed 
them under his head for a pillow. He was lying on his 
back so that the light shone full in his face. He was a mere 
boy, perhaps nineteen or twenty, with light blond hair 
and ruddy cheeks, his face as innocent as a cherub s. His 
mouth was open, and he stirred uneasily in his sleep rub¬ 
bing his eyes and swallowing constantly m a quick audible 
way as if he wanted to chase away some bad taste. On his 
legs rested the head of another trooper who was sitting on 
the floor. A trickle of saliva was running out of his mouth. 
Soldiers were coming in and going out of the room. 
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A boy on my left suddenly awoke, sat up, pulled a bottle 
of red wine from his haversack, and took a swig. When 
he had drunk he wiped the mouth of the bottle with the 
flat of his hand and smacked his lips with satisfaction. 
Then catching sight of me for the first time, he said: 
“Would you like some?’’ I shook my head. Looking across 
to the bench in front, he noticed a priest and held the bot¬ 
tle up invitingly. The priest smiled and said: “Je veux 
bien!’ The boy stepped over and handed him the flask. 
The priest took a swallow and said:-“C’est du bon Medoc. 
Very refreshing.” The soldier smiled in a superior way 
and said: “Oui, c’est le bon vin de chez nous, that’s the 
wine they make in our part of the country.” The priest 
thanked him, and the soldier went back to his seat. 

As he was stuffing the bottle back into his haversack, he 
looked over to the blond trooper who was lying on the 
other side of me. He watched him stir in his sleep and saw 
a fly buzzing around his face. Without a word he took a 
big red handkerchief from his pocket and spread it care¬ 
fully over the sleeping man’s face. I looked over at the 
priest who was watching the scene. 

The priest presently got up and blew his nose. At the 
door of the waiting room I saw him wiping his eyes. 

Just at that moment a man whose face was partly hidden 
by a heavy muffler and by a soft cap, which he had pulled 
over his eyes, walked by. He looked for a place to sit down 
and took the seat just vacated by the priest. When he sat 
down and removed his thick scarf, I saw that it was Jean 
Giono, the author, an old friend whom I had not seen for 
years. He recognized me and came over. 

“What do you say to some coffee across the street?” he 
said. “Some of the cafes must be open by now.” 

We walked out of the station but had to wait before 
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crossing the street because of a troop of cavalry that was 
passing. The soldiers rode by silently, without looking 
either left or right. The street was filled with the metallic 
click of the horses’ hoofs on the pavement. Presently an 
officer came galloping up alongside the procession. When 
he came near where we were standing, he reined in his 
prancing horse, stood up in the stirrups, and, looking back¬ 
wards, waved his arm in the air. At this signal the hussars 
began to bend back and forth in their saddles, and the 
whole regiment broke into a trot. 

“Are you writing anything at present?” I asked Giono. 

“No,” he said, “I can’t write now. I’m choking. Tell me, 
is it going to start all over again?” 

“I’m afraid it is,” I said. 

“Are you going?” he asked suddenly. “I mean, have you 
been called? You were in the last one, weren’t you?” 

“I was in the last war,” I said. “But I am not mobilisable 
now. I was discharged as unfit for service. I do not think 
I would be called except in a last extremity-” 

“Would you go again?” he interrupted fiercely. 

“I would,” I said, “under the circumstances.” 

“What circumstances?” 

“The present circumstances,” I answered. “I believe 
that this war is not like any other. It is a war for an idea. 
I believe that if the Germans should win this war, the 
human race will be thrown back a thousand years, that all 
the advances will be wiped out, and that all the ideals and 
hopes of a new civilization and socialism and peace will 
vanish. We will go back into the night....” 

“Do the statesmen want peace and a new civilization and 
socialism?” he asked quizzically. “Is that what they’re going 
to war for? Why didn’t they bring peace and the other 
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things, or at least try to bring them, while there teas a 
chance without a holocaust? War brings no {ware. W ar 
brings nothing but misery,” he went on. “War settles noth 
ing. Wars are not fought to change anything. They ate 
fought to preserve the status quo. War does nothing hut 
perpetuate itself-” 

“This war,” I said, “will be fought to prevent the world 
from being turned into a huge slave camp, ho long as 
Germany is not beaten there is no use in talking of human 
progress. We cannot even think of peace and of a better 
world so long as the menace of totalitarianism hangs o\c i 
our heads-” 

“Do you realize that in defending yoursell against that 
evil you must submit to it in your own house, in your own 
country?...” 

“I realize that,” I said. “But Fm willing to saerifae my 
freedom temporarily and entrust it for safekeeping in the 
hands of Parliament or a committee of safety. That is what 
the English and the French and the American people did 
in the last war. That we must do again.” 

“So you accept dictatorship?” he asked again. 

“Not at all,” I said. “I believe that a measure of teg* 
mentation and of authoritarianism is inevitable in time of 
war. I would sooner submit to it temporarily, in a gesture 
of voluntary self-discipline, than have it imjiosed on me.” 

“Does that not come to the same thing?” he asked, slung' 
ging his shoulders. 

“No,” I said, "it doesn’t, for I know that after the emer¬ 
gency is over, I will have my rights hack.” 

“Do you think the men who have been granted those 
extraordinary powers will surrender them voluntarily af¬ 
ter the war?” 
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“That depends on whom I have trusted with the cus¬ 
tody of my privileges and rights. I must see to it that they 

do not fall into the wrong hands....” 

“Are there any men who can be trusted with power? 
Does not power corrupt and absolute power corrupt abso¬ 
lutely?” 

“It does unquestionably. That is why there must be 
provisions to make the delegation of power temporary and 
those who hold power subject to democratic control.... 
“And if they nevertheless betray your hopes?” he arched 

his eyebrows. 

“At the first sign of betrayal of the people s confidence, 

those in power must be thrown out. 

“How are you going to do this when they have absolute 

power?” Giono asked. 

“In that case I’d fight them as the peoples have always 
fought tyrants and usurpers, and fight them till they are 

beaten-” 

“I won’t wait that long,” said Giono. “I start the fight 
right now. I am refusing to obey the mobilization order. 
I am not stirring. I won’t help in the killing. I want to 
keep my hands clean. I want to keep clean. I refuse....” 
“You will be alone,” I said. 

“I’ll be alone, yes, but I’ll be against,” he replied vehe¬ 
mently. . 

We sat down in a cafe on the Place de Roubaix. ‘ Look, 

said Giono, nodding his head towards a group of soldiers 
around one of the large tables, “there are some men from 
my old regiment, the 52nd Infantry. Verdun is their depot. 
They must be taking the six o’clock train.... My God, they 
will be holding the line one of these days again, I suppose, 
as we held it in 1916. Do you remember the glorious battle 
of Verdun and Petain’s saying: ‘They shall not pass! ’ ” He 
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laughed bitterly. “Where were you when we were holding 
the line at Verdun?” 

“I was helping to hold it at the other end,” I said. 

“Did you hold it because you wanted to or because the 
military police prevented you from quitting? 1 still shud¬ 
der when I think of it. Heroism, it is called now. Filth, 
I call it, moral iilth and cowardice and dirt. We fought the 
battle of Verdun because we could not do otherwise. We 
could not get out. There were detachments of police right 
in the midst of the battle, in the communication trenches, 
’under the tunnel of Tavannes, everywhere. ... If we 
wanted to get out, we had to have a ticket of leave. . . , 
Idiotic, isn't it? No, not idiotic,” he growled. “It was ter¬ 
rible! At the start of the battle, when the rat toning pat ties 
still succeeded in getting through the artillery barrage, 
they were halted by the police and frisked. They also had 
to show the ticket signed by the captain. Heroism was 
strictly controlled. There we were and there we stayed. 

“But did we fight? We gave the impression, no doubt, 
of being fierce attackers. In reality, we were running away 
in all directions. We were posted between the battery of 
the hospital, which was a redoubt, and the Fort Vattx. We 
had been ordered to recapture the fort. There we were for 
ten days without st irring.... Every day, hath at the battery 
of the hospital, bet ween two rows of sandbags, the police 
were executing those who had moved from their places, 
executing them without trial or inquiry. .. . What could 
we do? When you cannot leave a battlefield, you hide in it, 
don’t you? You dig a hole, you bury yourself in it, and you 
stay there. But the boys who were found in such a hole 
were dragged off to the battery of the hospital and were 
made to walk between two piles of sandbags, and then their 
brains were blown out. 'That's the way it went with us. 



78 THAT DAY ALONE 

Pretty soon it became necessary for every soldier to be ac¬ 
companied by a policeman.... 

“In the meantime. General Petain wrote in his com¬ 
munique: ‘They are holding.’ In Paris that fine refrain 
was taken up by the official war historians, who started to 
conjugate in all the tenses and in all the persons, including 
their own, the verb ‘to hold’; ‘they are holding, they will 
hold, they have held at Verdun,’ etcetera, etcetera— Sure, 
we were holding, but if I had been General Petain I would 
not have dared to take the military police out of the field 
for one single minute or ask that colonel of the 52nd Regi¬ 
ment at the battery to be a little more indulgent. ... We 
were holding. That’s right. First ten, then fifteen days. 
For eight days the rationing parties had not returned. They 
left at the sinking of the sun and melted in the landscape 
like this lump of sugar in the black coffee,” Giono said. 
“Not a single man returned. Every one of them was killed, 
absolutely every one, every time, every day, without an ex¬ 
ception. Nobody went out after that for food, no matter 
how hungry and thirsty we were-” He was bending for¬ 

ward over the marble-topped table. He talked in a monot¬ 
onous tone of voice. His dark eyes flashed with a somber 
fire, and he gritted his teeth violently as he spoke. 

“We could see one dead man lying out there in the field, 
he continued, “all putrified and covered with flies, but 
around his waist was a belt of water bottles and chunks of 
bread threaded on a piece of wire. We waited for the 
bombardment to subside. Then we crawled out to him. 
We detached the water bottles from his belt and dragged 
the wire with the bread to our hole. Some of the bottles 
had been perforated by bullets. They were empty. The 
bread was soft and soggy. But we only cut off the side that 
had touched the man’s body. That is what we were doing 
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every day. That way we lived for twenty-five days. . . . 

That’s the way we were holding the line-Of course, the 

stock of those dead-men provision closets did not last very 
long. But we had to eat just the same. I was chewing the 
leather strap of a water bottle. Towards evening of the 
twenty-fifth day, a friend caught a rat. When he had 
skinned the animal, the flesh was beautifully white. Still. I 
stood with my piece of vat in my hand till dusk before 
eating it.... 

“The next day we had a lucky break, the twenty-sixth 
day. A machine-gun crew, which had advanced behind us, 
was caught by the barrage anti was annihilated. The crew 
of four was killed. They were lying out there not twenty 
yards away from us. In the evening we planned to go and 
get their haversacks. They had come up from the battery. 
Therefore they must have brought provisions with them. 
But we had to be careful, for right around us were other 
holes, filled with other men holding the line. They, too, 
were hungry. They, too, must have been watching for the 
haversacks of those four gunners. And, most important of 
all, those gunners had to be really dead. Fortunately, they 
were dead.... In this way we came to the thirtieth day of 
the great battle of Verdun. T he whole world had its eyes 
on us. We were terribly worried. What were we to do: 
conquer, resist, hold on, do our duty? 

"No, the great trouble was how to relieve ourselves. Out¬ 
side the hole rained a deluge of steel. It simply amounted 
to this: one shell crashed on every square yard of ground 
every single minute, for thirty days and thirty nights. 'That 
was the battle of Verdun. Nine of us had survived in the 
hole. It was not really a shelter but a hole about two yards 
square, with a sheet of corrugated iron pulled over the 
top and an opening in front to look at the honor. Noth- 
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ing in the world could have brought us out of that Hole 
at that time. But what we had eaten and what we were 
eating was now beginning to tell on our stomachs and Dow¬ 
els several times a day. 

“We had to relieve ourselves. The first man who went 
out to do that was killed. He was lying out there, right in 
front of us, dead, with his trousers down over his heels. 
Thereafter we did what we had to do in paper and threw 
the paper outside. We did it in old letters- 

“We were nine men in a place that could scarcely hold 
three. We were cramped. Our legs and our arms were all 
tangled up. If one of us merely wanted to bend his knee, 
we were all obliged to do the same, or he wouldn’t have had 
room in which to bend it. The earth around our hole 
trembled incessantly. Clods of earth, dust, pieces of metal, 
and all kinds of putrid things were' Hying about uninter¬ 
ruptedly on the open side. 'The man nearest the opening 
had his face scratched and pummelcd by a million frag¬ 
ments of iron and caked mud. We no longer heard the 
bursting of the shells. We only took in the concussion of 
the explosions near by, the sudden burst of hot air into our 
lungs. For five days not one of us dared to move out.sule. 
Nobody had any more paper. We did what we had to do in 
our haversacks and then threw them outside. First we had 
to discntagle our arms and legs, then unfasten our tro users, 
and then relieve ourselves in a haversack that was lying 
on the chest of a comrade. When that was finished, the 
dirt was passed from hand to hand until the last man finally 
threw it outside. That was the battle of Verdun, every tty 
more and more' heroic.. . , 

"After the thirty-seventh day we no longer left our hole 
There were only eight of its then. The one nearest to tht 
opening had been killed by a piece of shrapnel that strut! 
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him in the neck and cut his jugular vein. I le bled to death. 
We tried to plug the hole in front with his body. We were 
wise in doing that. The enemy was sweeping the sector 
with incessant volleys of machine-gun lire. We heard the 
bullets strike the body propped up in the opening. Ah 
though the man had been bled white by the mortal wound 
he received, he still bled every time a bullet st ruck him af¬ 
ter his death. 

“I forgot to say that for ten days none of us had a t itle* 
or a bayonet, or a knife—not a thing. .. . But we were all 
torn by horrible cramps, cramps t hat never stopped, cramps 
that seemed to tear out our intestines, The cramps were 
made worse, I presume, because we tried to swallow small 
pellets of clay to calm our hunger and also be* ause at last, 
on the thirty-seventh day, it rained, ami we had tried to 
lick up the drops of water that dripped from the sheet of 
corrugated iron and that dribbled past the totpse with 
which we had stulfed the opening of our hole, 

“Thereafter we simply relieved out selves in our hands. 
It was a dysentery that ran out between your lingers. You 
couldn’t even throw it outside, 'Those in the rear simply 
wiped their hands on the earth beside them. The tluee 
in front wiped their hands on the dead man. That's how 
we discovered that; we were losing blood. Thu k blood it 
was—glazy, <hnail-\ ike, very beautiful blood. The man in 
front thought at first that it was the dead man who had 
started to bleed again. But the beauty of the blood made 
us relied.. . . 

“After the fourth day that his corpse blocked the en¬ 
trance to our hole—it was the ninth of August we began 
to notice that the dead man was putrefying. The air in the 
hole was becoming unbreathable. ‘The pain in our intes¬ 
tines was then unbearable. We were devoured by a thirst, 
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a thirst that had dried up our tongues and was turning our 
mouth into leather pockets—a thirst of fire. We had noth¬ 
ing more left in the hole, no arms, no haversacks, nothing. 
We only had one water bottle. That water bottle we used. 
For on the fortieth day we began to drink our own urine. 

. . . That was the admirable and glorious battle of Ver¬ 
dun. ...” 

Giono was silent for a moment. He glanced at the sol¬ 
diers of the 52nd Infantry, who quietly got up to leave. “I 
am telling you all this,” he said suddenly, “so that you will 
know why I am not going again. I want to keep clean. I 
won’t take part. I am writing a letter to Daladier. He 
ought to understand. He was at Verdun holding the line. 
He may go again if he wants to. I won’t.” He was silent 
again and drank his coffee. 

“Jean,” I said, “don’t write that letter. It won’t do any 
good. You will only trouble other minds. There is enough 
confusion.. . 

“I must write that letter,” came back Giono. “I must 
tell the truth. That is the only thing there is left to do: 
tell the truth at all times, especially in times like these-” 

“Jean,” I said once more, “if you write that letter you 
will be sorry. You will get into worse trouble than at Ver¬ 
dun. Why don’t you ask for a temporary exemption and 
come with me and think it all over and then write. . ..” 

“I have thought it over,” he said somberly. “My mind is 
made up....” 

“I understand you,” I said. “I only wished you had ex¬ 
pressed your indignation earlier, you and others and all of 
us. We should have filled the world with our clamor and 
protest after the last war. It might have helped to prevent 
this new one which is upon us. We should have roused 
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nans and everybody. Now it’s too late. Now we 
it, if only to be able to speak again later.*’ 
n’t fight,” said Giono, shaking his head. "I am 

Daladier that I refuse-” 

you are heading for the firing squad," I said des- 

firing squad? Fine! That’s just what I want! 
hat I want: to stand alone there, my hands tied 
ke. Goodl Alone, alone against the whole world! 
nl Clean, you understand!., 

unutes after leaving the station the train stopped, 
conductor came through the eoatlies to say that 
s an air-raid alarm. From afar came the scream 
iris sirens. F.very suburb and village took up the 
ir by, far off, and beyond us, so that soon all the 
smed in a screeching panic. But I saw no planes 
y, except a lone English lighter Hying heher-skel 
2 direction of Montmorency, 
r’H never come over Baris,” the conductor assured 
/er a Bocho plane gets that far, it will he that the 
lost his hearings. It stands to reason, 
an, "our airmen are experts at interception. They 
ch for the raiders at the border and force them 
ag before they reach the c apital or make* them tm* 
r bombs in the fields before driving them hat k." 
/ou? Are you crazy?" spoke up a railroad wotker 
Don’t you know that our planes are all going to 
>?” 

to Morocco? Is Abd el-Krim In revolt again? If 
ue, I must say he’s picked the right moment for an 
came back the conductor laughingly, 
l’t know why they're going to Morocco," said the 




8 4 THAT DAY ALONE 

railroader. “But that’s where they’re going. I know be¬ 
cause I work on the freights that haul the oil-” 

“Shows we have nothing to fear here. The war will be 
fought in Morocco,” judged the conductor. 

“It isn’t that,” returned the railroad man. Ilya quelque 
chose de louche dans tout ga— there’s something crooked 
going on. Think of the tanks, for instance, too-” 

“Eh hien, what about the tanks? We have plenty of 
them. I read an article only this afternoon in Paris-Midi 
where a general by the name of Mordacq wrote that we 
have twice as many tanks as Hitler. He described the com¬ 
ing battles of the tanks, that general did, and he said that 
ours can crush the guts out of the German machines, which 
are of bad manufacture. They have not got the right kind 
of steel, the Boche, see!” 

“T’esfou!” the railroader now said emphatically. “That 
general’s article is just bourrage du cran— stuff and non¬ 
sense_Most of the tanks are not going to the front at all, 

mon vieux!” 

“Don’t tell me,” shot back the conductor tauntingly, 
“that the tanks are also going to Morocco!” 

“Not to Morocco, no, they are being distributed over the 
length and breadth of the country, mostly to the big cities.” 

‘Why is that?” 

“Against us!” said the railroad man. 

“Against us? What do you mean?” 

“I mean against the people,” came the railroadman sul¬ 
lenly. 

“But what have the people done to deserve such mis¬ 
trust?” asked the conductor in surprise. 

“Tu n’y comprends rien!” came back the railroader. 
“Don’t you understand anything at all? It is not a ques¬ 
tion of what the people have done, but what they may do. 
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The people may, for instance, insist on its rights, ami bring 
back the Popular Front and put in a government that will 
insist on beating the Fascists.” 

“Then this government does not want to beat the Fas¬ 
cists?” asked the conductor again. “Still, Daladier said only 

last night that we are ready-” 

“Daladier is a scoundrel. Didn’t he sell out to the reac¬ 
tion? Oh, it’s the same crowtl, if you must know; Hitler 
over there, Daladier right here. They have the sattte ideas, 
crush the people. They are both going to war tor tlte same 
purpose: to get rid of tlte French people. We are nut both* 
ersome. We have to be tamed. Our government inasmuch 
an enemy of the French people, and worse, than Hitler.,, 
“They want to make Germans out of us then? Is that 
what you mean?” came back the conductor again. 

“No, they are going to make Fast ists of us,” said the rail¬ 
roader. “That’s what they need this war for. They’re going 
to slip the collar around our necks while we aren’t look¬ 
ing. That’s why Daladter sent the Chamber on vat at ion " 
“Lessalauds!" burst out the conductor. “But that’s high 
treason what they’re doing!” 

“Call it what you will, 1 spit on it. Frant e is rotten, /.ft 
France est pourrie, voUM’* 

When I left the train at Bntirgen Foret. if had stopped 
raining. The wind, too, had died down. But the sun had 
not been able to pierce tlte c louds. It had spread a pale 
reddish hue over the eastern horizon and was without bum 
that morning. Only one small ray of direct sunlight, a 
narrow bundle of beams, had slipped through the low ceil 
ingof bulging woolsac ks in the sky. It stood like a slende r 
pillar between heaven and eatth and touched the ullage 
somewhere between the forest and the river. At that point 
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shimmered a brilliant patch of gold. It was like a halo of 
light around the thatch-roofed farmhouse of Antoine Cer- 
isy, the madman, who came to the door with a loaded rifle 
whenever anybody called. Except for that one bright spot, 
the village appeared to me suddenly so miserable and sor¬ 
did that the realization of it came like a shock. The wet 
mist hung over the roofs like a dirty shroud, smoking and 
dripping. 

There was nobody about in the street, though the hour 
was now quite advanced. I could hear the cattle coughing 
and lowing in the soaking meadows, but the smithy, 
where there was a good deal of activity in normal times, 
was closed. Gerbaud had a reputation of being the best 
horseshoer in the district. That’s why they had taken him 
so quickly for the army, I figured. I looked in through the 
grimy window of his workshop and saw that the fire was 
out. All the fires were out in Bourg. Not the fires on the 
hearthstones, but the fires in the hearts of the people. The 
spirit had departed. The people had lost their courage be¬ 
fore Hitler had struck his first blows. Bourg-en-Foret lay 
there, like tens of thousands of other villages in France, 
waiting for something—but without much hope waiting 
in the mud and the fog for someone with a mighty hand 
to lift them, to lead them towards an improbable, unimag¬ 
inable destiny. 

I know full well that this is folly and that no one will 
t-akp me seriously when I say that the village sat waiting 
for a call. Villagers are not schoolboys who come running 
on the trot when the teacher rings the bell or claps his 
hands. But if they do not leap forward and come running, 
it is because of the immense lassitude that has come over 
them and over all the peoples of Europe since the termina¬ 
tion of the last war. Their disillusion is too great for them 
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to be roused, the abyss into which their hope has fallen too 
deep. And their lassitude and weariness are not the results 
of decadence and of some natural law according to which 
peoples and cultures rise and flourish and then disintegrate 
and go under. It is simply that the call to advance toward 
the ideal has been stilled, because the goal has been inten¬ 
tionally obscured. The First World War had made the 
world safe for democracy. But no sooner had that been 
done than those who had accomplished the task washed 
their hands of democracy itself. Democracy remained sus¬ 
pended in mid-air, as it were. It was not allowed to func¬ 
tion. It was not jK'rmitted to evolve and grow from the 
embryo to adolescence. Its evolution was frustrated, its 
virility emasculated; the mobilization and assembly of its 
moral powers were inhibited and paralyzed. The word was 
there, but the word did not become flesh. 

History is sometimes the shadow of a great man. It is 
the great individual, Carlyle said, who through his faith, 
his courage, his loyalty, his endurance, and his heroism cre¬ 
ates all the things that have value and giandcui m the 
human being. But in our time the individual was to be 
replaced, as the creator of history, by the mass. History had 
become democratized, the world had been made safe for 
democracy. Making history was henceforth to be a demo¬ 
cratic process, which meant that the great inarticulate suf¬ 
fering mass was to have a voice;, a say, in the running of 
things. It meant also that the material circumstances of the 
masses were to change*, lor material circaunstanc.es ate half 
the reality. The other hall is the* ideal. 

History moves by ideals and sacrifice. The appeal to 
those ideals is what stirs the human heart most profoundly. 
There is no greater lie; than the opinion of demagogues 
that the appeal to selfish interests exercises the greatest at- 
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traction on the masses. It has undeniably a certain effect, 
but stronger is the appeal and the call to sacrifice, to strug¬ 
gle, to blood, sweat, and tears, to poverty and hard labor. 
That is the heroic in human nature and is its strongest 
motive power, if an appeal is made to it. 

This truth has been indefatigably preached by Carlyle. 
And do not the great facts of history justify him? Have not 
multitudes of martyrs come forward joyfully? Did not 
millions gird on the sword for the Crusades, and were not 
entire peoples, in the time of the Reformation, stirred by 
an idea? Was not Woodrow Wilson’s call to make the 
world safe for democracy answered by millions who never 
gave their material welfare a second’s thought, who dis¬ 
dained the dangers of the submarine and the battlefield, 
who volunteered precisely because the task involved the 
risk of peril and pain and death? 

It is slandering the human spirit, Carlyle exclaimed, 
when it is said that it can be roused to heroism by promises 
of comfort and ease, recompense of sweets in this world or 
hereafter. In the lowest creature lies something nobler. 
Not to taste delicacies, but to do something manly and 
noble and to show himself under God’s heaven a God-cre¬ 
ated human being—that is to what the humblest son of 
Adam aspires. Show the poorest roustabout that road, and 
he will change into a hero! 

The peoples of Europe, including the German people, 
were just as ready to sacrifice and sweat and labor for the 
ideal of peace, democracy, and life as they had been for 
the holocaust of death. Their spirit was pitched to the 
highest tension when the new era dawned for the advent 
of which they had bled and fought four interminable years 
of heroism and courage and suffering. But the call to the 
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new effort never came. Democracy, they were told, just 
meant a return to the old, to the status quo ante. 

In his book. Das Ende des Kapitalismus , which was pub¬ 
lished in 1931, Ferdinand Fried investigated the ages of 
.eading personalities in the political and economic spheres, 
rhe result of his studies showed that the average age of 
R^eichstag members was fifty-six, while that of the most 
d imminent industrial captains and magnates was sixty- 
sight. Fried confined his research to Germany, but others, 
zaking up where he had left off, have established that in 
other western European countries the average ages of com- 
oarable personages were about the same. In startling con- 
;r-ast, Klaus Mehnert in his Young Generation in the Soviet 
ZJnion, Maurice Hindus in his Humanity Uprooted, and 
Ella Winter in her Red Virtue , have made it clear that in 
Russia it is youth that occupies the leading positions both 
in economy and politics. Fried interpreted his findings as 
one of the indications of capitalism’s decline. Without 
either denying or assenting to Fried’s thesis. Dr. Jan Rom- 
syn, a Dutch historian, concluded from Fried’s observa¬ 
tions that the leading personalities in the economic and 
political life of Europe in the after-war years—that is, the 
so-called reconstruction period—belonged to that genera¬ 
tion which had learned to consider the era from 1870-1914 
ns the normal one. 

What matters age? it may be objected. But those of us 
who belong to the generation that is now forty or there¬ 
abouts should take the age factor definitely into account 
when the question of the reconstruction of Europe in the 
after-war years and the ghastly denouement of a new war 
is considered. A priori those periods do not have the slight¬ 
est significance to persons who have but vague memories 
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of the First World War and of the preceding era none at 
all. Only from conversations with their elders and from 
books can they form a picture of the past. But if they 
do that, they will see two things clearly: (1) the First World 
War produced such profound changes that, strictly speak¬ 
ing, one cannot speak of liquidation and reconstruction, 
(2) one of the real causes of the failure to settle the prob¬ 
lems which arose after the war is that leading figures in 
politics and economy made an effort to reconstruct society 
on the model of what had been to them a normal world in 
the past. 

The only real solution of those problems, on the other 
hand, could have been reached if a beginning had been 
made by recognizing that the world which had led to the 
upheaval of 1914-18 was not the normal or the ideal one. 
The past should not have been taken as a criterion. An 
effort should have been made to find the causes of the 
First World War and not to construct an ideal society on 
the basis of that discovery (for that would have been a 
wasted effort), but to search for present-day forces that 
would prevent the reconstruction of prewar society. 

The object of all the reconstruction conferences—there 
were nearly one hundred of them in the years that elapsed 
between the First and Second World Wars-should not 
have been to liquidate the First World War (for it is im¬ 
possible to liquidate anything that is past). It was the germs 
of a new world war—that is to say, the world which already 
had once led to war—that should have been liquidated. 

This was the crime of the old men of Europe: the han¬ 
kering for the past, its comforts, its privileges, and its rela¬ 
tive tranquillity; their inability or unwillingness to see 
in the First World War, and in the depressions and crises 
which followed, the crisis of their world, the crisis of the 
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capitalistic system itself. The world entered upon a per¬ 
manent crisis with the First World War. Limited and tem¬ 
porary reforms, no doubt, were possible and were also 
achieved. But it requires no demonstration that it is im¬ 
possible to speak of permanent reconstruction in a situa¬ 
tion of permanent crisis and that, in the presence of a per¬ 
manently dwindled consumption capacity of the masses, 
reconstruction can be only of short duration ami must in¬ 
evitably be followed by new, more acute crises. 

For a real dynamic reconstruction, which can mean only 
the institution of a new social order to do away with the 
causes of the calamities that have overwhelmed mankind 
in the past, the experts, with their attempts at static recon¬ 
struction, were—and are—of no help or value. 

'The people’s four-year elfort to make the world safe 
for democracy had been vain and futile, because there had 
followed nothin}' but empty wools and phrases. Slowly, 
from the pinnacles of hope, the peoples sank into despair. 
Disillusionment paralyzed their will, luat tivity produced 
lassitude. 

There is an element, of profound truth in the remark 
of the young ofhrer I met in Amiens that wars are necessary 
because they save the peoples from mortal ennui, (morses 
Bernanos, in the maturity of his literary rreativeness, aban¬ 
doned his home in France to take up his abode on the 
pampas of Brazil, because he could not bear to see his 
country devoured by ennui. I le told tin* once that the uni¬ 
versal boredom was like a poisonous dust that you eat and 
drink and inhale with every breath. If a man dors not 
fight it a single moment, it covers Itis fat e* and his hands. 
Man must remain constantly on the move to avoid being 
covered by that rain of «linking ashes. But where those 
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philosophers err is in their conception of war as the sole 
escape from ennui. If the peoples can be stirred to war, 
which is, in the final analysis, but a sterile ideal, they can 
surely, and much more easily, be roused to life, to peace, 
to the fertile ideal of democracy. For that, no less sacrifice 
and struggle and heroism are necessary. 

Were the French people not stirred by the formation of 
the Popular Front? What a resurgence there was of the 
national spirit, what splendid enthusiasm was evoked 
throughout the land! It was as if a new life had started: 
sordid environment was forgotten while the ideal that they 
were marching toward the sun dominated the French peo¬ 
ple. The era of the Popular Front was the last flourishing 
of the democratic spirit in Europe. It came near to attain¬ 
ing the heroic. No obstacles seemed insuperable, no sac¬ 
rifices too great. Had war broken out during the regime 
of the Popular Front, the French people would have 
thrown themselves into battle with fervor and a will to 
conquer, and the French Republic would not have been 
the victim of Fascist violence. The banners of the people 
would have gone forward into the thunderstorm and the 
armies of France been imbued with the messianic zeal of 
liberators. France would have appealed to the heart of 
Europe, to the liberty-loving heart of the German people, 
and the ground on. which they stood would have melted 
under the tyrants’ feet. The peoples would have triumphed 
together, and on the ruins of the old world they together 
would have built a new society of fraternal collaboration. 

This was not to be. The defenders of the old order pre¬ 
vented the emergence of the new, because the new men¬ 
aced their privileged position in the old. Rather than en¬ 
trust the destinies of France, of Europe, and of the world 
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to the hands of the democratic forces, they broke the in¬ 
strument of democracy, which was the Popular Front, and 
called in Hitler, in the foolish belief that Germany’s Na¬ 
tional Socialism represented the wave of the future and 
in the vain hope that Hitler would safeguard their inter¬ 
ests. But Nazism no more saves capitalism than Stalin’s 
Communism. Nazism is state capitalism and dooms to 
death private capitalism and all hopes of rugged individu¬ 
alism. 

These thoughts, which I kept to myself in those tumul¬ 
tuous and anxious days, although 1 was not ashamed of 
them, were forced on me by the things I saw around me. 
There is no other explanation for the debacle of France 
than the bourgeoisie’s fear of victory. All the tortuous ex¬ 
planations about inner division, laxity of discipline, sabo¬ 
tage of the defense program, and the radicalism of the 
masses are false pretenses to cover up the crime of the 
rulers, which placed its own class interests before the na< 
tional cause. It is they who lacked patriotism, not the 
people. It is they who used the state, and who employed 
the machinery of the state, to perpetuate their own dom¬ 
inant position in society. And it is to the knowledge that 
one class would do all it could to prevent the emergence 
of a genuine democracy that the people’s lassitude and 
lack of enthusiasm for the war when it did come must be 
attributed. Only if the war had been made a revolutionary 
war, only if the people had been allowed to follow their 
ideal, could victory over German Fascism have been as¬ 
sured. As it was, the war was lost before a single shot was 
fired. Nay, worse, the French people were sacrificed in a 
war that was intended—beforehand, intentionally and de¬ 
liberately—to be lost. 
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At the garden gate I found a policeman waiting for me. 

“You’ll have to come with me to the station,” he said 
brusquely. 

“What’s up?” I asked. "Has the dog bitten someone?” 

“I am not permitted to talk,” said the man. “Monsieur 
le commissaire will no doubt explain. 

I went off with him without having had a chance to go 
in my house. On the way to the police station we ran into 
the Abbe de la Roudaire accompanied by one of his choir¬ 
boys, who was carrying the holy oil. The priest had been 
administering the last sacraments to one of his dying par¬ 
ishioners. He looked worn and tired, and I noticed that his 
step lacked the old resiliency. We stopped and shook 
hands. I asked from whose bedside he had come, and the 
Abbd was just on the point of telling me when the police¬ 
man intervened. “Monsieur I’abbe,” said he to the priest, 
“this man is my prisoner. I’m not permitted to let him 
speak with anyone.” 

“Your prisoner?” the Abbe looked in amazement from 
the policeman’s face to mine. “Your prisoner? But what 
has he done? What does this mean?” 

“I don’t owe you any explanations,” replied the officer 
contemptuously, "I only need to say that France is at war 
and that we must be on the alert.” 

“France is not at war yet, mon ami ” came back the 

priest. 

“A lions/ 1 the policeman turned to me, “au poste, to the 
station!” 

“In that case,” said the priest, “I will come along too.” 
And he dismissed the choirboy. 

“Monsieur,” said the policeman to M. de la Roudaire, 
"your presence is not desired at the station!” 

“Mon ami ” came back the priest firmly, "I do not care 
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whether my presence is desired or not, I am coming along. 
I have my duty as well as you have yours." 

"I caution you not to speak to the prisoner,” shot back 
the policeman. 

We arrived at the police station, where my guard turned 
me over to one of his colleagues, while he himself went 
into the commissary’s office, presumably to notify that dig¬ 
nitary of my arrival. 

The priest and I sat on a bench in the waiting room, 
where many other individuals, some of them manacled to¬ 
gether, stood or sat around. Policemen went in and out, 
but one of them kept so close to me that I had no oppor¬ 
tunity of speaking with my old friend. 

After an hour’s wait my name was called, and the police¬ 
man motioned me to get up and follow him. The Abb£ 
rose too and walked with me to the door of the chief’s 
office. As the policeman flung open t he door to let me pass 
into the room, the Abbe began to walk in with me. 

"Monsieur,” said the policeman to him, "you must wait 
outside." 

"Stand awayl" retorted M. do la Roudaire fiercely. 

The policeman shrank back, as if frightened by the 
priest’s resolute words. We both walked inside. 

Behind the table sat a man in a military uniform. He 
wore a pince-nez, and his tunic bore three rows of medal 
ribbons. He was a puny, anemic-looking individual with a 
bald head and dark mustache. 

"Who are you?” he snapped at the priest. 

"Arsene de la Roudaire,” came back the AbM, "officer 
of the Legion of Honor, cunfr of Bourg-en-Forft!" 

'Fite officer sniffed and, turning to me, barked: "Where 
were you all night?" 

"I was in Paris for a radio broadcast.” 
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“How is it that you speak German?” ^ 

“I learned it at school, the same as French and English, 

X said * 

“You were bom in Holland, were you not? 

“That’s right!” 

“You were born in Holland, you broadcast to America, 
you speak German, you are in possession of a Canadian 
passport,” he read from a sheet of paper before him. Then 
looking up, he said: “It’s a strange combination, quite a 
salad! How did you obtain that Canadian passport any- 

“It was given to me by the Canadian authorities because 

I am a citizen of their country.” 

“How did you become a citizen of that country? Canada 
is not Holland or a Dutch protectorate, is it?” he asked, 
with a now-I-have-you-trapped sneer on his face. 

“I was a visitor in Canada when the war broke out, and 

I joined the Canadian army as a volunteer-” 

“He became a soldier,” interrupted the Abbe, “because 

he wanted to fight for France. 

“For France? How good of him!” sneered the little man 

behind the desk. ... T ... 

“A Hollander in the Canadian army. How droll. I di 

not know the Canadians had a foreign legion,” he went on. 

“Politically I was no longer a Hollander when I entered 
the Canadian army, nor a foreigner, but a citizen of 
Canada.” 

“Ah, politically! I see your point!” he smiled. In your 
heart you remained a Hollander though! 

“In my heart I felt that I was fighting for freedom . .. 

and for France!” I said. 

“But you were a Hollander— that is to say, a Teuton, un 
Germain he said. 
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“Racially I am a Teuton, I suppose, yes!” 

“That is what I wanted to know,” beamed the little man. 
“You admit you are a German, unAllemand!” 

“I admit nothing of the sort,” I retorted. “The Danes 
are Teutons; so are the Norwegians and the Swedes and 
the English. The Normans in France are Teutons, and so 
are the Alsatians. That does not make them Germans, does 
it?” 

“You are giving me a lesson in racialism, monsieur?” he 
asked, raising his eyebrows quizzically. 

“I am answering your questions,” I said. “But,” I went 
on, “I must also tell you that I am losing my patience. 
There is nothing to disavow or to be ashamed of in my past 
or in my race. What do you want to know of me? Speak to 
me frankly and openly, and I will answer you that way!” 

“Don’t get on your high horse now,” warned the little 
man. “We know you have been to Berlin.” 

“Fine,” I said. “What of it? I have been in Timbuktu 
also. Did you know that, too?” 

“Monsieur,” he said, “do not forget to whom you are 
speaking. Do not forget that you are a guest in this coun¬ 
try and that you must not abuse our hospitality. You have 
on many occasions criticized France in your writings.” 
He was again reading from a sheet of paper he had taken 
from the file that lay in front of him. 

“I have only criticized certain French individuals, cer¬ 
tain of their doings, certain French institutions. I have not 
criticized France. I have defended France. I have de¬ 
fended France not only in my writings, but on the field of 
battle.” 

“Monsieur,” he said with sudden finality. “You pub¬ 
lished some sharp things about the French army, about the 
French foreign legion, about some of the most glorious of 
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our generals. You run around at night in Paris looking in 
at railway stations, talking to people here and there. You 
are known to have German friends and Italian friends. 
Your house is full of German books. It all looks very 
strange indeed. ... I must inform you that you are not to 
leave the commune of Bourg-en-Foret any more on pain of 
detention. You must, moreover, report regularly once 
every three days to this police bureau. If you fail, sharp 
measures will be taken. That is all for today. You may 
go!” 

"That is all very well,” spoke up the Abbe de la Rou- 
daire suddenly, “but I have not had my say yet. 

“I am not interested in what you have to say, Mister 
Priest,” shot back the little man. “You had no business 
here in the first place. Nobody sent for you. . • • 

“I do not need to be sent for,” said the Abbe. “I go 
wherever I feel it my duty to go. ... No man can tell me 
where to go and where not to go. Least of all, you, mon¬ 
sieur le procurateur militaire. I am going to speak to you, 
though I would prefer to speak to your superiors. I do not 
know them. But it is clear to me that you have been sent 
to our village of Bourg-en-Foret to do something very 

sordid. . <<c nc 

“I have known this man,” he pointed to me, for fifteen 
years. He has lived amongst us and he has been one of us. 
He has shared our tears and our joys. We never inquired 
whether he was born in Holland or in Tierra del Fuego. 
It does not matter in the slightest. An individual may be 
born in a chicken coop and still be a man. This man has 
been a citizen of France, in the higher sense, you under¬ 
stand, in the sense that he understood and was one with the 
soul of our people. That he speaks German is not a crime. 
That is a very worth-while accomplishment. He has de- 






FAREWELL TO FRANCE 99 

fended France in word and in deed, in the press and on 
the battlefield. You cannot come here and insinuate that 
there is anything wrong with him. You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself to have been chosen for the execu¬ 
tion of a task that is beneath contempt. 

“You may tell your superiors, sir, that I, Ars&ne de la 
Roudaire, officer of the Legion of Honor, parish priest of 
Bourg-en-Foret, and, if you must know, Vicomtc de la 
Rochejacquelein, I say, that for the kind of procedure I 
witnessed here this morning I send them the expression of 
my utmost contempt.” 

The officer had taken off his pince-nez. He stared at the 
old priest with eyes that betokened alternately amazement 
and fury. But he was too taken aback to utter a word, and 
we left, monsieur Vahbi slamming the door most uncere¬ 
moniously. 

In the days that followed, Bourg-en-Fortk became the 
headquarters of a division of African troops. Unlike the 
units of the metropolitan army, who were dressed in the 
usual horizon blue, these colonials wore khaki uniforms 
and red fezzes. Most of their regiments were dispersed 
throughout the neighboring villages, hut their command¬ 
ing general installed himself in the cluiteau at Bourg and 
with him came, of course, the entire administrative staff, 
a corps of military police, the medical companies, two or 
three mechanized units, and the band. The band took 
possession of the park and practiced there from early morn¬ 
ing till late in the afternoon, when its members repaired 
to the fair grounds just outside our commune, where they 
participated, along with thousands of other soldiers, in the 
evening prayer, according to tin* Mohammedan custom. 
After prayer the troops invaded the caf&s and the six 
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brothels in the Rue Danes de Montardart, and the citizens 
of Bourg withdrew in their houses. Every night the still¬ 
ness of our old streets was broken by the shouts and screams 
of these sons of Africa carousing and fighting amongst 
themselves. 

We had three noncommissioned officers quartered upon 
us in the house, while twenty more men had taken up resi¬ 
dence in an abandoned shed at the foot of the garden. 
They were all away before daylight, when the trumpets 
blared for assembly in the streets, and they did not return 
until evening. But then we had our hands full. Among 
other things, it was impossible to make it clear to these 
soldiers, that, because of the black-out regulations, they 
must either keep the blue-papered windows closed or else 
turn off the electric lights. I would go out to the shed to 
explain the situation to them and persuade them to c ose 
the windows, but I was hardly back in the house before 
the air-raid warden in our neighborhood would come 
pounding on the door to tell me that lights were showmg 
again in the garden. 

This air-raid warden was a cantankerous individual, 
anyway-a neighbor of mine with whom I had had many 
a run-in about the repair of fences and walls and about 
dogs or chickens trespassing on his precious wilderness of 
a domain, but who, now that he was vested with a certain 
nocturnal authority and a brassard around his arm, en¬ 
joyed the welcome opportunity of harassing me to is 
heart’s content. “If I see one more light on your place, 
he said to me one evening, just after I had been telling my 
soldier-guests for the twentieth time to obey the law, just 
once more, je vous assure , I will denounce you to the mili¬ 
tary police as a suspect! 

“A suspect of what?” I asked in amazement. 
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"Suspect of signaling to enemy aircraft!" he came back. 

I should have struck the scoundrel over the head right 
then anti there, of course, hut 1 controlled myself and 

merely dosed the door in his face. But that was not the 
last I saw of him. 

Within a week we took in three more military men. 
Two of them were tmdorofficers of a Breton regiment that 
also had made Bourg its headquarters. ‘They were two 
very grave and taciturn young men, blond of hair and with 
those peculiar blue eyes of seafaring people, eyes that are 
accustomed to look a long distance. 

With them was the uumunier, or chaplain, of the regi¬ 
ment, a giant of a man with powerful hands, but a little 
unctions anti sugary of spee« h, obviously an aspirant prel¬ 
ate. He began by tearing the colored pictures till' the walls 
in the rooms where the Algerian uoucoms slept pit turns 
of nude women they had clipped hum I.a Vi? fxtusiauui 
and posted or pinned up above their beds. To this 1 made 
no objection, figuring that he had a certain spiritual 
authority, by virtue of his oflue, even over those Muslim 
warriors. But when lie told me that a large lithograph of a 
set ret Huguenot assembly (in the days of the revocation 
of the Edict of Nantes) ami a photograph of Ernest Renan, 
which hung in the library when; he had his couch, consti¬ 
tuted an insult to a priest, 1 thought that he had gone 
too far, and told him so. He never spoke amtther word to 
me after that, nor did his two Breton parishioners, though 
they all ate with us at the same table in the evening. Among 
themselves they spoke the Breton language, of which, I 
regret to say, I do not undet stand one word. . , . 

Our quiet world of Bourg en Foret, wherein we had 
spent the {tetter part of two decades, assumed a more un¬ 
familiar aspec t every day. Out village had become a milt* 
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tary compound. Uniforms of all colors swarmed in and 
out of the garden gates, where formerly one had seen the 
lone figures of men and women move with the tranquillity 
and grace of bygone days. At dawn the bugles rent the 
air with their strident and metallic discords. The tintin¬ 
nabulation of the Angelus at twilight was now followed 
by the gurgling yell of the Algerian muezzins. The nights 
were filled with the screams of the sirens, howling with 
sinister, bone-chilling insistence their announcement that 
the swastika-branded birds of death were hovering above 
our heads in the dark. At times you could hear the droning 
whir of their propellers, and it made you think of those 
flocks of giant vultures which follow the exhausted traveler 
in the desert with their cruel eyes, watching for signs of 
collapse before tearing at his flesh. By the light of the 
full moon the old cemetery, which we could see from the 
upstairs windows, with its crop of wooden crosses and thin 
white columns of marble, took on a frightening aspect. 
You felt the mystic relationship of death and what was go¬ 
ing on around you. The cemetery had always been a 
friendly place, a garden where many an old friend slept 
between the rosebushes and the cypress alleys. Now it sud¬ 
denly seemed to yawn like some eerie prehistoric monster 

waiting to be fed on carrion. 

The suspense of the months and years of the so-called 
“war of nerves,” that carefully calculated psychological 
device of the enemy to shatter the sang-froid, the vigilance, 
and the determination of the French nation, had been 
broken at last by the attack on Poland. Men breathed a 
little easier, because the uncertainty had at last been re¬ 
moved. But their nerves were still raw and frazzled, ready 
to snap. Now you understood something about the events 
at Dead Man’s Hill in the last war, where the German can- 
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nonade battered away for three long months on one narrow 
area of no man’s land without lifting its barrage, causing 
the onlookers to go insane by the hundreds eac h day and 
compelling ofUcers to stand revolver in hand-not to drive 
their men into the inferno of steel-hut to keep them from 
throwing themselves forward sfnmtaneously into the an¬ 
nihilating fire. A hundred times you had felt like the vil¬ 
lagers of Bourg whe n they said; **(>»c'i 7 s viennent, nom tie 
Dku! Let them come?, and we will see what happens.*' 
Let us only come to grips with the enemy, get our fingers 
into his throat or his in ours, one way or the other, as long 
as this agonizing suspense comes to an end. . . . 

Being restricted in my movements to the village of 
Bourg. I wandered around in the day tune, dropping in 
here and there to t hat and to pass the time of day, or look¬ 
ing at the African soldiers drilling in the forest, carrying 
out make- believe bayonet chatges as we had done* years 
before in Camp Borden in Canada and lateral Camp Fur- 
fleet in England, laughing and shouting and sweating 
when t hey drove their long "pins" into straw sac ks dangling 
from the tree brum lies. 

'Lite drill set grants were showing them how to pierce 
the objective; give a quitk twist and withdraw the knife 
rapidly before rushing over to a second bag of straw and 
repeating the perfect mam e. 

"When the enemy tomes at you this way," I heard erne 
of fit er shout, imitating a man advum mg with rifle poised, 
"run right up to him, give him a violent blow with the 
butt of your rifle in the groin, and at the same time turn 
your gun around with a lightning gesture and stab him 

through the thtoat-That was the way I tlt-ah with them 

at NeuveChapclle back in ‘sixteen...,That is the lesson 
of the last war.,. .** 
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He had dealt with them that way? And with how many 
of them? I wondered. And what were “they” doing all 
that time? Just waiting to be stabbed like sandbags by 
monsieur Vofficier? .. . Would those African boys remem¬ 
ber all the fine points of instruction in actual combat? And 
what would they do if the enemy turned out to be a bearded 
little individual, of the kind I once saw advancing upon 
me not so far from that same town of Neuve-Chapelle? 
He was a bearded little individual, a clerk, perhaps, in 
civil life or a professor of biochemistry, whose coal-scuttle 
helmet was bobbing up and down ludicrously as he shook 
with the palsy of fear and whose eyes, through a pair of 
horn-rimmed glasses, looked as big as a cow’s, wide open 
with horror, and who shouted: “Drei Kinder , drei Kinder , 
drei Kinder!” He kept on shouting those words with an 
insane frenzy until he plopped on the ground and began 
stuffing his mouth with mud. . . . What do you do m a 
case like that? Or what do you do when a mob of them 
come rushing up, howling like possessed souls, hurling 
hand grenades, and spouting liquid fire at you? What good 
is your bayonet in a case like that? Of what use are a whole 
belt of cartridges and all the fine lessons with the straw 
sacks? Why didn’t he tell the Africans something about 
that? Lessons of the last war, my God! ... 

At the church of Saint-Louis des Frangais Masses were 
being said all morning. Besides the women of our com¬ 
munity, the Breton soldiers now filled the nave. Grave- 
visaged lads, intensely pious and loyal to the Church, as 
were all Bretons. Their own chaplain, my house guest, 
was conducting the service. I noticed with pleasure that 
he had retained the old Latin pronunciation and had not 
fallen in with the fashion of making every word with a u 
sound like a long German oo. It seemed that some troops 
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were about to leave for the front, for the celebrant an¬ 
nounced, as Communion approached, that “by special 
dispensation” those who had partaken of food that morn¬ 
ing could nevertheless receive the body of Our Lord. 
Hearing this, nearly all those present rose from their 
knees and walked up to the altar rail, their hands folded 
and their heads bent in prayer. * 

The air-raid warden called on me again that night. This 
time, he said, he would surely denounce me. The barn in 
the rear of the garden was blazing with lights. The Alge¬ 
rians were carousing and singing to the accompaniment 
of a clarinet played by one of the bandsmen. The tune, 
curiously enough, was the Polish national anthem, which 
the band had been practicing for weeks on end. 

I suggested to the warden that he go himself to warn 
the lads about the danger to which they exposed us all 
and, if he failed to obtain compliance with his instructions, 
to threaten them with the military police. But of this he 
would not hear. He argued that I was responsible for the 
condition of the lights on my property and that I must 
enforce the law. “But I have told those men a hundred 
times,” I said. “They won’t listen to me. It is now up 
to you to enforce the law.” 

“Very well,” he replied, “consider yourself under ar¬ 
rest.” 

While we stood talking the Breton noncommissioned 
officers returned home. My neighbor explained the matter 
of the lights to them, and it was they who volunteered to 
go to the rear of the garden to see how matters stood. 

They had scarcely reached the barn when a sharp crash 
was heard, followed by the rattle of breaking glass and the 
shouts and curses of the Sidis. When I ran back I saw that 
a battle royal was going on between the Bretons and the 
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Algerians. One infuriated African was yelling: “You 
would put our lights out, would you? Now see how w<-* 
are going to put yours out." With these words he cam*? 
dashiiw up* swinging a curved knife.... Before any mot e* 
damage was done the air warden hud whistled for tU«~* 
police, who now tame up in full force. To my astonish¬ 
ment 1 heard myself ait used as the inciter of the trout*W' 
by the air warden ami ordered by the commander of tli*? 
police patrol to accompany him ami four of the Algerian* 
to the station. T here l spent several hours explaining a» a 
arguing until the sirens began to wail, which was ttw? 
snmal tor all and sundry to run outside the station to sc ^ L 
shelter in the cellars ot the chateau. Instead of goin& m 
the cellar, l quietly tetutned home. . . . 

The following Sunday morning I was awakened by t^*» 
gentlemen who had walked into the garden without n **4 
ing the bell At the gate stout! the big limousine m wlm 
they had arrived. 

“Is this your house?" one of them asked me. 

“I do not own the house," i replied. I rent it. 

“Well" he said, “we think wt* need this house.... VV « 
are from the Tutkish consulate in Paris. TheeonsuUuw u 
to he evacuated this week. We are coming to «»ur^ -r*v 
Forth " 

“There is little mom left it* this house,” I said. "We an- 

{'tiled up with soldiers." _ . , 

“That'* nothin^/' sahi ftir Tutk with im offhanu siittm, 

“The soldiers will go elsewhere, and you mo! 

* 1 ? But l have no intention of getting out, 1 said. I 

have rented this house. I have a lease. ... 

"Monsieur," tin? man with the heavy mustache entc-t 

rupted me, “tit not loiget T urkey is an ally- 
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“An ally of whom?” I asked. 

“Of France!” he shot back. “Of France, evidemment!” 

“I am happy to hear it,” I said. “In the last war Turkey 
was on the other side.” 

“Monsieur,” he said, “you may omit the sarcasm. We 
are going now, but we will come back and we will not be 
alone.” 

And right he was. Two days later he returned in the 
company of a French army officer who announced that 
the house had been requisitioned. “I give you twenty- 
four hours to evacuate,” he said. “The Turkish consulate 
will be installed here. . . .” 

“Twenty-four hours is not a long time to move the fur¬ 
niture out and the books, mon lieutenant!” 

“Oh, I forgot to say,” he came back, “the furniture is 
also requisitioned. As to the books, you may move them 
out, if you wish. I do not think the Turks require any 
books. ...” 

The books stayed behind, nevertheless. There was not 
a truck or a cart or a wheelbarrow available in the whole of 
Bourg-en-Foret to move them out. And there being no 
lodgings available anywhere, we decided to move to Eng¬ 
land. 

The Abbe de la Roudaire accompanied us to the railway 
station. As we stood on the darkened platform a long troop 
train went by. We looked at the endless procession of 
coaches and freightcars crowded with the materiel humain. 
“You are not only leaving France,” said the Abbe quietly. 
“You are leaving a world behind. What we have seen, we 
will never see again. This is the hour when the past is 
cut off from the future. Here is the dividing line. . . . 
Germany sits in the middle of Europe like a suffering 
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and dangerous animal, the more dangerous because sir*** 
is wounded and hungry. We can no longer still ****** 

hunger. That is the tragedy of our generation- AA e 

should have helped Germany to live. That would l*» vc 
prevented her from turning into the ferocious beast s**e 
now is. Our statesmen did not see this. To have believed 
that it would be possible to keep a great and fertile people 
down and economically prostrated merely through a leg* 11 
instrument was an error which may have been pardons***** 
in the universal upheaval we had twenty years ago. Th** 
belief should have been abandoned upon ten minute* 
serious reflection after the last shot had been fired.... ** 

our statesmen hud no regard tor the elementary humaw 
and Christian sentiment of human solidarity, they should 
have been led by simple political prudence, which s*' * 
.tv,* mu' does not leave a neiuhbot ing nation to the 


advice of despair.... . .. . . . , f . 4 

“Mais vmUC he continued, shrugging his shoulders. 

"the evil is done. The beast wo have made ferocious is < utt 
of its cage. Germany is now imposing on us the morsduy 
of violence because we did not exerc ise our duty as Ciu r% 

thus. It is our own fault - The law of God, je veux <ti*« 

the law of cause and effec t, works with inexorable pret r 
sioir we fate the comcc piemen of our own sins of omi»**i**u 
and commission. The universe is about to be thrown mfo 
convulsions such as we or our ancestors have never seen* 
before Perhaps we will learn to revise our conception **f 
civilization in the years that lie .dread.... perhaps wc wiU 
learn that cannons, no matter who has them, never guaran¬ 


tee peace....** ... . 

The train came hissing awl thumlenng into the star u m 

“When will we meet agai»r I said to the priest, speaking 
close to his ear to overcome the roar of t he st aniping criyg i * s <• 
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id, shaking his fine 
d. But there, cer- 
e certainly, in the 
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As Time One Day. . . 

n hour after weighing anchor in Ostend that Sunday 
morning, the small steamer on which I had taken passage 
ran into trouble. It seems that the man in the crow’s- 
nest had spotted the periscope of a submarine to the 
south of us. Not only was the instrument’s eye turned 
in our direction, but the raider was rapidly overtaking 
us. The skipper let me have a look through his spyglass, 
but I was a long time locating the small object in the 
choppy sea. Upon discovering of our danger, we had im¬ 
mediately veered sharply to the north, and the ship was 
now thrown into a zigzag course while the radio teleg¬ 
raphist, in his cabin behind the bridge, tapped out a 
call to the British Channel patrol, giving our location 
and the approximate position of the submarine. A quar¬ 
ter of an hour went by before the British crackled back 
their reply advising us to turn west from our new course 
and run into the harbor of Zeebrugge. But since that 
would have meant exposing the full starboard side of the 
ship to the submarine’s torpedo tubes, our skipper judged 
it more prudent to keep on steaming due north in the 
hope of reaching the safety of Dutch territorial waters 
before the German could send one of his torpedoes after 
us. Accordingly, we were in sight of the town of Breskens, 
at the mouth of the Scheldt River, at four in the after¬ 
noon, and at six o’clock, when the church bells were 
ringing for the evening service, I set foot ashore in that 
Zeeland-Flemish town where, a few months later, the 
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broken remnants of the Dutch army were to make their 
last and most heroic stand. 

I walked into the principal church and looked up at 
the high pulpit wherein both my great-grandfather and 
grandfather had preached their first sermons as young 
men, and I ran my fingers over the Gothic letters of their 
names, which were carved in a stone pillar with those 
of all the ministers who had served the church of Breskens 
since the Reformation. Then I strolled back to the ship 
through the narrow streets with their one-story houses 
of red brick, which are built low and squat, as if they 
would clamp themselves to the earth and resist the im¬ 
pact of the storms of winter. I did not want to come 
under the spell of Holland and again have to go through 
the pain of tearing myself away from dear and sacred 
associations. But when I asked a boy the shortest way 
to the quay, he began to laugh and said that anyone who 
lost himself in Breskens must be the greatest Domkop 

in existence. . . 

There was a smell of tobacco in the air and of dried 

fish and of nets boiling in the round stone ovens by the 
waterside. Young men and girls, some of them dressed 
in the colorful costume of the province of Zeeland, walked 
in the general direction of the shore, holding each other 
by their little fingers. Their speech was soft and turned 
to shy whispers when their round, light-blue eyes met 
the stranger’s. In passing I glanced furtively through the 
crystal-clear windowpanes and saw families gathered 
around the linen-covered tables. I could see the furni¬ 
ture, the dishes, the mirrors, and the clocks, everything 
gleaming spotlessly as if brand-new. Here and there a 
or a woman moved aside a snow-white curtain to 
peer out. But when I nodded my head their faces grew 
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suddenly harsh and severe. The children in the street 
stared at me in frank amazement, and I heard one boy 
say to his companion: “His shoes are English, but his 
face is Dutch.” When I called back: “How could it be 
otherwise?” the boy returned. “Then why do you strut 
with the air of a foreigner?” 

Twilight was coming on when I crossed the gangplank 
and sat down with the skipper to wait the fall of night 
and a signal from the Channel patrol before proceeding 
with our journey. Across the river, far away, we could 
see the lights of Flushing dip and blink and the cool 
moon coming up as a silver benediction over the island 
of Walcheren. The tide was running swiftly. Its rolling 
swell set the bells on the buoys tolling with irregular 
strokes. The people of Breskens were going to sleep. 
You could hear the footsteps of the lovers, who had spent 
the twilight hour in dreaming on the quay, die away 
in the distance. At the same moment someone turned on 
dance music on the radio in the cabin. Another switch 
of the dial brought the peasant voice of Daladier saying 
that the French fatherland was thinking with tenderness 
that Sunday evening of its children in the defense posi¬ 
tions. There was more eloquence in that one word “ten¬ 
derness” than in the hundreds of appeals for unity and 
steadfastness sent out by the propaganda office. Then the 
invisible voice slowly pronounced the words “justice, 
liberty, and right,” those terrible words which, in the 
ears of the peoples, have in our day become the har¬ 
bingers of disaster and holocausts. The shadows were 
deepening on the water. The skipper and I were lean¬ 
ing over the railing and followed with our eyes a cloud 
of phosphorescence which illuminated the depths with 
a pale green glow. “They’re jellyfish,” he said. “They’re 
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out of their course. They belong in the Baltic. They re 

not created for this .... 

Not created for this! Weren’t we all out of our course, 
the whole world? Was man created for the darkness into 
which Europe was about to enter? Now that the hour for 
the unification of Europe had dawned at last, the Conti¬ 
nent was divided against itself and was getting ready to 
tear itself asunder. But not only the Continent: every 
man is innerly divided against himself, a victim of in¬ 
dignation, anger, and shame. How many are there who 
can still say with Rimbaud: “The world is good • • • 1 
bless life”? How can we speak and laugh and dance when 
we know that somewhere a brother lies face downward 
in Gethsemane and that the cup of suffering is passed 
from one nation to another? How disengage oneself from 
the crowd of phantoms that press in from all sides? ne 
has scarcely created a zone of silence around oneself ere 
the phantoms invade that small area of security. They 
unmask in the center of our lives, in the middle of our 
days and evenings and nights, to ask questions with ques¬ 
tioning eyes. The tumult of the world pursues us into 
no matter what hiding place. The echo of its anguish 
prolongs itself in our own hearts. At every turn in the 
destiny of the world a thousand voices begin to speak 
in us, the voices of the questioners: the miners in t e 
Borinage, the Okies in California, the slaves behind the 
looms and spindles in Manchester, the coolies m China, 
the soldiers of Japan, the muzhiks of the Ural, the hun¬ 
gry children in the gates of Calcutta, the immured 
prisoners in Franco’s Spain, and the lost men m the con¬ 
centration camps of Central Europe-souls rotting every¬ 
where in the shadow of palaces and cathedrals. . 

Still stands the statue in the valley of Dura as m the 
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days of Nebuchadnezzar, its iron jaws wide open to re¬ 
ceive the endless procession of the victims of the heca¬ 
tomb. . . . 

The boat began to move. We slid into the green-black 
night. The signal lights of a destroyer snapped on and 
off in the darkness. All at once the moon broke through 
the clouds again, and the coast of Holland became visible 
as far as the mouths of the Rhine and Meuse. A world 
of dark miniatures emerged from the gloom. A lone sail, 
ghostly in its whiteness, stood off for the north. It moved 
over the black mirror of the sea like an image in a dream. 
Time passed by,' ages and centuries imperceptibly 
blended into one day. My own life rolled by. . . . 

Gorcum is a small town like perhaps a score of others 
in Holland; sleepy, somewhat dilapidated in appearance, 
without a single flourishing industry or one notable 
monument. For one could hardly have called the foun¬ 
tain in the public square a monument, that baroque 
monstrosity which had been erected by the municipality 
to commemorate the departure of Napoleon’s soldiers. 
This dreary object, which rose to the height of the Burgo¬ 
master’s chambers on the first floor of the town hall, con¬ 
sisted of a square-cut pillar of red granite with the statue 
of a winged angel perched on its summit. Once the angel 
had held an outstretched sword in her hand, but she 
had lost both the sword and her right arm in a particu¬ 
larly violent thunderstorm I well remember, because, 
during the night in which it raged, the lightning also 
struck a chimney on my father’s house. Reclining against 
the sides of the obelisk in various attitudes of undesign¬ 
ing charm lay four rusty cast-iron nymphs from whose 
bulging breasts there trickled once a year—on the sover- 
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eign’s birthday—a sleazy stream of bottle-green, evil- 
smelling water. This work of art stood in the middle of 
a round basin half filled with a thick fluid in which the 
boys of the town had introduced an assortment of frogs, 
salamanders, long-legged water spiders, and even some 
small fishes. 

An inscription on the obelisk proclaimed in poetic 
language that “the jets of crystal-clear water here seen 
symbolize the gladsome flow of the Dutch people s lib¬ 
erty.” I often thought, as I stood reading those words, 
that one could scarcely have held it against a stranger,, if 
alternately contemplating the solemn words of the. in¬ 
scription and the moisture oozing forth from the iron 
ladies’ mammillafe, he should have reached the conclu¬ 
sion that freedom was in a bad way in Holland. For 
never, to my knowledge, did those nymphs send forth a 
gush really puissant and bright enough to gladden the 
heart of the onlooker. When the festive day of the 
Queen’s anniversary came around, there was always some¬ 
thing wrong with the hydraulic mechanism inside the 
bosoms of those metal maidens. 

Gorcum had indeed little to boast of. Now, there are 
Dutch towns justly famous for their products: Delft, for 
instance, has its blue faience, Gouda its clay pipes and 
its candles, Deventer its cake and ale; the fame of Schie¬ 
dam’s gin has spread far beyond the national borders. 
Gorcum has no such renown. True, there was the lean¬ 
ing tower, a massive, pre-Gothic structure that bore the 
official name of Sint-Jan, but the inhabitants had nick¬ 
named it “the widower” because fire had deprived it of 
the companionship of the original church built by. its 
side in the tenth century. The new church, erected just 
before the Reformation, was a grotesque, barnlike edi- 








Charlemagne. Wherever the man had gleaned that bit 
of historical information, I do not know. Charlemagne 
did indeed reside in the Netherlands for a short time, but 
the site of his castle was far away, near Nijmegen. That 
he came as far east as Goreum may be doubted and is, 
on second thought, perhaps rather a fortunate circum¬ 
stance. For, in spite of the celebrated company of learned 


monks that accompanied him on all his travels, the King 
of the Franks was by no means a gentle ruler. And then, 
whether it must he accounted a matter of glory for Gor¬ 
eum to have been visited by the conqueror of Widukind 
has be<ome a doubly moot question since the advent of 
German National Socialism, which has relegated him, 
whom it denounces as the butt her of the Saxons, to a 
ba< k seat in the Teutonic pantheon. 

Who were the original inhabitants of Goreum, our 
ancestors? That was a highly controversial subject, which, 
although it figured each year on the agenda of the 
mlnifkfnhttmrr, or local debating society, had never 
been settled quite satisfactorily, not even with the aid of 
certain archaeological and historical experts who came 
down especially from some university town or other to 
enlighten us on the subject. There were a few citizens, 
members of some of the oldest families, who held stub¬ 
bornly to die tradition that there hail been a Teutonic 
settlement, back in the days of Julius Gaesar. on the site 
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driven out. The reason for their ostracism was obscure. 
These fugitive outlaws had come drifting down the Rhine 
in hollowed-out treetrunks and had finally settled in our 
precinct. Once ashore, they had given that part of the 
Rhine which flowed past our town the name of Merwede 
(or Merwe), had built a castle, or steyn, there, and had 
called that strong place Merwesteyn. If that story were 
true, some of our citizens must of course have been o£ 
noble blood, an assumption that they sought to impress 
on the masses by an appropriately superior bearing. 

Now, although all this about the town origins may- 
have been quite true, I think our amateur historians went; 
a little too far when they embroidered an even more am¬ 
bitious design on that simple legendary pattern. They 
boasted that one of the Roman Empire’s finest legions, 
the one that served in Judea under Pontius Pilate, had 
been recruited in our neighborhood. I rejected that: 
story instinctively, because, if substantiated, it might con¬ 
ceivably have landed us into no end of trouble—and still 
may. In our time, when punitive laws are made retro¬ 
active and when even the alleged sins of the fathers are 
visited on the children, it would not be difficult to blame 
the natives of Gorcum, of which I am one, for part of the 
terrible happenings on the mount of Calvary. 

In the most ancient chronicles extant—for instance, in 
certain historical documents from the hand of Vincent; 
van Mierop, the town’s treasurer, who flourished in the 
fifteenth century—the name Gorcum is sometimes inter¬ 
changed with that of Van Arkel’s Oude Veste, which, 
means roughly, the Old Fortress of the Lords of Arkel. 
These lords of Arkel were feudal seigneurs who fought 
innumerable wars with the counts of Holland, the sons o£ 
both parties taking up where the fathers had left off—and 
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so on for centuries. The Arkels seem to have been a 
valiant and rebellious lot who considered themselves as 
important as their liege lords at The Hague. Like other 
old Dutch noble families, such as the Brederodes, the 
Egmonds, and Yselsteins, the lords of Arkel claimed de¬ 
scent from the Trojans. On the tomb of one of these 
gentlemen, Jan XI, who ruled over the town and its 
environs from 1321 till 1359, it is expressly stated that 
his ancestors fought under Hector against the Greeks in 
the famous Trojan War. These Trojans were supposed 
to have come to Holland via Hungary in the person of 
one Heinemannus in the tenth century. 

Quite fittingly, the last seigneur of Arkel died fighting 
in the streets of Gorcum against the troops of Jacqueline 
of Bavaria, Countess of Holland, in the fifteenth century. 
He was that famous Jan van Arkel of whom it is recorded 
that he once lifted his horse from the ground by seizing 
hold of a beam above his head in the town gate and then 
hoisting the animal up between his knees. The account 
of that performance, incredible as it may seem to our 
weak-kneed age and generation, must yet be considered 
more trustworthy than that of my Lord of Arkel’s Trojan 
descent. In fact, seventeenth-century historians, such as 
Hadrian Junius and Abraham Kemp, have lightly dis¬ 
missed that otherwise not uninteresting claim. Hadrian 
Junius, who, besides being a chronicler of note, was a 
renowned physician, wrote: “Troy was a sow with many 
little pigs, but that one of those little pigs roamed away 
from good King Priamus as far as Gorcum is said for a 
lark.” 

The truth is, of course, that nothing was known about 
the town’s origins, for the good reason that no records 
existed from the first nine centuries of the Christian era. 
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Teutonic Knights may or may not have built a strong 
place there against their feudal chiefs or to exact toll from 
the river commerce, but it may also very well be that 
Gorcum was the site of a penal colony, a place where 
robbers and bandits foregathered, or, what is more likely, 
a simple settlement of fishers and huntsmen. 

If you asked my Uncle Kees the question: “From whom 
do you think we descend anyway, from noblemen and 
warriors or tradesmen and fishers?” he would reply: “We? 
We don’t descend at all! At least, we should not. We 
should be ascending, not descending. It is far better when 
you can take pride in your children than to go boasting 
about your ancestors.” And then he added these words, 
which, I learned a good many years later, were Nietz¬ 
sche’s: “Not whence you came, O man, shall hence¬ 
forth redound to your honor, but whither you go! Your 
will and your feet, which always want to run ahead o£ 
you, they will be your new glory!” 

Still and all, in the Middle Ages the town must have 
been a busy spot. You could tell that from the size of the 
principal church, which had a seating capacity of seven, 
thousand, more than half the number of the whole town's 
population in my youth. There had also been three great 
monasteries in Gorcum and one convent. The ruins of 
these still existed, but scores of dwellings had been erected, 
from the bricks and stones of the demolished wings of 
these institutions, which the Reformation had closed. 
Under the streets still ran the crypts and tunnels through, 
which the monks and nuns had reached the cathedral 
in the center of the town. When the municipality 
changed the lighting system of the streets from oil to gas, 
and a gas main had to be installed, sections of that sub- 
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terranean labyrinth were laid open to the light of day, 
and I, along with other little boys, walked in those mil¬ 
dewed subways until we were stopped by the police. We 
were stopped, I should say, not because of any danger in¬ 
volved. There was little danger, for the masonry was in 
perfect condition, but because of a gruesome discovery 
made by the engineers in one of the underground cham¬ 
bers. At the north end of the town, beneath a street 
known as the Broerensteeg, or Alley of the Brothers, 
where a monastery of the Black Friars had once stood, 
the workmen had come upon an iron door in one of the 
tunnels. When the bolts of that door had been removed 
and the door opened, the torches revealed a narrow stair¬ 
way, almost a hundred feet high. On the steps of that 
stairway lay or sat seventy skeletons. 

The news of that ghastly find spread through the town 
like wildfire, and an investigation was started immedi¬ 
ately to determine the identity of those seventy men and 
the manner in which they had perished. I do not re¬ 
member who solved the riddle, but I do recall that some 
Catholic historians from out of town positively identified 
those skeletons as belonging to the friars who had lived 
in the monastery that had once stood on the site above. 
How those men died turned out an even more horrible 
revelation. They had been locked up in that narrow pas¬ 
sage without food or light and had been left to die. By 
whom had that been done? you will ask. I am ashamed 
to say that that piece of barbarism had been the work 
of one of Holland’s national heroes, Admiral de Lumey, 
Seigneur of Treslong, the commander of the Water Beg¬ 
gars. He was one of the leaders in the revolt against Spain 
in the sixteenth century, a fanatical Calvinist who had 
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made the Mohammedan crescent the emblem of the wil<=l 
freebooters he led and whose device was “Liever d& rt ' 
Turk dan den Paap: Rather Turkish than popish.” 

The skeletons were removed at the expense of ttie 
Catholic hierarchy and the bones quietly interred in an¬ 
other city. I recall that the otherwise quite voluble 
Protestant ministers in Gorcum had but little to say about 
this particular incident beyond evoking extenuating cir¬ 
cumstances for the authors of the ghastly entombment:. 
They reminded their hearers that, after all, Lumey had 
been a child of his times and that the Catholics had deal t 
no less severely with the Protestants, which was true 
enough. For in Gorcum alone the Inquisition burned no 
less than three hundred heretics at the stake. Tbeif 
names were written down in a register that was kept^ in 
the consistory chambers. Once a year, on Reformation 
Day, October 31, these names were read aloud in chtxrcb 
by one of the catechumens. 

Even so, Uncle Kees did not let the matter of the 
monks’ skeletons rest. He and some other freethinkers 
published a letter in the local newspaper calling for an 
open and public act of contrition and expiation. Even 
as the Protestants of Geneva had erected a monument to 
Michael Servetus on the spot where Calvin had him 
burned at the stake, so, in some street near the ruins of the 
monastery, the inhabitants of Gorcum were, in self-re¬ 
spect and in tribute to the spirit of tolerance, bound ^ to 
erect a monument or, at least, to affix a commemorative 
plaque to the martyrs of Protestant fury. Nothing came 
of that pious project, but certain precious altar vessels, 
which had also been recovered in the deserted crypts, 
found their way back to the church to which they be- 
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longed and did not remain in the Rijksmuseum at Am¬ 
sterdam, where they had been sent provisionally. 

Those were momentous days for us boys, but they were 
soon forgotten in the flow of everyday life. The gas pipes 
were installed. The oil lamps in the homes gradually 
disappeared, and the town assumed a brighter aspect in 
the evening. It took some time, though, before the 
church was equipped with the new means of illumina¬ 
tion. Until I was ten years old we worshiped by candle 
light. In addition to immense candelabra suspended from 
the ceilings, each holding five hundred candles that 
burned down in the precise number of minutes it took 
the pastor to deliver his sermon of one hour and a half, 
we had individual candles in front of us in the pews. The 
pews were really boxes of the kind still found in King’s 
Chapel in Boston. You entered the box through a small 
door and took a seat on the wooden bench. Your father 
and uncles sat on chairs that were also inside the box. 
The women sat in another part of the church, separated 
from the men. 

The Dutch remain seated during congregational sing¬ 
ing. It would tax the strength of a giant to remain stand¬ 
ing during the singing, let us say, of the 119th Psalm, 
with its eighty-eight stanzas. But it was one of our de¬ 
lights as boys to watch the candles as the singing began. 
The breaths of the worshipers would suddenly strike the 
flames and send them flickering and throwing spooky 
shadows on the walls. Several candles were suddenly ex¬ 
tinguished by the first fervent onset of particularly sten¬ 
torian singers. 

The huge Bibles were fastened to the sloping desks by 
means of long silver or iron chains. The difference in 
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the metal reflected the social standing of the occupants 
of the pews. For each family had its own private box xsx 
permanent leasehold, with its name and, in the case ot 
the nobility, its crest pamted on the door. Those hibl 
were printed in Gothic characters and contained the 
famous translation of the Scriptures ordered by the States- 
General in 1617. On the flyleaf it was stated that the 
translation was a true one from the orrgmal Hebrew and 
Greek “into our own Nether-German language. Netlvex 
German Reformed was also the official name of the state 
church Of late years such references to the Germanic 
origin of the Dutch people and language have been care¬ 
fully removed. Everything has become Netherlandish 
or Dietsch, even the words in the national anthem xe- 
ferring to the German blood of the Orange family. In 
snite of these superficial emendations, neither the char¬ 
ier of the people nor the language has undergone any 
startling transformation. The Dutch remain ^ at t ey 
have always been: a Teutonic people speaking a Teatonw 
language. In saying this, I may perhaps be accused of 
providing ammunition for the Pan-Germans, who are try- 
L to convince the Dutch people, whom they have _ con¬ 
quered, that their future lies with the New Order msti- 
mted by Berlin and that, if they only will co-operate 
loyally, they will be regarded and treated as coequal wxtfi 
the Bavarians, Prussians, Saxons and Scandinavians. In 
other words, they will be recognized as Nordics and may 
hope, in times to come, to be integrated into the ranks 

of the Herrenvolk, the master people. 

Th. fact of the matter is that the Dutch are Nordics 
Jta, and all that and that recognition of this fcy 
the Slavic Prussians makes very little difference one way 
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or the other. Because the Academy of Racial Science in 
Berlin has recognized an elementary ethnological fact, 
I am not going to repudiate it. 

Since there were no industries to speak of and since 
the pleasant miracle of bread raining down from heaven 
has occurred but once in the course of history (and that 
in the faraway Arabian desert), the question may well 
be asked: how did the inhabitants of Gorcum make their 
living? And the rather astonishing answer must be that 
these inoffensive people, who intended nobody in the 
whole wide world any harm, actually lived by and off 
the deadly institution of militarism. 

The garrison was the principal source of the town’s 
income. It counted in normal times a few thousand men, 
all artillerists, and almost double that number in the 
early autumn, when old levies came back for a few weeks 
of training. For quarters the troops had a set of medieval 
barracks or armories located on an island in the middle 
of the town. One reached the cobblestoned parade 
square, which on three of its sides was hemmed in by the 
buildings that housed the troops, by means of a bridge. 
It was on that side of the square, too, where the bridge 
was located, but separated from the parade ground by a 
deep moat, that the townspeople gathered on August 31 
to watch the annual parade in honor of the Queen. 

That was indeed a glorious day. From early morn 
every house, the mansions of the rich as well as the dwell¬ 
ings of the poor, was adorned with the national tricolor. 
We boys were up early, for that day Mother took the 
silken orange-colored sashes from the cedar chest and 
fastened them around our waists with a fine bow so that 
the tassels hung on the left side about the level of the 
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knee. Grown-up men wore orange ribbons in their lapels 
Sd women had a small bow of orange silk on their 

dr The officers of the garrison came out in gala uniform 
that day with a plume of black feathers in their shakos 
md an orange sash around their shoulders They were 
about early in the narrow streets, those gentlemen, salu 
ine left and right with more than ordinary flourish, 
say they saluted because it was a custom amongst the 
Sirens to greet a man wearing the national uniform first. 

X-e were, in fact, two categories of citizens you 
gjmd on sight by uncovering 

Lew them personally or not: an officer of the national 
and a P clergyman. Of cou^e, you greeted n^ny 
others and quite deferentially-the rector of the Latin 
Sdiool, for Ltance, and the Burgomaster, although in 
your heart you despised that squint-eyed snooper most 

PI tTiSn you really did not greet the man at all, you 
rather paid your respects to the high office he occupied. 
To us in Gorcum there was nothing higher than e 
Burgomaster He symbolized the supreme authority, the 
state the top notch in the social order. When he passed 
by whUe you were at play near the church or in the square 
in front of the town hall, off came all the caps, and they 
staved off till he was out of sight. All this does not alter 
thJfact that on one occasion my brother and I subjected 
him and his ridiculous silk topper to an unmerciful 
bombardment with snowballs. He had it coming to him 
for refusing to proclaim an extra half holiday a week for 
skating, in spite P of the fact that the river was frozen over 
—a rare enough, occurrence. 
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I must add, for truth’s sake, that it was quite dark at 
the time and that we had waited near his house with a 
large store of ammunition for an hour or so in a stinging 
snowstorm. There was no escape for him, and his hat 
went rolling down the square while he bellowed like a 
bull of Bashan all sorts of imprecations and dire threats. 
But the louder he shouted the faster our snowballs went 
raining on his chest and shoulders. 

The parade started promptly at eleven o’clock. The 
regiment was drawn up along three sides of the square, 
with the band in the middle of the parade ground. At 
the moment that the colonel commanding the garrison, 
accompanied by his adjutant, came riding through the 
gate, the bugles blared forth. When they were silent, the 
command rang out to fix bayonets and present arms. 
That was a most solemn minute. While the troops stood 
at attention and the officers drew their swords, the majes¬ 
tic tones of the national anthem rolled out. 

Many people wept unashamedly at the sound of the 
mighty old hymn. Not that they were stirred by its words. 
That would have been almost impossible. The national 
anthem of Holland is grand orchestral music, but its 
fifteen stanzas, beginning with the story of a prince of 
German blood whose domains lie somewhere in southern 
France, who professes loyalty to the King of Spain who 
had him assassinated and who, on top of that, is busy de¬ 
fending the Netherlands, constitute a tissue of incompre¬ 
hensible absurdities to the modem man unversed in the 
historical details of the life of William of Orange. The 
author of this piece of archaic poetry, which is the longest 
of all the national anthems in the world, except the Chi¬ 
nese, was a nobleman by the name of Philips van Marnix, 
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Heer van Sint-Aldegonde, whose descendants are amongst 

the most bitter antagonists of the Dutch (Flemtsh) lan- 

guage and culture in Belgium. 

I once had the honor to interview one of the Counts 
of Saint-Aldegonde. The name ha e “ mi L e 
Aidegonde instead of Van Sint-Aldegonde. That inter 
viewLk place in the days when I was working as a news_ 
paper correspondent in Paris and I had become interested 
in the cause of Flemish nationalism and die fanThneh 
movement, which aimed at a reunion of all ** Dutth 
speaking tribes in the world-the Boers of South Africa 
Sd the farmers of Michigan included, under the aegis 
“d prelection, if necessary, of our big brothers, the Ger- 
manT Those were my nationalistic, imperialistic days. 

I look back upon them without shame or remorse, but 

with iust a little self-pity- , . . 

The Count of Saint-Aldegonde, as the descendant of 

the composer of that noble hymn, seemed to metheide 
person to lead the great movement, which publishe 
small newspaper in Holland. That newspaper was edited 
l^Sor, a papal prethonotary by the name o 
Robrecht de Smet, a man slated to become the firs 
Roman Catholic bishop in Scandinavia if ever the one 
Ll only Church should gain sufficient adherents m the 
domain J of Gustavus Adolphus. Each week a thousand 
copies of the paper were smuggled mto Belgium. I did 
it a few times myself. For it was the Flemingsi 
to reach. Across the front page, by way of banner, ran 
*ese words-in Dutch, of course: “Flemings never forget. 

Ah m die Count, he almost burst with 
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indignation. He ordered me off the premises, a fine old 
Dutch house in Brussels, and threatened to denounce me 
to the police. In fact, he picked up the telephone and 
actually spoke to M. Adolphe Max, the Burgomaster of 
Brussels, about my mission. He referred to me and my 
mission in such terms that I judged it most prudent to 
execute without delay a strategic retreat to prepared posi¬ 
tions, as the war communiques would say. 

That would have been the extent of my acquaintance 
with the scions of the Aldegonde family and all their 
works had I not once, in a moment of embarrassment, 
used their name to my advantage. It came about this 
way. 

One day—on January 21, 1926, to be exact—a solemn 
Mass of requiem was to be chanted in the church of 
Saint-Germain FAuxerrois in Paris for the repose of the 
souls of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette. This is an 
annual affair, I understand, and takes the form of a polit¬ 
ical demonstration by the royalists. In VAction frangaise , 
the monarchist newspaper, I had read that all the de¬ 
scendants of the House of France and the real nobility, 
as opposed to the Bonapartist crop, would be present. 
I wanted to see them, so I went to the service. At the 
door of the church was quite a concourse of prominent 
ladies and gentlemen. As they slowly filed inside I no¬ 
ticed that they produced cards. Of course, I had no card, 
but I did not give up hope. Slowly making my way for¬ 
ward in the queue, I heard the man in front of me say 
to the usher: “Oh, I am sorry. I have left my card be¬ 
hind, but I am the Due de Talleyrand. You know me, of 
course.” “Of course, monseigneur,” said the usher. 
“Please to enter, monseigneurl” Then my turn came. 
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and I said: “It is quite unfortunate, but I have also left 
my card behind. I am the Count de Saint-Aldegonde, 
you know me, of course!” 

“Of course, monsieur le comte” said the beadle, mak¬ 
ing a bow. “Please turn to the left and sign the register.” 
This I did. Talleyrand, who had preceded me in signing 
the register, handed me the pen after dipping it into the 
ink for me. He waited for me to sign. I could not think 
of any other noble name, so I simply stuck to my original 
story: Marnix de Saint-Aldegonde. I was given a front 
seat by another usher and sat between Charles Maurras 
and Admiral Scherer, two great monarchists, and be¬ 
hind a lady whom they addressed as Majesty. She was the 
wife of the pretender to the throne, the Due de Guise. 
At the close of the service I made myself as scarce as coin 
in the Chicago city treasury. 

If a good deal of the town’s income was derived from 
the military establishment, some of it also came from 
the agricultural environs. There must have been a score 
of villages, some with populations as numerous as ten 
thousand, to whose inhabitants Gorcum was the chief 
trading center. I knew them all, those villages and ham¬ 
lets, for I frequently visited them with my uncle, who 
was a landscape painter of some repute. I would not say 
that agriculture in our district was exactly in a flourxsh- 
ing—that is to say, a highly remunerative state. It could 
not be. Although there were no latifundia or large 
estates, such as existed in czarist Russia and even today 
in Spain, a circumstance which reduces the peasantry to 
a state little above that of serfs, with us it was the other 
way around: the land was fragmentarized into such ex¬ 
tremely small parcels that really profitable exploitation 
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was out of the question. The overgreat majority of the 
farmers barely eked out a living. They were poor. They 
walked on wooden shoes and probably had one new suit 
of clothes after reaching maturity, the black, heavy cloth 
costume in which they were married. I knew families in 
which one and the same suit of clothes had served at 
the weddings of both father and son with an interval of 
twenty or twenty-five years between the two celebrations. 

Potatoes were the chief staple, potatoes and black rye 
bread. A dish of steaming potatoes would be placed in 
the middle of the bare table, and each member of the 
family and each guest would pick whatever he could con¬ 
sume, but piecemeal. You did not transfer the potatoes 
to your plate. Individual plates were not in use. These 
peasants kept their hats on while they ate. They uncov¬ 
ered only while they asked the blessing, which they did 
by muttering something behind their hats with which 
they covered their faces while praying. 

If you wanted to see a village in Holland, or a city for 
that matter, the best day was a Sunday. You placed your¬ 
self before the door of the church shortly after the noon 
hour. Then you could see the entire population stream¬ 
ing out of the house of worship. Before going home for 
the midday meal, the inhabitants would stand around for 
a while, or go for a stroll, the elder men gravely discuss¬ 
ing the fine points of the sermon and the younger talking 
what young people the world over talk about on a Sunday 
afternoon. My uncle was not so much concerned with 
looking at the costumes as with observing the faces of his 
countrymen. Often he would say when we sat in some 
village church waiting for the service to start or wait¬ 
ing at the door to see the congregation disperse: “If I 
did not know that this village is Hoomaar, I would say 
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we were near the sea in Brittany somewhere or in the land 
of the Basques. You feel as if you were amongst sailors.” 
For this feeling there was indeed no rational foundation; 
but the faces of the men, the quiet and dignified manner 
in which they moved, the self-conscious strength and the 
inner freedom-all these things probably made Uncle 
think of the sea, of fishing boats and harbors. 

Of course, the Dutch are seafaring people, even if 
thousands of them have never seen the ocean. The great 
majority have sea eyes, pale blue, the color of steel, with 
a peculiar faraway stare in them, not of the dreamy kind, 
but of eyes that are accustomed to gaze on a vast expanse 

and see a long way. . . , , . . 

Family life was established on a patriarchal basis m 

those rural regions. The paterfamilias had and exercised 
dictatorial powers; the woman served, but not in a slavish 
or oppressed manner. The right of corporal punishment 
was exercised, aye, with the rod, until the children had 
reached majority. One may wonder whether the boys 
of these rural Dutch families who served their term with 
the military in different cities, some of them in the great 
metropolises of The Hague and Amsterdam, were not 
taught by their contact with the big world to reject this 
almost medieval and surely ultraconservative exercise of 
family authority. But such was not the case. Patema 
authority was reasserted the moment they returned home 
from their term of service. 

Now that I have seen the peasants of other lands, those 
of France and Spain and Italy and Rumania and Russia, 
and then think back to the rural regions of Holland, to 
one of those Sundays spent in the neighborhood of Gor- 
cum, I am struck with the inconceivable, deadening dull¬ 
ness of life in the Dutch villages. Not a single form of 
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amusement was permitted. Football and other sports 
were proscribed on the Sabbath, a visit to the tavern or 
to a clubhouse was frowned upon. An occasional burst 
of children’s laughter was hastily reprimanded as unbe¬ 
coming young Christians on the Lord’s day. At least, so it 
was in the Protestant villages. Across the river in Brabant, 
where the population is predominantly Catholic, the 
atmosphere was by contrast one of perpetual jollification. 

There the boys played football of a Sunday afternoon, 
and the priests looked on or actually participated in the 
games as supervisors and referees. There a cinema opened 
on Sunday afternoon or a bowling alley, and in the eve¬ 
ning there was dancing in the coffeehouse or in the mar¬ 
ket place. For us, as for those Calvinist peasants, there 
was just another sermon, another portion from the 
Heidelberg Catechism to meditate and inwardly digest, 
or just plain Bible-reading by some solemn elder with¬ 
out pastoral expositions or exhortations, preferably from 
the Book of Kings or Chronicles: King So-and-So reigned 
for so many years in Jerusalem and did what was evil in 
the sight of the Lord and was gathered unto his fathers. 
Can you recite the names of the Kings of Judah and those 
of Ifrael? I can, I can even do it backwards. But I wish 
I couldn’t. I wish I had spent the time wasted in the 
acquisition of all that sterile knowledge in the pursuit 
of something more useful. 

As in New England, so in Holland, although a few 
decades later in point of time, the motorcar and the 
motion picture have almost entirely effaced the original¬ 
ity and the individuality of the small provincial town 
and the rural community. I could hardly believe my 
own eyes when, after an absence of fifteen years, I watched 
the arrival of the seven o’clock train on a Monday morn- 
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ing, which was still market day in Gorcum, and saw hoW 
the peasant girls were now wearing silk stockings and 
short skirts and colored blouses and fancy store-bought 
hats, instead of the lace caps and the laced bodices and 
the six or seven superimposed long embroidered skirts 
their mothers and grandmothers used to wear. Few o£ 
the older women too, I noticed, still affected the quaint 
medieval coifs with the golden corkscrewlike adornments 
on the side of their heads. Men in peasant garb—a short 
black jacket of cloth, baggy trousers, low shoes with silver 
buckles or black clogs with bright green and yellow 
flowers painted over the instep, golden earrings and neck¬ 
laces of blood-red coral beads with golden clasps pro¬ 
truding from the collar of their jackets—were rare curios¬ 
ities in that crowd. 

At the market there were now booths where you could, 
dress up in one of those peasant outfits for a price and 
be photographed in it and be immortalized on a picture 
postcard, which indicated plainly enough that the old 
costumes would soon be relegated to the museums. Only 
the oldest peasants still clung to that distinctive garb as 
to something precious and really their own. 


At the turn of the century Uncle Kees would occasion¬ 
ally take me across the river into one of the Brabant vil¬ 
lages, on Ascension Day, for instance, or on the Monday 
following Easter or Whitsun, which were holidays, to see 
the Catholic peasants dance in the squares and taverns, 
festively illuminated for the occasion with Chinese lan¬ 
terns or colored glass cups filled with oil, on the surface 
of which floated burning wicks. That was a sight. Then 
they danced their own graceful native dances and great 
majestic rondes. Now, after market, the boys and girls 
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from out of town crowded into the cafes and bars of 
Gorcum to dance foxtrots and two-steps in the same stolid, 
insipid, and joyless way you see it done in the dancing 
palaces of the Dorotheenstrasse and in Hollywood. Their 
heavy feet stamped awkwardly on the floor, and their 
grace was that of young calves. It was horrible. But now 
they were no longer peasants either. They were workers 
from the suburbs pretending to be “American,” for so the 
modernization of life was called. It had taken everything 
from them and given them nothing in return, except the 
cigarette and a taste for cocktails. 

In the town itself, on stiller days, when the outsiders 
had left, I missed those singular types which in the past 
had contributed, by their appearance and their inde¬ 
pendent, nonconformist behavior, to the richness, the 
animation, and the diversity of life. A dapper young man, 
his hair pomaded in the style of the late Rudolph Valen¬ 
tino, his nose disdainfully in the air above an imitation 
rhinestone pin in his cravat, advanced to serve me in the 
remodeled shop of Willem Bos, which I entered osten¬ 
sibly to buy a pencil, but in reality to see what, if any¬ 
thing, remained of the old atmosphere. “Can I help 
you?” he said in a supercilious tone of voice, eyeing my 
clothes the while and apparently not finding them quite 
to his taste. 

Shades of old Willem! How differently he would have 
acted! In the first place, he would not have come for¬ 
ward with such obsequious alacrity. He would have re¬ 
mained in that dark and mysterious cavern in the rear, 
which had now been replaced by a spruce little office 
furnished with rows of steel filing cabinets and lighted 
from above by a new skylight. He would have waited till 
you had browsed around and made up your mind what 
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you wanted or whether you wanted anything at all, which 
made not the slightest difference to him. 

Willem Bos’ shop (it had a sign outside on which Uncle 
Kees had once painted a copy of Holbein’s head of Eras¬ 
mus, which had faded into an undistinguishable blur 
when I knew it) was located near the college, in a nar¬ 
row street of old houses literally leaning against the walls 
of the cathedral. It was a dark shop, and smelled of glue 
and mice and old paper, and was seldom swept; never 
were the windows washed, but that shop contained fully 
fifty thousand books, and I honestly think that Willem 
had read them all. 

For he never did anything but read and make notations 
with a stubby pencil in a huge ledgerlike book. In the 
course of the years he had been filling countless similar 
tomes. They stood on a shelf above his cot, behind a 
partition in the back of the shop. Willem ate and slept 
and had his being in that world of books. He cooked 
on a small stove and ate his meals from his desk, first 
spreading a newspaper over the table by way of napkin 
and then transferring the frying pan from the fire to the 
paper. He used no plates, but he drank wine, which was 
a rare thing in Gorcum in my youth. The meal finished, 
he resumed his eternal reading. That man read mom, 
afternoon, and night. ’When you passed by late at night 
you could see him under an oil lamp, deep in the rear 
of his shop, with his nose buried in some tome. 

Willem had an immense beard, fast graying and not 
always clean, for he spilled snuff most carelessly. His deep 
black eyes stabbed you like darts of lightning when he was 
angry, something that happened not infrequently, for he 
was a man of irascible temper, impatient and impetuous. 
When I come to think of it, I never saw him uncover his 
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head, except once. Even when he ate his meals or when 
a distinguished citizen called on him, he kept on his head 
that outlandish, peekless fur bonnet which was more a 
Turkish tarboosh than any other headgear I ever saw in 
the Low Countries. For clothing he invariably wore a 
black, double-breasted redingote. When going out he 
threw a big cape over his shoulders, and he wore that 
mantle winter and summer, heat, cold, or rain. 

Willem’s fiery temper was attributed to Spanish an¬ 
cestry. For he hailed, so it was said, from the village of 
Asperen, which is an hour’s walk, or perhaps a little more, 
from Gorcum. In Asperen nearly all the inhabitants were 
swarthy or olive-hued. They were descended from Span¬ 
ish soldiers who had been quartered there in the far-off 
days of the Duke of Alva’s campaign of extermination. 
Instead of killing the people, whom he had been ordered 
to lock up in the church and then to bum wholesale, 
which was the lovely old Spanish way of dealing with 
heretics, the commander of the troops in Asperen fell 
in love with a village girl and married her. To prove his 
good faith to the girl’s father, who feared that his daugh¬ 
ter would merely be taken to Spain upon the termina¬ 
tion of the campaign in the Netherlands, the commander 
prompdy executed the local priests in an unusual way, 
tying their legs to the clappers of the bells in the church 
tower and setting his soldiers to toll the bells for all they 
were worth. Having done this, the commander and his 
men embraced the Protestant religion. They all remained 
in Holland when Alva returned to Madrid, probably to 
escape the vengeance of the man in the Escorial and his 
Inquisition. 

One of these soldiers of Philip the Tyrant, perhaps the 
captain himself, was said to be Mijnheer Bos’ ancestor. 
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It was a romantic story that fitted the man perfectly. But 
my Uncle Kees did not believe a word of it. I once heard 
him tell old Willem point-blank that he suspected him 
of being a Jew from Amsterdam, a descendant of Spanish 
and Portuguese refugees, who settled in the Netherlands 
after their expulsion by Ferdinand and Isabella in 1492. 
When Uncle Kees said this, Willem looked sharply back 
for a moment, took a pinch of snuff, but did not utter a 
word. 

Willem never went to church, though I do not think 
he was altogether an unbeliever. Sunday was for him a 
day of “quiet” reading. Nobody and nothing could inter 
fere with him that day, for he kept the door of his shop 
locked. All the eighteen years I knew him, and for sc 
long as Uncle Kees had known him before me, Willem 
Bos had been engaged on a work which would prove 
so he said, on the rare occasions when he deigned to speafc 
of it, the close affinity of the Dutch people with the . . 
Russians. I remember him telling me once that the I ol 
stoy family originally hailed from the Netherlands —j 
theory that has found some support in more recent years 
But that was only an incidental matter with Willem. I h 
was out to demonstrate something of far greater signiti 
cance, namely, that the ancestors of the Dutch had no 
come floating down the Rhine at all, as the popular hh 
tory books had it, but that they had drifted through tlr 
Baltic and North Seas straight from the plains of Mm 
covy. 

This was not, I must admit, an altogether unpleasant 
supposition, and more than once Uncle Kees, on his walk 
with me, allowed his imagination to run riot on the sut, 
ject. In such moments the Reverend Dr. van Toorec 
bergen, if we happened to meet that worthy dominie, w,t 
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whisperingly designated from afar as the Archimandrate 
Toorenofskikoff and Willem van den Oever, the police¬ 
man, as Vladimir Poopopdenoeverovitch, the chief of the 
bearded Don Cossacks, who must have thought us both 
bereft of sense when we greeted him, muzhiklike with a 
snatch from the tune “Song of the Volga Boatmen”: “Yo 
heave ho! Yo heave ho!” 

In front of his shop, near the entrance, Willem Bos kept 
the current best sellers, the popular literature of the day. 
Some people never advanced beyond those tables and 
shelves. They were the casual customers who kept him 
alive. Beyond, in a second room, which was reached 
through a low door that seemed to be cut out of a wall 
of books, sat Willem himself, usually surrounded by 
friends and acquaintances, all up to their ears in politics. 
Unde Kees would be there, and a silversmith named 
Meyer, a tall and anemic-looking individual; the organist 
of the cathedral, Frans Peer, who habitually wore a silk 
hat; an English instructor from the local college, who 
passed for an eccentric because he never wore a collar and 
tie, but a jersey; then an agronome by the name of Zand- 
ntan, who had once been a Catholic priest, but who now 
served as the local correspondent of an irregularly ap¬ 
pearing periodical called The Dawn, the official organ 
of the atheists; and various other men, all of them rebels, 
at, least verbally—nonconformists, republicans, radicals, 
and followers of Bakunin. Domela Nieuwenhuis was 
their prophet and Barthdemy dc Ligt, when he was in 
town to lecture, their coming Messiah. 

Sometimes the debates in the back of the shop grew 
hot and furious, for the disputants often did not agree 
with each other about the ways of remedying the social 
and political evils they discussed. In fact, I believe they 
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had agreed to disagree. The Queen’s and the Prime Min¬ 
ister’s ears must have been ringing over in The Hague at 
such moments, and the ears of Czar Nicholas and King 
Edward and Joseph Chamberlain and all the other real or 
imagined tyrants in the world no less. 

In the heat of the conflict, I would sometimes slip away 
to the outer room and place the ladder against the shelves 
so that I could look over the intriguing rows near the 
ceiling. It was as if Willem’s intuition had told him what 
I was up to, for he would come marching out of his den 
and, looking up, call out: “If you’re looking for erotica, 
don’t trouble yourself: I put them away a long time ago. 
Come down from that ladder!” 

Of course, I blushed scarlet, for I had been found out. 
Fortunately, nobody could see my face distinctly in the 
semiobscurity of the upper tiers. I would come slowly 
down the ladder, but stop halfway, take out a yellow- 
covered French novel, with some such title as La Femme 
fatale or Nuit d’amour, and inquire innocently: “Is this 
any good?" Whereupon Willem would say: "Take it and 
find out! But don't let your father see it. Here, put it in 
this cover,” and he’d hand me a leather jacket with a title 
like Bossuet’s Oraisons funibres or Jean de Labadie's 
Sermons stamped on the back. 

In saying that the crowd which foregathered of a winter 
evening in the rear of Willem Bos’ bookshop were rad¬ 
icals and rebels, I do not wish to intimate that these men 
were hatching revolutionary conspiracies or plotting 
against the security of the state. There was nothing fur¬ 
tive or secretive about their meetings. They dropped in 
casually, one by one, without any prearranged signal or 
word, quite as innocently as the crackcr-barrel sages of 
the American village stroll into a grocery store and then 
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sit down to dispense homely wisdom or just engage in 
plain gossip while whittling away at a stick. 

Those men in Bos' place may be said to have been —in 
parvo, of course—what encyclopedists and philosophers 
like Bayle and Voltaire and Rousseau were to the Revo¬ 
lution; they were the forerunners, the trail blazers, of a 
new dispensation. In that sense, they may perhaps be 
called unconscious revolutionaries. For of this there is 
no doubt; they were dissatisfied, their sense of justice was 
outraged, and more than once I heard them unhesitat¬ 
ingly challenge and condemn the sacrosanctity of what 
the police, the politicians, and the official chroniclers 
were charged to defend. It is in the back of smelly little 
bookshops like that and in shabby garrets and amidst 
the jars of molasses and sacks of flour of rural grocery 
stores that, the republics of tomorrow are born. 

Of course, I was but a youthful bystander, and would 
not have dared to open my mouth in the presence of my 
weighty elders. Most times when taken there by Uncle 
Kees I promptly found myself a comer in which to look 
at a bound collection of illustrated periodicals and forgot 
all thoughts of politics, but I remember enough of their 
conversation to say that I am sure these men had no pro¬ 
gram of action. Nor did they harbor the slightest inten¬ 
tion of formulating one or of launching some movement 


or other. . , , 

What they said on momentous questions of the day 

was not the expression of opinion of a board of safe, 
sound, and sensible men constituted to back the govern¬ 
ment and governmental authority. They spoke as indi¬ 
viduals who felt strongly. They were the unrecognized 
and unnamed vigilantes of democracy. A suggestion that 
they constitute themselves a party, a league, or that they 
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launch some movement or other would have been, re¬ 
ceived with uncomprehending silence. They were indi¬ 
vidualists with all the faults of individuals, one o£ which 
was laultiness and intemperance of language. But their 
inlluence was none the less felt in the community. The 
very faults of individuals excite attention. Cardinal New* 
man, who knew whereof he spoke, once remarked, but 
whereas the individual loses, his cause gains. “This is the 
way of things; we promote truth by a self-sacrifice.” 

I hey were the perpetual antis of our community, the 
persistent conscientious objectors. Except at those irreg¬ 
ular intervals in the back of the bookshop or on the 
benches by the river shore when they sought each other's 
company to talk things over, they did not join in the 
gatherings of any group or party. For parties were by 
them regarded, without saying so in so many words, as 
something like strait jackets. They refused to wear any¬ 
body's uniform. They did not nourish atiy ideology bor¬ 
rowed from the moment’s fashion or from man’s tradi¬ 
tions, nor did they recognize any barriers of custom or 
discipline. But they revealed the same compassion in the 
presence of a little child in tears or of an animal in dis¬ 
tress. 

I heir whole-hearted charity did not make any distinc¬ 
tions. Dogmatists would have called them irreligious, 
and as a rule the pastors and the prominently pious in out- 
community of Gorcum gave them a wide berth. Still, l 
would say that they were animated by a sort of secular 
quietism: the inner voice played a major role in their 
lives. I can imagine old Willem Bos in an attitude of 
prayer before a divinity unknown to him, rendering 
thanks for having been born imperfect, restless, and re¬ 
bellious, but always subject to the intoxication of good- 
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ness and praising that nameless God for having permitted 
the divine logic of sentiment to trouble forever the logic 
of our interests and our clans. Those men, humble in 
their worldly station, considered reprobates, eccentrics, 
and nuisances by the prominent and the conformers, rep¬ 
resented an element that, I think, we need as badly as 
bread in a civilized community—spoilsports, challengers 
of established procedure, living reminders that the needs 
of the people can never be encompassed within the form¬ 
ulas of the official programs. 

Even so, whether unconsciously or consciously, they 
did somewhat undermine the social order. For at least 
in my case, and in the cases of several other boys of my 
acquaintance, they did forever disturb our belief in the 
divine institution and therefore in the inviolability of 
the existing socioeconomic structure. Moreover, they 
destroyed our desire to see it perpetuated indefinitely. 

And what were the things they grew so excited about? 
For there were times when the bearded giant’s den, far 
from seeming like a peaceful after-dinner retreat for our 
home-grown philosophers, was turned into a bedlam of 
shouting voices and violently gesticulating middle-aged 
gentlemen. Well, there was, for instance, the case of a 
young officer, a man bearing a high-sounding aristocratic 
name, who had seduced the daughter of a fruit dealer in 
Gorcum and whose legal agents sought to exculpate their 
client by blackening the girl’s character. In this they 
succeeded well enough, for the officer was merely trans¬ 
ferred to another garrison and thus escaped the conse¬ 
quences of his misdeed. , 

It was this particular phase of the cause celebre which 
infuriated Willem Bos and his cronies more than any¬ 
thing else. They called it class justice, in which they were 
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right. They wanted to make an issue of it and stir the 
nation to demand a law compelling men, especially aristo¬ 
crats, you may be sure, to contribute toward the support 
of their illegitimate offspring. I do not know if such a 
law was ever written on the statute books of Holland, but 
the girl in question became a sensation throughout the 
country. After her child was born she went, at old Wil¬ 
lem’s instigation, on the lecture platform and traveled 
up and down the land telling the story of her betrayal. 
Willem had written out the lecture for her. The halls 
and meetinghouses where she spoke, however, were 
barred to persons under twenty-one, and therefore I 
never learned the fine details of the affair. 

And there was the incident of the editor of some free¬ 
thinkers' journal over in England, who had been im¬ 
prisoned for publishing a picture in his periodical of 
Samuel anointing Saul, the first king of the Israelites. In 
this picture, it seemed (for I never saw the print), the 
costumes and accessories were those of a modern hair¬ 
dresser's shop, its walls hung with posters that advertised 
certain ointments and pomades. The Prophet Samuel’s 
silk hat was seen hanging on a peg and lus umbrella hang¬ 
ing on the hall tree. Bos, Unde Kees, and the church 
organist, Professor Peer, wrote a scathing letter to the 
King of England anent the editor’s imprisonment, asking 
Edward VII whether he took his title of Defender of the 
Faith to mean that he must engage in such petty persecu¬ 
tion as that to which the editor had been subjected. They 
wound up with a whole string of sarcasms about Saul the 
son of Kish, who went looking for donkeys and found a 
throne, and finally told Edward to stick to his throne, 
not to make a donkey of himself, and to set the editor 
free at once. 
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Nobody expected an answer, of course. But, strange 
to say, the English government, instead of ignoring the 
scurrilous epistle, rose to the bait and made a double ass 
of itself by lodging a diplomatic complaint at The Hague. 
Our townsmen were officially reprimanded, but they, 
knowing their rights and enjoying a triumph beyond ex¬ 
pectation, immediately set to work composing a circular 
letter, which they sent to all the crowned heads of Europe, 
calling upon them to resign forthwith. They actually 
evoked a considerable response via the mails. I still re¬ 
call the hilarity with which Wilhelm Hohenzollern’s 
reply was received in the bookshop. The Kaiser, of 
course, never saw or heard of the original letter from 
Gorcum, but one of his Obergerichtsrate or Ministerial- 
direktoren—I forget the exact title of that Prussian doctor 
—had taken it upon himself to correct our townsmen’s 
notions of the Brandenburg robber monarchy —bei Gottes 
Gnade. 

Then came the dismal story of the arrest and execution 
of Francisco Ferrer in Barcelona. Ferrer was an educa¬ 
tionalist and a philanthropist with strong anticlerical 
leanings. It was but natural that he should therefore 
have been regarded as something like an incarnation of 
Beelzebub by the monks and obscurantists of the Spanish 
peninsula. The man was a threat to their fat and lazy 
living and to their ruthless exploitation of the peasantry. 
In order to get rid of him, he was handed over for trial to 
a court-martial by Spanish officers, men of the mentality 
and intellectual standing of a Francisco Franco-that is 
to say, sly but ignorant, utterly immoral, cruel, and fan¬ 
atical. He was charged with being an anarchist by a prose¬ 
cutor who admitted that he had never heard of Bakunin, 
Kropotkin, Tolstoy, filirie Reclus, or Etienne de la 
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Boetie. But that was enough for his judges and for the 
Bourbon who sat on the throne of Spain at the time. 
Ferrer was shamefully ill-used while in custody and was 
finally shot. It was “a monstrous case of class ignorance 
and vindictive bigotry,” and Ferrer’s martyrdom—for that 
it was—is as such described in all decent biographical dic¬ 
tionaries and encyclopedias referring to the case. 

The ignominious trial and execution of Ferrer did not 
create as much of a commotion as the Dreyfus affair had 
done, chiefly because, I think, the world outside of that 
somber prison of the human spirit, which was and is still 
Spain, had no opportunity to become acquainted with the 
merits of the case. The clerical executioners of Mont- 
juich were in a great hurry to dispatch their victim before 
the civilized world should become aware of the fact that 
the man whom they denounced as a diabolical mischief- 
maker had committed no worse crime than to have advo¬ 
cated a secular system of education and a republican 
form of government for Spain. The idealist was dead and 
buried before the news of his martyrdom reached Gor- 
cum. 

But when it did reach there, the members of the book¬ 
shop collegium took prompt action. They called the 
citizenry to a protest meeting where, one after the other, 
they expressed their indignation and anger and sorrow. 
Not many people attended that meeting; the sly allega¬ 
tion that Ferrer had been an anarchist had done its work 
in Gorcum as effectively as “the smear” of Communism 
compels many Protestants and liberals in our time to 
withhold their sympathy and support from men who are 
singled out for destruction by the foes of democracy. 
Some opposition to the meeting manifested itself even in 
the town council, and that evening the police took the 
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names of all the participants at the door of the badly lit, 
badly ventilated hall which served in the daytime as an 
auctioneer’s shop. 

Opposition or no, Willem Bos said: “Let them come to 
us here in Holland, those who are driven along the 
world’s highways, the outcasts and the weary ones. . . . 
They tell us that this man [Ferrer] trampled on the 
Christian faith. . . . Perhaps he did, but do not forget 
that his feet and the feet of his companions were bare. 

. . . All tears have the same taste, and all hungers are 
twins—our eyes cannot distinguish between them and see 
whether the oppressed are Spaniards or Russians. . . .” 
And then all those present stood up and sang “This friend 
has fallen as a martyr,’’ and I saw Uncle Kees and Frans 
Peer, the organist, holding each other’s hands as they 
sang, the tears coursing down their cheeks. That was also 
the only time I saw Willem Bos uncover his head. 

I saw Willem occasionally in later years, when I had 
returned to F.urope as a newspaper correspondent. But 
he had grown rheumatic. The disease, he complained, 
had stiffened the joints of his fingers so that he no longer 
could hold the pencil stub. He had stopped making 
notations in those huge, ledgerlike volumes and talked 
of sending me the whole collection in France. When I 
told him that. I had been assigned to go to Russia, he gave 
me a letter which it took him more than an hour to write. 
It was addressed to Pierre Degeyter, the composer of the 
International, whom I found in Moscow in a home for 
aged revolutionaries located in the Ulitza Rakova. I 
brought, back greetings from the old musician, and it was 
then that I had my last conversation with Willem. I told 
him about, conditions in the land of the Soviets and men¬ 
tioned that all outer manifestations of religion were fast 
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disappearing. He smiled at this. “Well,” I said, “religion 
was but a superficial thing in Russia at any timel” 

“Who told you that?” shot back Willem. 

“They all tell you that. Maurice Hindus who knew 
Russia as a boy and who has been back there frequently 
since the Revolution, says the same thing. I saw him in 
the Hotel Moskowskaya in Moscow but two weeks ago.” 

“Hindus, the author of Ontredderde Menschheid” 
he quoted the Dutch title of the book Humanity Up¬ 
rooted. 

“Yes, that’s the man.” 

“I have read that book,” said Willem. "Mr. Hindus 
has no right to say that religion was artificial and super¬ 
ficial in Russia. Neither he nor the little commissars you 
saw there have a right to speak on that subject. Rut the 
Russian intellectuals have and they—Tolstoy, Dostoevski, 
Turgenev, Gogol, and Chekhov—they tell us differently. 
They were great religious souls themselves and they spoke 
for the Russian people.” 

“But then,” I objected, “what are we to make of the 
antireligious movement in that country and of the clos¬ 
ing of the churches and the banishment of priests?” 

“When a student has learned his lesson, the teacher 
doses the book,” said Willem Bos. “Humanity has been 
learning from the Gospel for two thousand years. It is 
time to close the book now and see if men will now trans¬ 
late the lessons they have been learning from it into real¬ 
ity—that is, make the lessons come to life in new social 
institutions, new human relationships, and a new cove¬ 
nant.” 

That was Willem’s hopeful view of the socialistic ex¬ 
periment in Soviet Russia. He did not live to hear of 
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government-manufactured famines, of the merciless up¬ 
rooting of the peasantry, and of the slow death for tens 
of thousands in the frozen camps of the Sokolniki Islands. 
He died before the treason trials. . . . 

Willem, so that smoothly pomaded young clerk in the 
renovated shop told me with the relish of a sensation- 
monger, one day took some books from the shelves above 
his cot and threw them into the stove. He forgot to put 
the lid back or, what is more likely, he intentionally left 
the lid off. The flames soon leaped up, but he still kept 
on feeding them with paper. Neighbors and passers-by 
saw the red glow through the glass in the doorway of the 
old shop and tried to enter to help the old man extin¬ 
guish the fire that was clearly getting beyond his control. 
But he had locked and bolted the door and that morning 
had not removed the night shutters in front of the single 
window. He must have been aware of their efforts to 
force the door, for his face appeared behind the narrow 
glass aperture in the door that they had smashed. He 
laughed at his neighbors in a raucous, bone-chilling guf¬ 
faw and bade them be off. It was noticed that his beard 
had been so singed by the fire that little of it remained. 
Then they saw him go back toward the fire, which had 
spread to the floor and to the shelves. He was dancing 
around, throwing more and more books into the fire 
and at the same time yelling at the top of his voice until 
the smoke crept into his lungs. 

So perished Willem Bos. 

There were other types and eccentrics in Gorcum but 
of a different, far less intelligent kind than Bos and his 
cronies. They all had some sort of a queer streak. Peo- 
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pie said that they had been struck by a wing of the wind¬ 
mill, which was meant to convey that their mental con¬ 
dition was half-wittedness rather than idiocy. 

The outright idiots were called “innocents.” We had 
as large a number of them as any corresponding small 
Russian town or village. 

All such individuals enjoyed a peculiar status; they 
were treated with the utmost kindness and solicitude by 
everybody. It looked at times as if they had been or¬ 
dained by a suspicious divinity to roam the streets of 
Gorcum to see who would and who would not exercise 
charity toward them: a sort of quiet way of building up 
good and bad records for the Day of Judgment. 

You were told never to pass those imbeciles without a 
kind word or a friendly pat on the arm, no matter how 
repulsive and unprepossessing they looked. If you had 
a coin to spare, it was a sin to keep it in your pocket, for 
one was not to forget well-doing and sharing one's wealth, 
as God loved the cheerful giver. So you always gave, 
whether you could really afford it or not. Sometimes, 
when you saw one of those beloved of the Lord come 
down the street and you felt sure he was going to make 
a touch, you hastily slipped into a side street or into a 
shop to avoid meeting him. But then remorse smote you 
until you met him again and you handed him a double 
portion. In that way those brethren had you coming and 
going. The vision of that awful Day of Judgment xvheti 
the recording angel is to open the book and read your 
sentence was so deeply ingrained in your mind that you 
preferred to impoverish yourself and miss a sweet or lolly- 
pop now and then rather than gnash your teeth all eter¬ 
nity long in that place of outer darkness where the worm 
and the fire do not die. 
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Still and all, I thought I could draw the line when it 
came to the two Jewish “innocents” we had in Gorcum. 
As Jews they were destined for hell anyway, according 
to the interpretations of that Good Friday, two thousand 
years ago. So you passed them by and stuck your tongue 
out at them in the bargain. 

This I did to a man who was colloquially known as 
Manus the Rhymer. He had a black beard and strange 
luminous eyes that followed you when you passed him in 
the street. I don’t think he was as “innocent” as he was 
reputed to be, for his nickname had been given to him 
because of his ability to recite spontaneously some little 
rhyme that fitted your name or the first word you men¬ 
tioned upon meeting him. “Ah,” he’d say: Pieter, the 
nephew of the painter baas [master]—how would you 
like a roll with sweet milk kaas [cheese]? You would 
say: “It’s a fine dag [dog],” and Manus would take you 
up at once with the rejoinder: “That is why I can afford 
a lach [laugh],” things of that sort. 

One day Manus passed us while we were at play near 
the church, and some of the boys spoke to him about the 
Crucifixion. Manus grew violently angry and first cursed 
and then spat at us. This only excited the boys the more, 
and they twitted him about circumcision. It ended up 
with us pelting him with pebbles and driving him home, 
weeping and sobbing. 

A few days later I accompanied my mother as far as her 
sewing circle, and we met Manus on the street. He stood 
still and turned as pale as a ghost, it seemed to me, and 
pointed an accusing finger at me. But he did not utter 
a word. I stood as if petrified, and my mother, too, was 
horror-struck. I had to tell her all the details of the 
scandalous torment that we had inflicted on the old man. 
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She then warned me that to hurt a Jew is one of the worst 
offenses that can be imagined, for, said she, God guards 
them as jealously as the apple of His eye. They are still 
God’s people, and it is written that whosoever curses 
Israel shall be cursed. 

I had to go and apologize to Manus, a journey of ex¬ 
piation on which Uncle Kees accompanied me, for the 
man lived rather far away. We found him in his hut out¬ 
side the Arkel Gate and chatted with him till eventide. 
Thereafter we were, if not fast friends, at least on speak¬ 
ing terms. But he never again rhymed for my benefit. He 
collected without any effort at all. 

It is impossible for a stranger to see Holland with the 
same eyes as a native son. I have sometimes watched 
visitors from abroad, amongst them some of those phe¬ 
nomenally busy creatures who “do Holland in a day,” in 
accordance with the schedule set by the tourist agencies, 
shake their heads with commiserating and condescending 
smiles over the comparative unpicturesqueness and lack 
of exoticism in the Dutch landscape and then have seen 
them run off in order not to upset the routine, which 
called for France and Italy in a week. They would arrive 
with the ferry in Gorcum, cast a rapid glance at the old 
tower, pronounce it “not too bad,” then run over to the 
bulwarks and perhaps be seized with a fit of laughter 
over the tar-smeared old muzzle-loading guns on the ram¬ 
parts, turn a pair of binoculars in the direction of the 
stunted tower of Woercum across the river and the twin 
spires of Loevcstein Castle, and then be off in search of 
. . , 1 don’t know what. 

It pained me not a little as a boy to see them so ob¬ 
viously disdainful of our sights, and when Unde Kees 
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translated some of their disparaging or downright con¬ 
temptuous remarks, I would say heatedly: “But why don’t 
you tell them that we have a museum too, or that over 
there, in Loevestein, Grotius was once imprisoned and 
other great Dutch republicans?” And he would answer: 
“There is little use, my boyl They only come to see what 
their Baedeker tells them to see. They are in search of 
eccentricities. To us Holland is a living creature, warm, 
a being of flesh and blood. When I look at that river 
and those fields, it is as if my mother embraces me. But 
you must not expect strangers to feel that way. . . .They 
have their own mother!” 

A living creature, breathing, palpitating with life! 
The steeples projecting from the verdure across the river 
in Brabant were like the faces of brothers, the cracked 
roofs and crumpling walls of the houses and churches in 
our town like so many shells left behind by successive 
tides of generations whose blood ran in my veins. When 
the trees in front of the house suddenly rustled in the 
night under a sharp gust of wind, you listened as to the 
whisper of mysterious voices. They did not speak of the 
future, though there were times in the autumn, as the 
storms bent them with fierce impact, when it seemed that 
they lamented the sadness of days to come. 

They spoke of the past. They remembered. They did 
not judge or condemn. They spoke of what they had seen. 
They knew and they communicated what they knew to 
your heart without words or letters. In those hours when 
you ventured out in answer to a mysterious inaudible 
call, the dead met you at every darkened corner, walking 

in the rain. „ , 

Oh there was no fear of the dead then! Those spirits 

stopped to talk and joke. Their secret history, inscribed 
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on the stones of the old buildings that had been touched 
by their hands, became an open book, but that book was 
indecipherable to the non initiated. Communication it: 
this case was a matter of blood. The dead became alive 
again in your thoughts. The atmosphere was saturated 
with their presence. You may not have known theii 
names, the faces of some were too far effaced for them tc 
be recognizable, but you felt their breathing in the leave: 
on which the raindrops tapped and you saw their outline 
in the interlocking branches that swayed to and fro by 
the light of a flickering lantern. 

Have you ever come into an old garden whose path: 
were almost obliterated by weeds and moss and have yen: 
felt your breath suddenly stop, as if someone clutched 
your throat, at the sight, for a fleeting instant, of ;i 
familiar figure hastily scurrying away behind a clump ol 
bushes or a ruined wall? Have you never wandered alom 
in an old house and stood still to listen? To listen foi 
what? Was it not as if you heard a call, the voice of youi 
mother, since long turned to dust, with the same intona 
tion and the same tenderness that stopped you in yom 
tracks when a c hild? 

There was one house in Gorcum, old and uninhabited 
which stood alone at the end of a street near one of the 
town gates. At a certain hour, about twilight, it, was suit 
that the face of a woman appeared before one of the 
windows. On her head was a bonnet of the kind wort 
by Dutc h women of a hundred years before. How cam* 
she there in that, deserted house, which had stood stil 
and abandoned, with all the doors securely locked foi 
decades? 

Uncle Kees knew. “That woman,” he said, “was An 
neke, the wife of our great>great-grandfather. He was : 
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wigmaker by trade. They were married in 1812, just 
a century ago. Their names are in the parish register: 
Reinier and Anneke. Two months after their wedding, 
he, Reinier, was conscripted for Napoleon’s army and 
marched off to Russia. He wrote but two letters. I have 
those letters in a cupboard upstairs. But after that not 
another word came from him. He must have died in the 
snows of Poland or at the Beresina, along with a hundred 
thousand other Dutch boys. But Anneke never tired of 
waiting for him. She was a bride of twenty when he left. 
She was eighty when she died. Every day of her life she 
spent at that window looking for her lover and husband 
to come home through the town gate. In the course of 
time her features imprinted themselves on the window- 
pane. That’s what we see there now, that hazy white 

shape. Look, there she is!” 

But I would not look. I closed my eyes, and a shiver 
ran down my spine. I waved my hand at Anneke with 
my eyes shut, as so many townspeople did, by force of 
habit, I imagine, because their mothers and grandmothers 
had done so in passing the house. Young lovers touched 
the walls of that house by way of pledging their troth 
because that gesture was supposed to assure steadfastness, 
even deathlessness in love. . . . 

Frequenting that collegium of freethinkers, or, as they 
should perhaps more justly be called “libres croyants,’’ in 
the rear of Willem Bos’ bookshop, as I did for years, 
albeit as a silent and, as was often the case, uncompre¬ 
hending bystander, and most of the time unknown to my 
parents, who would probably have removed me from 
Uncle Kees’ influence had they known that it was he 
who tolerated and even encouraged my presence in that 
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strange company, produced in me a restlessness that has 
haunted me all my life. I am aware through various 
criticisms leveled at an earlier book (Days of Our Years) 
that a mere journalist is not expected—in fact, it is con¬ 
sidered rather bad taste—to inject matters so intimate and 
personal as his spiritual evolution, his doubts and beliefs, 
into "an objective account" of his experiences, especially 
if the storm and stress of life and the sight of great in¬ 
justice and much inhumanity have failed to turn him into 
a cynic. I must say, in passing, that I never intended to 
write objectively and that I spew it out, that objectivity 
which masquerades under the name of impartiality and 
which goes out of its way to present, as the saying goes, 
both sides of the question. There are no two sides to 
truth, and there are no two sides to a lie. It is cither yes 
or no. If you want to be sincere, you must be partial. 

I was writing of my own life, and I fully agree with 
Laconia ire when he said that the exterior life is nothing 
without the interior. That intimate life is the dialogue 
man engages in from the moment he is able to think until 
he falls to sleep forever. The inner life is the real life. 
The rest of it—the wanderings to and fro over the earth, 
the sojourn in unfamiliar places, and the company of 
prominent and distinguished men—was, at least in my 
case, purely incidental. I do not mean that I despise 
great men. It is good to be in the company of those who 
have not allowed bitterness and loneliness and jealousy 
to gain the upper hand over them. They arc those who 
have gone through the arid land and who have created 
their own wells of living water, new sources of life, and 
who offer others freely to drink. But I feel at rest only 
when I find solitude to think, whether in a railway train 
rumbling through the Danakil desert or in the forest of 
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Montmorency. Yes, I make no bones about it, to think 
of salvation and of eternal life and of the question where 
we are going and what is the sense and what is to be the 
end of all our striving. Perhaps I have not come to a 
solution. But to say, as some of my critics did, that such 
questions are no longer timely or actual and that they had 
best be left to die with the theologians and the meta¬ 
physicians in the forgetfulness of the inner chamber, is 
not borne out by the reality. 

Mazzini found that there was not a single great victory 
of the human spirit on record and not a single important 
advance of human society without that victory and that 
step being rooted in religious faith. Any doctrine what¬ 
ever, he said, which does not take into account man’s 
need of faith and his need to solve the eternal questions 
of human destiny and origin, has always been and will 
always remain impotent to create a new social order. It 
may for a time succeed in setting up beautiful forms, to 
be sure. But those forms will lack the eternal fire that 
Prometheus brought from heaven. 

The spiritual questions will continue to haunt man, 
whether churches and clergy disappear or survive in the 
apocalyptic era into which we have entered. My atten¬ 
tion was pointed to Russia, and I was told to notice how 
those naive doubts and disquietudes of mankind’s infancy 
have disappeared in the clear sunlight of Soviet life, how 
they no longer trouble the human conscience. I answer: 
what do you know about it? Are you sure? Can you say 
with certainty what a peasant sitting at eventide under 
the cool elms, in front of the collective farmhouse, thinks 
of? Or, as he lays himself down to sleep in his crowded 
room, half hungry or at best stuffed with sour bread, what 
the city worker secretly wonders about? Is that the sum- 
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mum bonum—the commissar and his girl drinking vodka 
cocktails in the Hotel Metropole, while listening to a 
gypsy orchestra playing American jazz? Is that the all- 
highest and eternal good? 

Even if Russia or humanity as a whole ever reaches the 
blessed estate of a material millennium in a classless so¬ 
ciety, even then, and then only, in a more ineluctable 
manner than ever, these questions of whence and whither 
will be posed as they have never been posed before. 
Then, not the economically purified and superfluous 
church, not that old instrument of domination, but a new 
educational system will extract and remove the poison 
from that question of where we are going which troubles 
even emancipated human beings after the daily task is 
done. The more well-being is assured and the farther 
away the fear of old age is removed, the more question¬ 
able becomes the subject of death, which breaks into life 
at the most unexpected moments, blasting its hopes and 
obscuring its goal. 

At home and in the church the "eternal, unassailable 
truths” of the Christian religion, according to the Calvin¬ 
ist conception, were hammered into my head by dint of 
constant repetition. Uncle Kees and his friends shrugged 
their shoulders about the whole business. When the 
dominies and catechism masters proclaimed with pitiless 
consistency that man was fundamentally bad, inclined to 
do evil in his heart, not worthy of God’s mercy, and that 
therefore but a few were predestined to be transferred 
from this vale of tears to eternal glory, those men in the 
bookshop only smiled and said what was absolutely the 
contrary: man is good and it is through his goodness that 
he shall not only inherit the earth but will make a para¬ 
dise out of his earthly home. Whom was I to believe? 
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Heir of a religious tradition on the one hand and later 
in life a humble disciple of scientific methods, I have 
lived in a state of inner contradiction which started with 
the awakening of my conscience. Between my heart and 
my mind the dialogue never ceased. Only very slowly 
and gradually did the reconciliation between the two take 
place. 

I had to go out in the world and discover the truth for 
myself. I think I found the truth. But I will not let that 
allow me to condemn the piety of my ancestors and teach¬ 
ers. For they were deeply sincere in their beliefs. With 
them it was not a mere case of pulling a sanctimonious 
face and speaking in a subdued tone of voice. With them 
it was a case of ascetic zeal having been turned into moral 
rigorism. With their teachers Calvin and Knox, they re¬ 
jected the idea of sanctification by good works alone. 
'They had sunk into a quietistic piety, almost mystical, 
wherein they sought an understanding of the divine by 
meditation, since it was not possible to acquire merit 
through the work of their hands or through learned dis¬ 
courses. There was a good deal of dogmatic piety, too, 
which consisted in strict observance of divine ordinances 
and prescriptions of what Luther called “Herzens From- 
migkeit.” Their love of God motivated all their actions. 
Their religion was one of confidence, and, since confi¬ 
dence is psychologically a question of cessation of will, 
the love of God was a matter of sentiment and piety and 
warming of the heart. But this piety could not assert it¬ 
self fully without the will also being active, on the one 
hand as confidence and on the other as a practical exercise 

of the love of one’s neighbor. 

What they all had in common was that intense and in¬ 
tentional Calvinistic joylessness. If our dominies had had 
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their way, we would forthwith have returned to the 
state of affairs that prevailed in Geneva when the great 
Reformer exercised his spiritual dictatorship in that city. 
There, and in many cities of Holland just after the Ref¬ 
ormation, life was a collective cell of penitence, a spirit¬ 
ual concentration camp, where there was only room for 
consciousness of sin and humiliation. 

Even at weddings, in my youth in Gorcum, dancing 
and music were still proscribed, because John Calvin, 
four hundred years earlier, had willed it so. An unbear¬ 
able censorship reigned over all cultural activity: one 
was not allowed to read a “worldly” book or visit a 
theater. I do not know what form of divine punishment 
was held out for a peek at a troupe of visiting actors, 
who came to Gorcum from time to time, but the appre¬ 
hension of dire consequences sank so deeply into my 
bones, that I, until this day, experience a moment of 
uneasiness when I enter a place of amusement. 

It may well be that this is a subconscious remembrance 
of that time when the members of the Royal Theater of 
Amsterdam or The Hague stopped in Gorcum for a one- 
night performance of Hamlet. There was, of course, no 
chance that I would be permitted to be present. Not 
even Uncle Kees had the courage to brave the censure 
of the fundamentalists by going into the meetinghouse 
with a ticket in his hand. That would have damned 
him irrevocably and forever. Not that he cared a great 
deal, but he had to consider, he said, the sensibilities of 
other members of the family, who would have been 
damned with him. And so he did the next best thing, 
for he was determined to see Hamlet. He bribed one 
of the stagehands to bring him a ladder. We both stood 
on the top of that ladder looking on to the stage from 
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the side, through an opening in the wings, when one of 
the performers, a man in the costume of a medieval 
knight, suddenly caught sight of me and poked the lance 
he held in his hands into my shoulder. I lost my balance 
and fell backwards. Uncle Kees caught me, but my 
weight threw him off his balance in turn, and we both 
went down for the count, with the ladder on top of us, 
with a crash louder than the “Anvil Chorus.” 

The noise stopped the players, while the stagehands, 
the police, and the director rushed backstage to ascer¬ 
tain the cause of the disturbance and the extent of the 
damage. Uncle Kees was so badly hurt that he could 
only limp away, but not before the director had seen him. 
This gentleman thereupon went before the footlights and 
explained the incident that had caused the interruption 
of the play, naming, to the vast amusement of the audi¬ 
ence, Uncle Kees and myself as the culprits. For weeks 
we did not dare to show our faces on the streets. 

One would only have to look into the works of the 
Genevan historian, J. P. Galiffe, to find in what direction 
our dominies would have driven us, for they never tired 
of lauding the epoch of Calvin as the nearest man had 
ever come to seeing the Kingdom of God established on 
earth. Not only did they never, by so much as a word, 
condemn the horrible inhumanity of Calvin, which 
caused his contemporaries to call him the Genevan 
Torquemada, but they told us that his rule by censor¬ 
ship and the executioner’s block for the slightest misde¬ 
meanor—Calvin had a child burned at the stake because 
it had lifted its hand against its mother—was “worthy 
of emulation in every respect.” It was theocracy, the 
highest form of social organization we can attain. 1 he 
fact was that Calvin’s was as ruthless a dictatorship as 
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that of the Communists and the perfect model of wh 
came to be known in our time as totalitarianism. Ba 
thelemy de Ligt was not wrong when he stopped me : 
front of the monument to the heroes of the Reforrnattc 
on the Promenade des Bastions at Geneva one day an< 
after pointing to the statue of Calvin and his associate 
Farel, Beza, and Knox, and to their faces bereft of tl 
slightest trace of human compassion and mercy, salt 
“Look, there you have the real fathers of Bolshevism! 
Paul Birokoff, Tolstoy’s onetime secretary, who was wit 
us, gravely assented. 

Human feelings and sentiments were almost entirel 
pushed aside by religious dogmas and rules. Man w, 
corrupt from birth and could do naught but evil if I 
followed his own natural inclinations. Hence, he ha 
to be ruled by an iron hand; his life and his activity 
had to be hemmed in by ordinances, regulations, and tl 
fear of terror and torment if he was not to behave as 
raging beast. That was the fundamental notion of ot 
Calvinistic leaders. 

In the course of a life that has not been altogetln 
devoid of adventure, I have, under the most diversifie 
conditions, come in contact with men of all classes an 
races, including primitive tribesmen and the social! 
disinherited, and I have from those experiences rcache 
one conclusion: in order to tame the beast in mat 
it is infinitely more desirable to accord him complei 
confidence than to appear before him armed from to 
to toe either with weapons or with threats. I have leantc 
that the Father of the Church who said that the htmw 
heart is Christian by nature was not wrong. But I hav 
become convinced that the old Roman saying-’ 7 /om 
homini lupus ”—is a fallacy. 
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Man is not by nature or inborn sentiment inclined to 
look upon his fellow as a ferocious animal. It is true that 
demoralization by hunger may very well turn him into 
a wolf, which proves one thing only: he must be protected 
against hunger in order that he may learn to regard his 
fellow as his equal. Man, once said Henri de Man, is 
not entirely egoistical and he is not entirely altruistic, 
but his altruism is in a quite different way part of his 
nature than is his egoism; his egoism leads to altruism 
in the measure that he obeys the dictates of his own 
nature. 

This I have not learned from priests or moralists. On 
the contrary, they would have caused me to lose the faith 
entirely and would have led me to despair. I have learned 
that from men who had never dealt with priests or pro¬ 
fessors of morality. And it is for that reason, too, it may 
be said in passing, that I am convinced of the funda¬ 
mental error of those who maintain that socialism must 
necessarily lead to failure because of human nature. 

The most striking incident that showed the innate 
goodness of the human heart came to my youthful ears 
in that dark room in the rear of Willem Bos bookshop 
in Gorcum, when my Uncle Kees recounted a story that 
had come to him through some of Tolstoy’s friends in 
Geneva. 

It appears that Tolstoy was in the habit of receiving 
a certain peasant, a member of one of Russia’s thousand 
and one religious sects, who, because of his convictions, 
was singled out for all sorts of petty persecutions on the 
part of his landlord. Not only did that boyar, who was 
one of Tolstoy’s neighbors, insist that the peasant in 
question do more than his share of the work on the estate 
than anyone else, but he frequently beat the man un- 
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mercifully. Now, the peasant was a believer in nonvio¬ 
lence. He was not a follower of Leo Tolstoy, for the sage 
of Yasnaya Polyana had not himself come to those evan¬ 
gelic views about overcoming evil with goodness. 

One night the peasant was telling the great man the 
story of his life. He told of the hardships he had suffered 
and of the cruelty of his master. “He beat me and beat 
me," said the muzhik, “and the pain he inflicted was 
sometimes more than I could bear. That went on for a 
long time. But I never reproached him by as much as 
a word for his inhumanity and even less did I allow any 
thought of resistance or revenge to enter my mind. One 
night, as I was led toward the shed, where my master 
usually administered the beatings to his serfs, he came 
to me with outstretched arms and begged my forgiveness 
on bended knee.” 

Upon hearing the end of the peasant’s story, Uncle 
Kces said, Tolstoy got up in great emotion and walked 
around the room a few times and then burst into tears, 
but they were not tears of sorrow. They were tears of 
gladness. 

I had a most convincing experience myself along these 
lines when, in the fall of 1935, I walked across half the 
width of the Ethiopia, through the darkest part of Africa. 

Having been assigned by The Toronto Daily Star and 
the Bourse dgyptienne of Alexandria to “cover" the cam¬ 
paign in Ethiopia and finding that no news of the actual 
progress of the Italian advance could be obtained in the 
capital city Addis Adaba and yet disliking to march with 
the conquerors from Eritrea under Ciano and that old 
castor-oil expert and hero of numerous wrecking exploit s 
in the newspaper offices of Milan, General de Bono, I 
left for Egypt and from there flew back to Ethiopia. With 
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a Galla tribesman as my guide and some Amaric boys 
and a couple of mules, I walked from Gallabat in the 
Sudan to the front lines occupied by the Ethiopian army 
under Ras Seyoum. 

I had not a single weapon of any kind on me. The 
two revolvers I had bought in Cairo were confiscated at 
the border station of Gallabat by the British, who were 
playing the noninterventionist game for all they were 
worth in anticipation of bigger exploits to come in Spain. 

I traversed a hostile, primitive, and what has been even 
called a “barbaric” country from one end to the other, 
covering a route over which a scientific expedition, for 
whose safety the Emperor Haile Selassie had delegated 
two thousand soldiers, had preceded me two years earlier. 
That expedition and its guard, I learned later, had run 
into some fierce fighting and had actually fought its way 
through. 

The boys in my two-by-four caravan were members ot 
a tribe that is generally considered the most rapacious in 
the whole Ethiopian Empire. They were poor as church 
mice and had probably never been tempted as they must 
have been by the sight of my wealth of sacks of millet, 
beans, and other provisions. They were seven, and I was 
one They could have murdered me a hundred times 
over on that trip, and nobody would have been the wiser. 
Moreover, we traversed a country that was at war. e 
passed through villages where the Disparata Circus of the 
Italian Flying Corps, in which Ciano and his two broth¬ 
ers-in-law, Vittorio and Bruno Mussolini, had done their 
noblest work, dropping bombs on crowded market 
squares and sprinkling mustard gas in the grass so that 
hundreds of barefooted black children lay writhing in 

agony. 
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Unable to distinguish between an Italian and another 
white man, those people might have been expected to 
pounce on me at first sight and tear me to pieces. After 
all, was I not just another member of that white race 
which was engaged in bringing them civilization. Yet, 
not a hair on my head was touched. I was received with 
the greatest kindness everywhere. I was received with 
honor by village chiefs and was the guest in the primitive 
homes of Coptic priests. The best was not good enough 
for me. Why? 

Because my boys told the villagers: “This man is un¬ 
armed!” 

Conscience plays a much greater part in life than most 
people suspect or admit. Their skepticism, however, is 
justified in so far as it directs itself against the morality 
which decides the “thou shalt” and the “thou shalt not 1 ' 
according to commandments and interdictions carefully 
indexed and paragraphed. This morality so restricts the 
activity of conscience to the sphere of ideas learned by 
rote that it is quite incapable of confronting the reality. 
Moreover, we know by experience that, however carefully 
it has been constructed, this morality becomes useless 
under the stress of a strongly felt animal instinct or a 
powerful economic interest. 

We now know too well that the root of all our acts 
goes back to our instincts to have much confidence in a 
moral tribunal completely separated from the world of 
intuition: And the same experimental sciences, as Henri 
de Man has pointed out, which have laid bare the de¬ 
pendence of our entire spiritual life and the process of 
conscience on the instinct, have also made it known that 
man s most powerful force is his moral instinct. 
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The argument of the Marxists that everything in life 
is determined by economic considerations and interests 
is therefore but partially true. No one will deny that 
economic interests play a part, and even an important 
part, in the determination of man’s actions, but they play 
by no means an exclusive or dominant role. It is the force 
of conscience, rooted in that subconscious Christian soul 
of man of which the Church Fathers spoke, to which 
must be attributed most of the great reforms of history 
and most of the revolts against the existing order. 

It was the bad conscience of the Christianized and hu¬ 
manized bourgeoisie that led it to make more and more 
concessions to the proletariat. Will anyone seriously de¬ 
fend the notion that the threatening revolt of the Ameri¬ 
can working class was responsible for the social legisla¬ 
tion of the New Deal? The working class had no power, 
it was a weak and unorganized minority in 1932. It 
is the social consciousness of Franklin D. Roosevelt and 
of other men who share love of humanity, philan¬ 
thropists, if you will, that is responsible for the immense 
forward movement of the socially underprivileged. 

It was the Christian conscience working as a leaven in 
contemporary society, the sense of responsibility toward 
God translating itself into a responsibility toward the 
brother in distress. 

The notion that there has always been a bitter strug¬ 
gle between the bourgeoisie and the upcoming working 
class is not borne out by the facts of history. Jaures him¬ 
self admitted that the bourgeoisie desired to be just to 
the working classes when it gave them the school and 
intellectual recreation. If the Protestant bourgeoisie had 
entertained any misgivings on the subject of granting the 
people too much enlightenment and rights, it might have 
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followed the example of the old Church and kept them 
in ignorance. 

“The essential contribution of the Protestant Reforma¬ 
tion is that it desired every man to read,” Henri de Man 
once said. But read what? The Bible! The Book in 
which the prophets cry out passionately for a future 
wherein no man shall build and another inhabit, no man 
sow and another reap, no man seek to gain great ad¬ 
vantages at the expense of another man; the Book that 
launched anathemas against the rich and the usurpers 
and that called for the fulfillment of the messianic dream 
of a universal brotherhood! 

That Book with its uncompromising demand for jus¬ 
tice, for social justice and peace, the bourgeois Reforma¬ 
tion placed in men’s hands, and said: “Here, take and 
read for yourselves! Do not take anyone’s word for it. 
Here are set forth your rights. This is the charter of your 
freedom. Do not trust intermediaries. See with your own 
eyes, see the light that is yours.” 

If the bourgeoisie had trembled for the future, said 
Jaur£s, she would have acted like a thief in the night anti 
hidden the Book, as Rome had hidden it. 

It is true that since the Reformation there has come 
into Protestantism an immense lassitude, a flight from 
consequences, a deterioration of ideology, a time of dis¬ 
simulation and softening. Luther was the first bourgeois 
to desert the banner of a militant, on-justice-bent Chris¬ 
tianity. He had given the Bible to the people, had him¬ 
self translated it into their idiom. He had told the people 
that they were the free children of God, that they were 
brothers. The people understood that their new-found 
spiritual freedom also applied to their economic condt 
tion and they formed great leagues. The peasants of 
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Germany marched in great processions under banners 
on which they had inscribed a loaf of bread as the symbol 
of their right to live, and a cross as a symbol of the reli¬ 
gious motivating force of their revolt. 

Oliver Cromwell said once: “When the cause of Christ 
and the cause of the people coincide, then only will both 
prosper.” Leonhard Ragaz has called the breach between 
these two the tragedy of Western civilization. That 
breach occurred in the year 1525. 

With his Bible translation and his ninety-six theses 
nailed to the wall of Wittenberg’s church, Luther had 
thrown wide open the doors of the new freedom. But 
when the peasants came to him, whom they regarded as 
their father in God, and asked him to demand with and 
for them some of the most elementary human rights, the 
simplest, most self-evident social privileges, in the name 
of the new freedom he had himself proclaimed, in that 
moment Luther, from whose merits I will not detract, 
first hesitated and then refused. 

He, the renovator of Christianity, had nothing but cold 
words. And when thereupon, also as a result of Luther s 
lack of sympathy for the people’s cause, it came to civil 
war, he, the representative of the Christ of whom it is 
written that “when He saw the multitudes He was moved 
with compassion on them because they fainted and were 
scattered abroad as sheep having no shepherd, in that 
hour Luther flung forth his blood-soaked writings into 
the world, calling upon the princes to beat down the 
peasants as mad dogs. He declared that instead of using 
prayer as an instrument men could now gain heaven by 
killing and incendiarism. 

The princes heard these words, and the people heard 
these words; they flew at each other s throats, and for 
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half a century central Europe was turned into a hell. 
Tens of thousands of villages were destroyed, hundreds 
of thousands of farmhouses went up in smoke, and the 
German land was turned into a slaughterhouse of its own 
children. From the burning dwellings of the peasantry 
a cry of despair went up and a river of blood issued. 

It is that river which separates the cause of Christ 
from the cause of the people to this very day. Rome has 
not crossed it but has only widened the breach by sup¬ 
porting and blessing all the people’s butchers, from Philip 
II and Charles IX to Dollfuss and Francisco Franco, but 
Protestantism has not crossed it either. And it is because 
of “that red, red thing over there,” that splash of blood, 
the dmai achicha, “the blood of Abel your brother,” that 
the world has been plunged into chaos and misery. 

Not until that breach is closed can peace return to 
this world! 

We had one individual in Gorcum who, while being 
the source of undying wonder to many women, my 
mother included, at the same time caused more irritation 
and controversy than any other citizen I can remember. 
His name was Joris de Pater, and he had once been the 
public notary, which in Holland is a position of social 
eminence only second to that of burgomaster. He had 
retired early in life and lived in one of the most preten¬ 
tious houses in the community. How he had come by 
his fortune was a riddle over which many never ceased 
to wonder and gossip. The usual explanation was that 
in drawing up her last will and testament for an extremely 
rich woman he had inserted his own name in the instru¬ 
ment for a sizable sum and that he had repeated this 
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profitable performance half a dozen times when other 
clients had made him their testamentary executive. 

Joris de Pater had in his youth been a cripple, at least 
so everyone said who had known him as a young man. 
But when I knew him, and as long as I can remember 
him, he was a physical giant in perfect health. He claimed 
that he had been healed on a pilgrimage to Lourdes. 
That may have been possible, of course. The only draw¬ 
back to the alleged miracle was that he was not a Roman 
Catholic—in fact, he was an elder in the Reformed 
Church. And so the question was: how could a non- 
Catholic have been healed in that place in southern 
France where the one and only requisite is precisely to 
have an abundance of faith? That was the great mystery 
about Joris de Pater. 

As I said, he was always looked upon with a kind of 
wonder, which in some people amounted to awe. More¬ 
over, everybody knew that he had made the trip against 
the explicit advice of his doctor. For some time he had 
been dying on his feet, his physician had warned him 
that he would never be able to accomplish the pilgrim¬ 
age. Still he had gone. And this man, who had been 
carried to the train as a hopeless invalid, had returned 
to Gorcum walking as straight as a candle. In my day 
people still stopped in the street to watch him as he went 
by, though the miraculous healing had occurred twenty 
years before. They still could not get over it, especially 
those who had known him as a miserable cripple, who 
dragged his legs slowly and painfully with the aid of a 
pair of crutches. But the strangest part of it all was that 
Joris de Pater, instead of being a model Christian after 
his health had been supernaturally restored, had become 
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one of the most notorious, though secret, libertines in 
the community. There was no end to the stories circu¬ 
lated about his scandalous behavior. 

I can see him yet, tall and white-haired, of truly gigan¬ 
tic proportions, not without a certain dignity. He was 
always dressed in a frock coat and top hat and carried a 
black cane with a golden knob. But his face was as pale 
as death, cadaverous and spotted with large brown moles. 
He was a bachelor and had no relatives in Gorcum and 
more enemies than friends. 

Of course, to my Uncle Kees, who had gone to school 
with him, there was nothing miraculous or prominent 
about Joris de Pater. He had always, he said, known him 
for the fraud he was. 

“But isn’t it possible that he was healed?” I would 
argue. “You yourself knew him when he was a pitiful 
paralytic. Why deny the evidence? Here is a miracle if 
ever there was one. Doesn’t that prove the truth and 
validity of the Catholic faith?” 

A miracle!” Uncle Kees would snort, “I do not deny 
that healings take place, though I do not see why we in 
Gorcum should be saddled with the one and only case 
that seems to be genuine. Why,” he exclaimed, “over in 
Paris they laugh about Lourdes. Oh, no, I do not deny 
it, he would continue. “I have to abide by the evidence. 

I do not deny even that the miracles in Lourdes emanate 
from a being called the Virgin Mary, though I do not 
see why She would have any truck or trade with that 
scoundrel of a De Pater. 

“But what does it all prove? Miracles are no proof of 
the validity of an ethical system. Suppose a Dyak came 
to Gorcum and said: ‘Boohoohoo, our God, is a great 
God. He turns away the poisoned arrows from our ene- 
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mies in the jungle. He makes the sick walk again and 
makes the sun rise on our crops and the next day he 
sends the rain. I tell you, he sure is a great God. Our 
Dyak God alone does wonders.’ What would we say to 
that? We would examine the foundations of that Dyak’s 
faith and his metaphysics. We would inquire into his 
doctrine and his moral character, would we not? Well 
then, if we did that and found that if that Dyak had re¬ 
ceived good counsel from his God hut had betrayed that 
deity by favoring the rich and sending the poor back into 
their misery with empty consolations, if we found that 
he was unmerciful to animals, and that his religion was 
smart rather than pious, sly rather than wise, more polit¬ 
ical than true, that his religion had killed the good pagan 
qualities in him and that it carefully watched the op¬ 
pressed so that they had no chance to rise, if I heard 
that in the Dyak temples or sacred huts they hung up 
battle flags and that the priests blessed those who go 
out to kill, if I found those things, I would simply spit 
on all their miracles and I would send the man back to 
his jungle.” 

That’s the way Uncle Kees talked. He always turned 
everything into a dissertation. But I knew from his words 
that he did not entertain much respect for his old school 
companion. 

Even so, as I was saying about this man Joris de Pater, 
he was an elder in the Reformed Church and a member 
of the board of supervisors of the local almshouse and 
of the orphan asylum; I seem to recollect that for a time 
he even served as the town’s delegate to the provincial 
council, a position that usually went only to the most 
prominent citizens. All these things did not take away 
the fact that in his private life he was far from blame- 
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less. If truth be told, Mijnheer de Pater was a most 
immoral old codger. 

Under that solemn, dignified exterior of his and that 
almost feverish interest in eleemosynary institutions and 
causes, he hid a truly vile and lecherous character, as 
became quite apparent on and after that dreadful morn¬ 
ing when the news ran through the town that he had 
been found with his throat slashed and lying in a pool 
of his own blood. 

But that was much later, after he had become thor¬ 
oughly discredited and nobody had any more use for 
him. All that was known of his private life when I was 
a boy was that he engaged one pretty maid after another 
in his household service. Now, why did he do that? Could 
he not, like any other old bachelor, have taken a middle- 
aged housekeeper and avoided all the unsavory rumors 
that were current on his account? Must men not guard 
even against the semblance of evil? It can easily be 
imagined to what tongue-wagging such conduct gave rise 
in a small community like ours. 

After a few days in his service, those girls would leave 
and disappear from town altogether. The strangest stories 
circulated as to what had happened to them while in 
old man De Pater’s house, why they had left him, and 
where they had gone to hide their shame. I am not writ¬ 
ing a chronique scandaleuse about Gorcum, but I must 
tell of those incidents and rumors because they throw 
a revealing light on the final denouement in Joris dc 
Pater’s life and also because the life and death of a man 
like that absorbed the interest of our citizens as much 
as the clash of nations and ideologies casts a spell of hor¬ 
ror and anticipation over the men and women of our 
time. Society in Gorcum was a miniature world. Life 
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moved on a scale restricted by a near-by horizon, but its 
loves and hatreds, its pettiness and jealousies, were no 
less real and affected us no less. It was all we had. 

Two weeks after De Pater’s death, when his house was 
put up for sale, I visited the place in the company of 
some other boys—anyone could go in during certain hours 
of the day, always under the watchful eye of the bailiff 
and his assistants, to inspect the furniture and the table¬ 
ware that was to be auctioned off. With the other boys 
I wandered through the rooms, ostensibly very much 
interested in the paintings, the bric-a-brac, and the art 
objects, but in reality edging up to the stairway in order 
to dash upstairs over the thick rugs as soon as Mijnheer 
Jacquemijn (that was the bailiff’s name) turned his back 
and take a peek at the mysterious attic that had figured 
so much in the gossip about the goings-on in the old 
notary’s house while he was still alive. 

And to be sure, there it was: all the floor space in the 
top story of the house had been turned into a vast cham¬ 
ber with solid rows of mirrors along the walls and a 
great, thronelike bed built in the center. This bed, which 
was really more a huge couch, lay piled high with fan¬ 
tastically colored silken cushions and velvet covers. With 
its three white marble steps leading up to it, too, and 
the heavy brass chandelier overhead, it looked more like 
an altar to Venus Lubentina than anything else I have 
ever seen, except when, much later in life, I paid a visit 
to Constantinople and saw the deserted harem of Abdul- 
Hamid in Yildiz Kiosk. De Pater’s attic made you think 
that you had entered a seraglio. How a grim-faced old 
Dutchman, who never smiled and who in public gave the 
impression of respectability personified, could have en¬ 
gaged in such sensual Oriental fantasies is more than I 



176 THAT DAY ALONE 

can explain. Everybody went in to see the show, and 
for weeks on end De Pater’s harem was the subject of 
conversation in Gorcum with much giggling and snick¬ 
ering and whispering, of course. 

How did he come to his gruesome death? Was it re¬ 
venge on the part of one of the girls he had ruined. Or 
was there a question of money involved? He had always 
been drawing up last wills and testaments: could it not 
be that some disinherited nephew of one of his old-lady 
clients, enraged at what he considered old De Pater’s vil¬ 
lainy in the matter, had committed the crime? That 
sounded reasonable enough. It was surely a clue for the 
police to investigate. The old notary had made plenty 
of enemies and potential enemies in his lifetime. 

At one time, in fact, half the town was not only bit¬ 
terly disposed to him, but in mortal dread of him. It 
came about this way: De Pater’s house stood on the cor¬ 
ner of the Arkelstraat, a street inhabited by rather well- 
to-do burghers, and a narrow alley in which there was a 
brothel. This house of ill fame disappeared when the 
government discontinued the practice of licensing houses 
of prostitution, but in my youth it functioned full blast. 
You never entered that alley, of course, but you could 
not help seeing the big red lantern that hung halfway 
down the alley and the number 31 painted in black let¬ 
ters on the glass when you went through the Arkelstraat 
after nightfall. Now, as has been said, Joris de Pater 
lived on the comer. On that corner was also a lantern, 
an ordinary street lamp, which was fastened to the no¬ 
tary’s house by means of a wrought-iron arch. 

By dousing the lights in his own front room, the old 
notary could therefore, quite unobserved, watch anyone 
going by in the street slip into the forbidden alley. And 
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this he did. In fact, he spent half his evenings and his 
nights quietly sitting in an armchair before his darkened 
window, like a cat watching for a mouse. When anyone 
he knew passed by, and this person, after a hasty glance 
around to be sure that he was unobserved, furtively 
walked into the alley, the hidden De Pater had a clear 
view of the features of the brothel’s prospective client. 
If he recognized the person, he would jump from his 
seat, suddenly part the curtains in his room, and tap on 
the panes. In the stillness of the evening that tap would 
sound like a pistol shot to the man in the street, whose 
conscience, under the circumstances, would not be too 
serene anyway. He would look up, startled and upset, 
on being discovered. When their eyes met, Joris de Pater 
would simply nod and perhaps wave his hand in recog¬ 
nition; then he would step back and vanish from sight. 

Now, on the surface there was nothing wrong in all 
this: a man may greet an acquaintance, may he not? A 
wave of the hand like that is, after all, just an act of 
elementary politeness. You may even say that it was a 
kind and friendly gesture and that to be recognized in 
so amicable a manner by Mijnheer de Pater, who was 
a man of influence and standing, was not something to 
be disdained. Or else, it may be said in extenuation,^ that 
Joris de Pater, in thus shocking some guilty conscience 
or other now and then, was really a guardian of public 
morality. And, in truth, it must be said that by that 
abrupt signal on the windowpane he caused many a 
burgher suddenly to change his mind. There can be no 
doubt of that. But only one wholly ignorant of toe 
notary’s corrupt mind and character would attribute his 
gestures at the darkened window to a kind, paternal and 
moral solicitude. For what did he do, Joris de Pater? 
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He let it be known in the conservative club, where he 
dropped in occasionally, that he was keeping close tabs 
on the persons who dodged into the alley, that he had 
a register in which he had entered the names, and that 
on that register he marked the hour and the number of 
visits they paid to the erotic establishment. In other 
words, he talked about his discoveries. He not only 
talked, he lied about the matter. 

On the day following one of those nocturnal incidents, 
if he met the man whom he had seen the night before, 
he would exclaim: “Ah, good afternoon my dear Heer 
van der Velde, I am glad to see you. You look quite 
well, I must say. Ahem, ahem! . . . By the way, that was 
rather a late hour to be up and about when you passed 
my house last night. I trust it was not on account of 
your esteemed mother-in-law: I hear she’s been ailing?” 

The man thus accosted (Joris made sure that his victim 
was with a friend or even with one of his children) would 
blush with shame or become flustered and agitated and 
would not know what to answer. De Pater would laugh 
his metallic, diabolical laugh and pass on his way. 

Or he would say: “A fine morning, Mijnheer van 
Duffelen, a fine morning indeed! We had a little rain 
last night, though. Ah, yes, but it did the gardens a lot 
of good, you may be sure. The farmers will not grumble 
about a few showers like that. Oh, no, ha, ha! Still, one 
should be careful. It’s not a healthy thing to walk out 
at nights in the rain, Mijnheer van Duffelen. Not healthy 
at all, you may take my word for it. Did you see that 
new girl Madam has imported from The Hague? Ha, ha, 
she is a Frangaise, I am told. I see her walking by my 
house occasionally. A most charming young lady! What 
do you say, Mijnheer van Duffelen? Ha, ha!” And on 
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his way he would go, leaving Van Duffelen in a state of 
guilty agitation and remorse. 

That was the way this man De Pater aroused enmity 
against himself, but that was only the beginning of it. 
He got into the habit of stopping persons on the streets 
and addressing them with remarks of that type even 
when they were wholly innocent. He spoke to men in 
whose mind there had been no thought of ever visiting 
the alley in question. If he took a dislike to anyone, and 
I think he hated every human being except himself, he 
would try to connect him with immoral practices by a 
more or less sly reference to a visit to the brothel. A man 
might seek to disinculpate himself by saying politely: 
“You must be mistaken, Mijnheer de Pater. I was not 
out of my house at all last night. It certainly was not I 
you saw passing your house at the late hour you say. 
Upon hearing such a remonstrance, De Pater would only 
feign surprise and say: “Now, it is quite possible that I 
was mistaken, my dear sir! Please forgive me, in t at 
case. But still, I am not blind and I still do recognize 
my friends when I see them. You are Mijnheer de Boer, 
are you not? See, see, I was not mistaken t is time. 
And off he would walk with that devilish grin on is ce, 
and the damage would have been done: another citizen s 
peace of mind would be destroyed and I don t know wha 
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happen until he had died. Marcus’ parents had to take 
into consideration that it was not a law of the Medes 
and the Persians that made their son De Pater’s probable 
heir. Moreover, the old notary was streaked with a queer 
and perverse twist, and it was not beyond the realm of 
possibility that he would leave his relatives in happy 
expectation during his lifetime, only to disappoint them 
at his death by letting them discover that he had be¬ 
queathed the money to some charitable institution or 
other or to the church. Marcus was to behave so as to 
prevent the perpetration of any such meanness. 

The whole boy’s life became a course of training in 
amiability. He was never to do or say anything that 
would in the slightest call forth his uncle’s disapproba¬ 
tion or arouse his anger. This was an almost superhuman 
task, to be sure, for old Joris was an irritable person, 
intolerant of the least gaiety or lightness of heart such 
as a boy of sixteen might display. Marcus had to toe the 
line while on those lengthy summer visits to his uncle 
and subdue his animal spirits and his natural loquacity 
to the point where he must have resembled a novice in 

a Trappist monastery. . . , 

Toris fetched him from the station at the begmn g 
the summer holidays, asked him a few questions a o 
his parents and about his progress in.school, andl took 
him back again to the station when the time for depar 
ture came around. For the rest of the im. 
only saw him at mealtimes and then enjoined smc 
silence on him. The boy was left to roam the streets _ 
Sl and go wherever he liked so long - he ™ back m 
the notary’s house for dinner and supper. Th 

it came that he frequently “ *“ rdam 

sions across the river and even on boat trips to 
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to see the Zoological Garden and the picture galleries 
and museums under the pleasant and expert guidance 
of my Uncle Kees. 

In the course of his last stay with Joris de Pater, when 
Marcus was eighteen years of age and had been graduated 
from college, the notary had in his employ a maid of 
ravishing beauty. She was a girl of about twenty, with 
titian hair and a figure that often made the officers of 
the garrison, and others besides, stand still in the street 
to watch her pass by. Dina was her name, Dina Tempel- 
man. Her father filled the position of combination grave¬ 
digger, bell ringer, and beadle in a small Reformed par¬ 
ish in a Brabant village across the river. The position 
in De Pater’s house was not Dina’s first job. It was said 
that she had previously been employed in the home of 
a young pastor in some near-by hamlet but had been 
dismissed by the pastor’s wife upon the, discovery that 
she was carrying on a liaison with the lady’s husband. 

How Joris de Pater had subsequently got hold of her, 
I do not know, but I surmise that it was merely a case 
of the old lecher having let his instincts guide him. At 
any rate, she was in the notary’s house when Marcus 
visited there that summer. The old man guarded her 
as the apple of his eye. He never allowed her to go out 
after dark or stroll in the park where other young people 
went of an evening. For the first time in his life he was 
as generous as a Maecenas. Dina was dressed in the 
height of fashion: jewels, hats, finery, everything was im¬ 
ported for her without regard to cost. The expensive 
clothes and other adornments naturally heightened the 
allure of this girl who had formerly been a mere peasant. 
She became more and more indispensable to Joris in his 
old age. Marcus must have written his parents in Amster- 
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dam about his uncle’s infatuation for his servant gtrh 
complaining, no doubt, that he was a “serabl 

time as an unwilling witness of the billing a g 

that was going on between Jons and Dina. Gorcu m 
This much is certain: Marcus' parents came to Gorcu 
to size up the situation with then own eyes. Pf* V 
could not fail to observe that dear Unde J P 

gressed far beyond the stage where his haison^h h 
ereen-eved Dina could be dismissed as one of his hab 
^ * Ejmc of course they could not argue or p e 

Sit- Th” woui y d only have made matmrs 
:“L: in a fit of contrariness he might have mmnted 
girl forthwith and b^ted all thmr 
was perfectly well aware, of coune, ^ t . blanl 
brother-in-law had come to G a tpr dam 

refused an invitation to go back withthem^, s hotld 
for a short stay during which, it was »ugg«^ 
close his house and dismissi the servan s ^ oM to 

go\r*:^— he was « in his ways and, 
go traveling nuw. , J izzinesSi was quite com- 

except for an occastonal fit ° f J said , was 

fortable in his own house. His dear 
taking excellent care ofhun. . ks > end . The hopes 
Marcus' parents ufctime seeme d about 

and an The“e was this girl, a lithe, voluptu- 

to go up m s • fluttering her 

ous creature, eating at the rnble in mann er 

oriiX wX 

^hfr ^^01^ th" habit of 
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retiring early), she, too, slipped away—just to see for a 
minute,, she would say, if her baby was all right and to 
tuck him in and give him his nightcap. It was all too 
brazen and calculated for words; the hussy, that snotty 
peasant with her unsavory reputation. She would rob 
decent, law-abiding people of their comfort in life, would 
she? Well, they would see! Did Marcus’ parents make 
certain suggestions to their boy? I cannot say. Anyhow, 
when they returned to Amsterdam, Marcus stayed behind 
for a few more weeks and he, too, fell in love with the 
girl. And what is worse, after the old man had been 
put to bed, the two young people found that the night 
was theirs. . . . 

Two weeks after Marcus left Gorcum to enter the 
university, his parents received a notification from Uncle 
Joris that he had married Dina. Nine months later less 
two weeks they were notified that a son had been born 
to Dina. Marcus was not told of these happenings until 
much later, but when he learned of them he left the 
university town where he was studying and came to his 
parents. He confessed to them that he was almost cer¬ 
tainly the father of Dina’s child. With that confession 
the boy sealed his own doom. 

In the first place, his parents denounced him as the 
destroyer of his own and their happiness. They with¬ 
drew their support, going to the extent of closing their 
doors to him. 

Marcus was alone in the world, without money or 
friends, unable to find a position and consumed by re¬ 
morse. He tramped the length and breadth of the coun¬ 
try, grew a beard, and lived the life of a vagabond. One 
day his wanderings brought him to Gorcum. He took 
lodgings in one of the cheapest hostelries, a veritable 
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beggars’ hotel, located in the worst slum, a mere flop- 
house for transients and prostitutes, and went from house 
to house selling picture postcards and pencils. 

Gorcum is not so large that he could long avoid meet¬ 
ing his uncle in the streets. They did meet. But although 
Joris de Pater did not recognize his nephew at first and 
roughly ordered him to be gone, Marcus revealed his 
identity and was told to come to the house in the Arkel- 

straat at nine in the evening. 

What happened there in Joris de Pater’s parlor was 
disclosed the next morning when Dina came downstairs 
and saw her husband lying on the floor m a pool of 
blood. The notary clutched a linen money sack m his 
rigid hands, but it was empty. His throat had been 
slashed with a razor, apparently while he was counting 
out coin to Marcus, and he had toppled backward dead^ 
Marcus was soon caught. He confessed and received 
a life-sentence. Dina was permitted by the conrt ° 
change her name and moved away from Gorcuim The 
murderer’s son became a prominent “Th 

Hague. I saw him there when I last visited Holland, but 

he declined to be interviewed on the Nazi 

wasn’t any Nazi menace, he sai . ^American news- 
existed in the fantasymongenng rams 

paperment 

That part of my youth which I spent in Holland w 
overshadowed b,- »^ ^ r°DuTnatbn. A 

tant body shortly after t e e :„hties It was known 

A second split 

as the Doleancy, from the Latin v« 
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to be afflicted, to suffer, or to mourn. Tens of thousands 
of Calvinists left the state church in protest against con¬ 
ditions in the official body, where modernism and bit- 
tudinarianism had not only made an appearance but had 
become virtually dominant. 

Although this second split had occurred almost two 
decades before I was born, its implications and conse¬ 
quences were still keeping the minds of men in turmoil 
and agitation. The Dolcaney had been the protest of the 
small people against liberalism and against the doctrinal 
skepticism of the majority of the ministers, who lout come 
under the influence of the German school of biblical 
criticism and who had set up their own schools at the 
Dutch universities, introducing a state of mind even 
more radical than that of their neighbors. They called 
themselves reformers and claimed to be working bo a 
renewal of religious life. But instead of fortifying uii 
gion, they had opened the door to free thought. 

When these renovators ventured to proclaim from the 
pulpits that the Bible did not contain the whole religious 
truth, they came in direct conflict with' the (Ulvttmt 
thesis. When, moreover, they denied the divinity *4 
Christ and rejected such doctrines as predestination and 
justification by faith, they found that the people would 
not follow them. Bitter controversies raged. But date 
the provincial synods and even the national synod wet** 
chiefly made up of modernists anti mdifferents, and siute 
there was therefore no authority to repress anti banish 
the new heresy, there was only one thing to do if turn 
were not to be contaminated by what was tailed the 
Enlightenment: follow the example of die Hebums of 
antiquity and go into exile. 

The impetus to this evacuation of the state ttmrtfi 
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by the Calvinists was given by a young minister, Dr. 
Abraham Kuyper, when he preached a sermon from the 
text “Get thee out of thy country, and from thy kindred, 
and from thy father’s house.”- Kuyper called the state 
church the Egyptian house of bondage and showered on 
the official Protestant organization epithets that had 
formerly been reserved for the Church of Rome. The 
Reformed Church now became Babylon, the great har¬ 


lot, a temple of idolatry where science and rationalism 
had taken the place of papist veneration of the saints 
and of the Virgin Mary. The people were called upon 
to leave that abomination, where men ordained to the 
preaching Of the Word of God had fallen back upon the 

ethical precepts of paganism. 

These accusations were not altogether undeserved, 
judging by what occurred in Gorcum itself. In our town 
one of the ministers of the official church refused to have 
the Creed read during the services at which he presided. 
Another confined prayers to a mere recital ofThe ur 
Father. This man never preached from the Bible, a boo 
that he dismissed as “a marvelous record indeed of th 
spiritual evolution of an Oriental tribe, but hardly a 
guide for sober-minded Europeans. He reviewed books 
from the pulpit and recited the poetry of ocjtemg -7 
artists. In politics he was, quite consistently perhaps, 

an anarchist. Ap tvTptwc 

One of his colleagues, in a parish across the_Merwe, 

went so far as to make sport in his 
fices held of old in die Hebrew Tempi*- 
bath for Jehovah!” he would esclanm 

SfcSthe Levitel who prepared the sacnhcial am- 
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mals for the altars the boys of the skinners' guild. In 
one sermon he imagined a cantankerous labor dispute 
between them and the laundrymen’s union in Jerusalem 
over the removal of the bloodstains from the priestly 
garments. When he reached that point in his homily, 
that pastor’s entire congregation rose and left; much to 
his own amusement, let it be said. Ills name was Dr. 
Talma, and he later entered politics and ended up with 
a position in the cabinet. 

I recall this Dr. Talma in later lift* visiting our home 
and going to church on Sunday to hear one of my uncles 
preach. The sermon contained some rat Iter mild refer¬ 
ences to hell and hell-fire. Talma heard it in silence, of 
course, but when he was eating lunch at some prominent 
citizen’s table, and the 1 lady of the house brought in her 
baby, he took the child in his arms and walked around 
the room with it, singing a lullaby, the words of which 
were inspired by the morning's sermon. It went some 
thing like this: "This baby’s going to hell, this baby'-* 
going to hell. Hi ho, the pastor says: 'This baby's going 
to hell.’ ” 

It was as if a bombshell had suddenly fallen into thr 
room. My uncle and the elders looked as if they had 
seen a ghost. Everybody left without finishing the meal. 

Another of the radical dominies, a great friend of our 
family, was Dr. Louis Baehler, the son of an orthodox 
pastor and the brother of a famous organist. This gentle 
man, who became one of the most renowned Samkm 
scholars of his time, had embraced Buddhism ami 
preached the doctrine of the Enlightened One of the East 
from his pulpit in a Protestant dumb. Fine dtsserta 
tions, no doubt {I still have them hi hook form), bur 
hardly calculated to appeal to the religious sentiment , 
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of Frisian farmers who had been brought up on the Heid¬ 
elberg Catechism. Louis Baehler was tried for heresy, 
but the provincial synod, which was made up for the 
most part of modernists, was so impressed with his defense 
that he did not even incur- a reprimand. Only the spokes¬ 
man of the fundamentalist minority uttered the objection 
that the Dutch Reformed Church was, after all, a Chris- 
don institution and that a minister who was officially 
charged to preach the Gospel of Christ but who preferred 
Buddhism should perhaps be invited to go elsewhere. 
The protesting member was informed m polite languag 
that if the Almighty wanted the Calvinist doctrme to e 
preached exclusively. He could be counted upon to do sm 
The masses turned away from the Reform 
and founded their own religious organization, the Churc 
of the Doleancy. In many localities, the new dissenters 
joined those congregations of the Separation which had 

seceded half a century before. ., j 1 *rc ril i 1 - v 

What this meant can be imagined only with difficulty 
in an age of religious indifference, when Protestantism, 
“not actually dead, trails docilely in the tvale of Rome. 
The Doleancy was an upheaval of the first magni 
It was as if the world stood still. Business houses sus¬ 
pended operations as partners first passionately deba 
die issues involved in the breach m the church and th 
broke off their association to go in opposit ,- 
The controversy raged from one end oft e a 
other. The smallest community was not immune, 
some towns martial law had to be predated ^ 

sectaries seemed about to come to blows, o . P 

were suddenly split into fragments as their members 
took sides with one or the other religious groups. 
Gorcum the dissenting Calvinists affixed a large poster 
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to the doors of the Protestant cathedral on which was 
painted in letters of red: “This is not the House of God. 
This is the abode of the Devil!” In other places far more 
drastic denunciations were hurled at the state church. 

Old friendships were dissolved with great bitterness. 
Uncle Kees used to tell how one dissenter, a lifelong 
friend of his father’s, came to the house to ask my grand¬ 
father to join the exodus from the state church. When 
Grandfather refused, saying that though he remained a 
Calvinist, he had no intention of retreating and leaving 
the field to the Amalekites (a term he used habitually 
when he referred to the modernists), the dissenter rose 
from his seat and said: “Anthony, I hate thee in Christ 
as once I loved thee in Christ. If thou must stay, forget 
not that thou stayest in a brothel. Thou wilt repent for 
this in all eternity with gnashing of teeth and a worm 
gnawing at thy perverse heart.” 

Our family was rent in twain, too, by the Doleancy. 
On my mother’s side nearly all our relatives went to the 
new church. Some went so far as to leave Holland en¬ 
tirely and settled in Michigan. Men and women, who 
had formerly been on terms of intimate friendship, 
passed each other without a glance of recognition in 
the streets. And still it was not that they differed on 
religious grounds. The controversy raged between 
fellow Calvinists: those who left the state church and 
those who remained. I seem to recall that there was 
little bitterness against the modernists, who were respon¬ 
sible for the whole turmoil. Nobody begrudged them 
their dominant position in the official church body. They 
were much more an object of pity, for they were men, 
who, though they had known the light, had nevertheless 
turned their backs on it. Since the Calvinists could 
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scarcely bring in the Inquisition, they left it to Godto 
take care of the modernists, firmly 

mighty would not take half measures with those in • 

I is acquainted with an old woman, Vr»u.Mm- 
shouwer, who was known as a Mother in 
is to say, a matriarch who exercised an unofficial into 
ence on congregational affairs and who diseased theology 
with the pastor as if she had been ; ^ ' 

Vrouw Monshouwer had been a widow for ™ 

Her husband had not followed her into the Dolean <7 
movement. He had died without repenting of hn refti 
to leave the state church where he tad been a dea 
and a firm supporter of the Calvinist fraction. 

“Every afternoon at four o’clock,” she sai to me o > 

“I hear Wynant [her dead husband] screaming m the 
pains of hell." When I ventured to “P r “ s ° P ' 

that Wynant's suSering would soon end and nc. lo g 
trouble her with his terrible moans she. 
sufferings will never end, my boy- o j , 

Wynant must find out that God is not mocked. He wdl 
burn forever and ever, and when I go to he-n the 
added as casually as if she had the railroad ticket m h 
purse "I expect to hear his cries from down below 
there in the pit." She said it as blithely as one who is 
looking forward to hearing Hans Handler execute Han- 

^me^Twas a youngster, fifteen or ( twenty 
elapsed since the fatal breach, and stiU the moving 
went on. That is, the controversy raged. “V 

time the dissenters had organised their own> school , * 
own clubs, their own debating and choral socle, 
merchant associations, labor unions, piano J? bre .J er ies. 
ing circles, newspapers, brass bands, and 
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They had their own butchers, grocers, and candy shops. 

It would never have entered a dissenting housewife’s 
head to buy even five cents’ worth of meat in a shop run 
by a man who had the sinful misfortune of having a 
brother-in-law or a second cousin who took up the collec¬ 
tion in the state church of a Sunday. 

How deep an impression the religious upheaval made 
on the minds of the people and how devastating an effect 
it sometimes had on the social life we could see with our 
own eyes in the case of a local merchant who lived right 
across the street from us. This man’s name was Adriaan 
van der Werf. He was a descendant of the famous burgo¬ 
master of Leiden who had defended that city victoriously 
against the Spaniards in 1573 and who had been instru¬ 
mental, through his heroic conduct, in obtaining the 
charter for the founding of a university in his town. This 
Van der Werf and his family had gone over to the new 
church at the time when Dr. Kuyper sounded his call for 
the great “exodus from Egypt.” That had been quite 
a few years before I was born. When I knew the man 
to the extent of being able to talk to him with some 
understanding of such weighty matters as religion, he 
expressed some doubt as to the wisdom of his having left 
the church of the fathers. He said that the thought had 
troubled him ever since he had made a study of events 
in England, where, instead of creating a new split, certain 
eminent divines had boldly taken the only step that could 
lead to “the healing of the torn body of Christ.” He 
referred, of course, to certain leaders of the Oxford 
movement, such as John Henry Newman, later a cardi¬ 
nal. “That,” said Van der Werf, “is the road we should 
travel: back to authority, back to the Apostolic Church. 
This eternal splitting and fragmentarizing of the Chris- 
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tian body is a sin. Moreover, Rome is no longer what 
it was in the days of the Reformation. There is a Pope 
now [we were speaking in the days of Leo XIII] who is 
well disposed toward all Christians, a saintly man and a 
wise man, who prays for us and who would welcome us 
back with kindness and without recrimination.” 

These were strange words coming from an elder in an 
ultra-Calvinist church, and I listened to him both with 
horror and fascination. But worse was soon to come. 
Now, though this man Van der Werf, as has been said, 
was a merchant dealing in rugs and carpets and curtains, 
he was also somewhat of a scholar. He had attended the 
Latin School in his youth and had read the Fathers in 
the original. In his house there was a considerable library, 
for he was wealthy. Not wealthy in the American sense, 
but well-to-do in a town made up chiefly of lower middle- 
class people. A man like that may have been worth a 
hundred thousand gulden. He served the best people in 
town—the military officers, the mayor, and the council- 
men-as well as the good families in neighboring villages. 
When there was a wedding among the prominent! in the 
vicinity, it was always Van der Werf who was called in 
to furnish the house for the newlyweds. He had inherited 
the business from his father, who had been master of 
the merchants’ guild for a lifetime. A man like Van der 
Werf had no reason to worry. He had all his heart de¬ 
sired. He was perhaps the only one in our community, 
except my Uncle Kees, who had been abroad. That is 
to say, he had once undertaken a pilgrimage to Geneva 
to see with his own eyes the pulpit in St. Pierre’s and the 
hall next door where Calvin, Knox, Farel, and Beza had 

preached and taught. ,. 

“When you had gone that far,” Uncle Kees said to him 
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once in my hearing, “why didn’t you continue on your 
way and see Rome and Florence and Naples and Paris. 
Van der Werf looked at Kees in wide-eyed surprise: 
“Rome?” he said. “God forbid! Suppose something 
should have happened to me in that city, an accident or 
something, or if I had been laid up in a hospital. Heav¬ 
ens, what a terrible thought: to go and meet your Maker 
from Rome.” Uncle Kees only laughed at this. But this 
same Van der Werf was now speaking of the Rome he 
had once detested in quite different terms. 

I see him yet: very tall, with a black mustache and a 
slight stoop. He walked with a careful measured step 
and always wore a black suit and a silk hat on Sunday. 
He was not only an elder, he was one of the ornaments 
of the dissenting church, one of its pillars. I think he 
had paid almost half the cost of their building and of the 
belfry they had constructed after the “exodus. 

One Monday morning word went around that Van 
der Werf, “that man of God,” had been absent from his 
pew on the previous Lord’s day. Yet, he had not been 
ill or ailing, and everybody in his family was quite well. 
His sons and his wife had been present at the service, 
but not the elder. Now, what could one make of that? 
One could say that he had been indisposed perhaps or 
that he had preferred to read to himself at home from 
a book of sermons. Or else that a relative from out of 
town had been visiting him. You could think of a variety 
of good and sufficient reasons for Van der Werf to have 
remained away from church. But then he had not turned 
up for the evening service either. And what is more, he 
did not appear the next Sunday and for weeks and weeks 

on end. 

People would say to him: “I didn’t see you in church 
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last Sunday. Were you not feeling well?” And he would 
reply: "I am feeling quite well physically. But I am 
worried!” 

“Worried about what?” 

“About the state of Christendom. I begin to feel that 
we're on the wrong track in our church.” 

“Ah, ah,” people would nod their heads understand¬ 
ing^, “that’s it, is it? You think we made a mistake then 
in leaving Babylon and that we ought to return to the 
bosom of that harlot. So that’s what you are thinking!” 

“I am not thinking anything of the kind,” he would 
retort. "The state church isn’t a Christian’s home. That 
is obvious. It is a temple of paganism. Never will I 
return there. Yet return somewhere we should. I am 
convinced that it is God’s will. I am convinced that it 
was all a ghastly mistake.” 

Now, what was a ghastly mistake? What was the man 
talking about? Was he not contradicting himself? He 
considered the state church a temple of paganism and 
said that; he would never return there. Then what mis¬ 
take had he and others committed in leaving it? What 
could he mean? Could it be? . . . But no, for that Van 
der Werf was too sensible a man. Go back to Rome? To 
that abomination? Impossible! Does a man turn around 
when he is on the road to heaven and deliberately throw 
himself into the arms of Antichrist and Satan? That is 
the way the townspeople talked about the rug merchant s 
inexplicable behavior. 

But then—could it be true?-someone had seen Van 
der Werf leaving the house of the Roman priest one 
evening. It could not be that he had gone there to take 
measurements for curtains or rugs, for there was a Catho¬ 
lic rug merchant in town, and the Catholics, as well as 
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the members of the various Protestant sects, patronized 
exclusively those who, as it was said, were of the house¬ 
hold of the faith. Then what had Van der Werf been 
doing at the priest’s house, like Nicodemus, in the sec¬ 
recy of night? Had anyone an explanation for that? 

If no one had, the consistory, at least, was not going 
to stand for it. It was bound to go to the bottom of those 
rumors. To that body Van der Werf, too, surely owed 
an explanation. And that body duly sent a delegation 
to the man’s house, the pastor in the lead, with five of 
the elders accompanying him. 

I saw the small procession come down the street and 
stop in front of the Van der Werf home. I do not know 
if any event in later life made so sinister an impression 
on me as that small group of silent, hard-faced men 
dressed in black, solemnly walking down the street. I 
had a feeling as if something terrible was about to hap¬ 
pen, the same feeling I had when later in life I was sent 
to watch the execution of criminals in Fulton Tower, 
Atlanta. 

That was the way Calvin’s bailiffs must have walked 
down the Rue de l’Archeveche when they went to fetch 
a heretic, or the helpers of Titelman when they made 
ready to apply the slow fire to the feet of someone who 
had mocked the Mass. What passed in Van der Werf’s 
house I do not know, of course. But what I know is that 
next Sunday his name was read out in church as that 
of one relapsed. 

The man became an outcast. He may just as well have 
closed his business, for no one went to shop there any 
more. His wife died, and he took it as a sign from God. 
But whether it was a sign to arrest him in his headlong 
course for perdition or to urge him to continue on his 
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way and resume his talks with the Roman priest, he could 
not tell. I asked him one day, for I saw him almost as 
frequently as I saw my uncle. “I do not know,” he said. 
"I miss every indication of the testimonium spiritus 
sancti He meant the testimony of the inner voice by 
which Calvinists, as well as Quakers, set great store. His 
hair grew long, and he, who had once been a model of 
sartorial perfection, began to look distinctly unkempt and 
scabrous. 

After a time he closed both his shop and his ware¬ 
houses. His children, of whom there were five, were one 
after the other x'emoved from his home by relatives and 
friends who feared that their father’s erratic religious 
views would contaminate them. He never protested by 
so much as a word against this interference with his 
parental authority. In fact, he was indifferent to every¬ 
thing that went on around him. He could be seen wan¬ 
dering about the streets at all times of the day and night, 
always immersed in deepest thought. 

One day, as Unde Kees and I were returning from a 
long walk by way of a narrow path alongside a canal, we 
met Van der Werf going in the opposite direction. Kees 
saluted him by uncovering and said: “How are you, 
Mijnheer van der Werf?” The poor man, looking up in 
bewilderment from his meditations, replied: “Oh, it’s 
you, mijnheer de schildcr, my compliments, my compli¬ 
ments!” He then made as if he yrould be off, but he 
presently retraced his steps and said: “By the way, it 
is absolutely untrue, mijnheer, that the Bible is the sole 
Word of God. There is, after all, such a thing as tradi¬ 
tion. We deal altogether too lightly with the apostolic 
succession. ...” And then dropping his voice almost 
to a whisper, he continued: “Mijnheer, we are orphans, 
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orphan we are, miserable waifs, hue willful orphans, for 
we have a mother, and that mother is the Roman C'.atluv 
Ik Clumh!" With these wonts he turned and went off 

muttering to himself. 

"That man is out of his senses," I -aid to Ernie Kxet 
"No," said he, "he is not out of his senses. But he 
soon will be if he doesn't tome to a detidon one wav or 
the other. He is afraid to tale the great step. He stmuM 
go where his eoimienee tells him to go, even if if, be the 
('hurt St of Rome. I don't know what hr b afraid of. 
He doesn't need to he uhaid that be will lose ruM*»tiirrs. 
For he has none left. His business is ruined. It tuti-a lx 
the feat of dusking his fellow utbrm that keeps Stint 
from booming a o.nvrrt to (adminbin" 

Hut Van det Writ never rntrtol the Roman fold. < ktr 
day he had a revelation, as he put it, to fmprn his *»mp. 
He went to tin* bather and had his Itait and Ids be ml 
dimmed, On Sund.rv he donned a »u w bl.uk suit ant 
mote mar a silk hat, wfmh !w hid pmviomh Tv 
t ardrd bar a peasant's< ap. I h' ^ in dm tau pew. a pew oi! t . 
« tally mat led "Sot tin* pool," When the pastor began 
to pray. Van do Well knelt down. In doing ... he . auad 
atftmot diumtumr, lot Cab in bo; do not Inert as to ,on. 
Ihry it.uni up, Doting the void that followed, the unit 
drnvo of bis shop wrte t lratted for die ftM tint*’ in tuns 
years and htandnrw tu.p pul on dig-lav in the vim* 
numn. The oib ial impeding was ah-dnled tor a vom 

llilV (pVCftlJWjjJ* 

On Saturday afternoon, ;n afi employee of the gas . < an 
pain wa*. fitting the lamps in the shop with new v # km 
it was uotited that the lamp*, would sea, bom 

"‘I here must he watei in the pipes/' wid the hnrr ti 
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Van tier Werf who was standing near by. “The gas is not 
coming through!” 

“It’s God's hand,” returned Van der Werf, without a 
moment’s hesitation. “You had better come down from 
that ladder," he told the Utter. “God has sent me a 
wanting. I have no right to reopen my shop and pretend 
that everything is well with my soul. I am a miserable 
sinner. How can I be sure that my name is in the book 
of life when it is written: ‘Many are called but few are 
chosen,’ and when it is further written: ‘Two from a city 
and one from a house.’ ” 

The shop was not opened that night or at any time 
thereafter. It soon fell back into its old grime and dilapi¬ 
dation. Van der Werf again took up his wandering about 
the streets. In the end he became an object of repulsion. 
His hair had fallen down his shoulders, and his beard 
was a muss of vermin. Sometimes he could be seen with 
a loaf of bread under his arm, breaking off small pieces, 
hut when you came near, you could hear him mutter in 
endless repetition: “Church of Rome . . . Church of 
Don It, C’.hutch of Rome . . . Church of Dordt, Church 
of Rome ... Church of Dordt...” Dordt (or Dordrecht, 
as it is known in English) is the city in Holland where 
the first synod was held alter the Reformation. 

Van der Worf’s body was found when neighbors, hav¬ 
ing missed him for weeks, notified the police, who broke 
down the door. The dead man was seated in an armchair 
bent over the Confessions of Saint Augustine. 

Oh, we had our troubles in Gorcum. Never think we 
did not. There was, for instance, that man Jan Bronk- 
horst, too, the shoemaker on the corner of our street. 
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I saw him every morning when I went to school. In th* 
summertime the window of his workshop was open md 
when I passed by he would stop his eternal tapping on 
the last and call me over. We would talk for a few mo 
ments until the bells of the carillon started to play tlv; 
hymn that preceded the stroke of the hour. By rtmntiu 
fast I could make it to the door of the schoolhouse befon 
the clock had struck its nine blow. 

“I don't know what they are teaching in that tw;ho« 
of yours," Jan would ay. "Probably a whole lot of thin? 
that pass my understanding. But if perchance the leads 
ers say anything about America, please let me know , . 
tell me about it. Or, if you happen to see a book in eb 
library that deals with America, you could perhaps be? 
row it forme, could you now? I won't .soil it, I prmnb 
you, and I will return it in the shortest possible time' 
And that promise he would keep. In order to learn smi¬ 
thing move about America, Jan Bronkhorst would dt*>] 
any work he had on hand anti take tutu* off to iiwprov 
his mind, as he would say. Amerit a was an bhv fixe wd 
him. Nothing else mattered in this world. He was lilio 
with America and spoke of it night and day. 

"When I go to America," he would begin, ’Til say t 
them over there.. . 

“Just a minute," people would interrupt him, "just 
minute now, you are going to say this ami ymi ate jc-nu 
to say that. Are you aware that they won't undmnn 
a word you say? They don’t talk Dutch ui Antes l. 
They speak English." 

"Listen to me,” Jan would reply, "there were Dtttd 
men in America hundreds of years ago. Thrv wn 
amongst the first there. Don’t you think they will irmr-i 
her at least a few words of their mother tongue, j ;; 
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enough to understand me? I’ll say to them: ‘Here I am, 
Jan Bronkhorst, a shoemaker. . . ” 

Everybody would laugh at this and someone would say: 
"They won’t understand even that. They’ll shrug their 
shoulders at you and go their way. Do you think they 
have time in America to listen to your propositions? I 
should say not. Moreover, they have all the shoemakers 
they need over there.’’ 

"Ah,’’ Jan would come back, "but a good Dutch shoe¬ 
maker, have they such a one, can you tell me that?” 

"Man, don’t be a fool,” someone would reply. "Don’t 
you know that they make shoes with machines in Amer¬ 
ica? Do you think they have time there to be measured 
and to come back two or three times to be fitted and 
then at last, after a couple of weeks, to see you come in 
your Sunday best to deliver a pair of shoes? Do you think 
that’s the way life is run in America?” 

"Machine-made shoes can never take the place of hand¬ 
work," Jan would retort a little angrily. “If it were only 
for that, to impress that fact on the minds of Americans, 
I want to go there-" 

"Oh, yes, they are waiting for you in America. They’re 
going to welcome you with open arms. People are going 
to say: 'Here comes Jan Bronkhorst, thank Godl Now at 
last we’ll have real' fine shoes.’ You’ll be like another 
Columbus when you reach the shores of America. You 
will be met with a brass band, and the Burgomaster will 
say: ‘Welcome, Jan Bronkhorst.! Welcome, dear fellow! 
Thank you for coming here. We suffered for ages, those 
corns and bunions, you know, that you get in store-bought 
shoes. But now all is well. . . . Jan Bronkhorst is here. 
Long live Jan Bronkhorst! Thank you, Jan, for discover¬ 
ing us. . . 
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“Don’t be too sure,” Jan would reply. “I’ll find my 
way over there. They bake bread in Gorcum, they bake 
bread in Amsterdam, and I think they bake bread in 
America too.” 

“If it’s bread you want,” they’d tell him, “why move 
away at all? You have your bread here, haven’t you?” 

“I don’t want bread alone. I want freedom,” Jan 
would say. 

But the question of the language worried him just the 
same. He would say to me: “Now, in going by in the 
morning, could you not just tell me a word or two of 
the American tongue or write it on a piece of paper, and 
when you return at twelve you could stop a moment and 
see if I had learned to say those words correctly. If you’d 
do that, I’d be speaking American in no time. I’m sure 
I have a natural gift to pick up foreign languages. I’m 
not like those ignoramuses, Piet Esvelt and Servaas de 
Bruyn and Gerrit Vos and all those other nincompoops 
who stand around here. They’re stagnating in their own 
ignorance. They wouldn’t move a foot to improve their 
lot. Of course, it’s true that they have no chance here in 
Holland. Here everything is set for all eternity. One 
man’s a shoemaker, and his son’ll be a shoemaker after 
him. . . . It’s like a law. . . . The other’s a grocer, and his 
son’ll be a grocer after him. Klaas de Jong opens a cask of 
margarine tomorrow morning to poison his clients, and 
young Klaas is learning the trade from his father, and so 
it’ll go on and on till the end of time. Now, in America, 
there’s opportunity. When I come to America, I’m going 
to. ...” 

I taught him a few words, such words as I learned 
myself from the schoolbooks: “Good morning, sir, have 
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you seen the sailor? No, but the knife of the teacher 
has fallen under the chairl” 

"What does it mean?” asked Jan. I told him: “Goeden 
dag, mijnheer, he eft U oak den zeeman gezien? Neen, 
maar het mes van den onderwijzer is onder den stoel 
gcvtillen.” 

"Is that what it means?” Jan would ask. “God Al¬ 
mighty, it does look strange! You’re not fooling me, are 
you? Say it again, will you?” 

I would repeat the sentence, but at noon when passing 
by he wottld recite something like this: “Goat morrning, 
sear, half' iattw sane tehe saeelor? No, but tehe caneefe 
of tehe tayaasher baas vallen onder tehe sjaaeerl” 

"You had better teach me something useful,” he would 
say. “What in hell do I care where the sailor is gone or 
whether the teacher's knife is under the chair or in the 
river. You'd better teach me to say: 'How much is that 
loaf of bread in the window? I’lease give me my change. 
What kind of leather would you want for the soles?’ 
Words of that kind, you know, useful words, words that 
would help me get around in America.” 

It was not the language alone that worried Jan Bronk- 
horst. The money question also perturbed him. Emigra¬ 
tion to America for himself, his wife, and three children 
would come to a sizable sum of money. It was all good 
and well to talk about America and dream about it and 
read about it and even try to learn the language. But 
how was out 1 ever to get there? How could one raise the 
funds? That was a most perplexing problem. . . . 

One morning, I had just turned the corner on my way 
to school, when I saw a crowd of people, both men and 
women, standing in front of the shoemaker’s shop. Some 
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■wants it.” Anti with those words he went back to work. 

But he was never the same again. He would still talk 
about America and actually describe to you how people 
lived there and how much more free they were and, above 
all, what opportunities men had there, but he would 
fall into a morose silence when he reached that point 
in his monologues. A cloud would pass over his face, and 
he would be silent. The question of the money was 
troubling him again. 

Three months or so later, the same scene awaited me 
one morning when 1 went to school: the same crowd 
in front of the shoemaker’s window and the same indi¬ 
viduals rushing into the shop and out, all agitated and 
excited. 

“Has he hanged himself again?” 1 asked as I came 
running up. 

“Not yet,” said Servaas de Bruyn, “but he’s going to. 
Someone looked in while he was fastening the rope and 
called for help. He hasn’t jumped yen They’re talking 
to him now. You had better go in, too!” 

I went inside. There was Jan sitting on his knees 
on top of a high cupboard with a rope around his neck. 
The other end of the rope was fastened to a sort of rafter 
on which usually hung some sheets of leather. He was 
saying: “If anyone goes to warn my wife, I will jump at 
once. Stand aside, everybody, so you won’t get hurt. 
I’m going to jump. I’ve had enough of it. 

“ Tan/’ pleaded one citizen, “don’t make a fool of your¬ 
self . . What will become of your children? Think 
of theml Hunk, Jan! Your wife can’t sew shoe leather. 
Your family will go to the poorhouse instead of to Amer¬ 
ica. Your children will go around in rags and hungry, 
and people will say: ‘There go the children of Jan Bronk- 
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horst . , . their father hauled himself.' Will that not 
be a shame foievet?’' 

Another man said: "Who is going to make shoes for 
us when you are gone?" 

To this the matt on the ettpboard replied in a sudden 
burst of anger: "Make shoes tor you? You. hussy paujter*, 
you haven't worn a decent pair of shoe* in all rout lives. 
Do you think I want to go on pan him; your m we table 
chunks of leather all my life? Out a wav, get out of here, 
do yon heat?" lie was yelling at the top uf Ins voice, 
“hi t a man die if he wants to. What tit hell is it of your 
business what 1 do?" 

"Jan," spoke ttp Srivaas dr flmyo again, "that rafter'll 
never hold v>». It'll htrak when you jump ate! y«»u will 
fall heir on dm tafde and Unit vnmsrit, fmt y<»n won't 
break v>an nr«k. You'll hr laid up wish a htokrst leg 
for weeks, that's all you will uu oinplivh," 

More and mote jnams ttuwded into tin* room, Jan 
looked at the fa< r* star mg up at him with * mitempt, All 
at nine Willem van deli <hwi, the pobmuan, rutt-ml. 
fie wed up the -moat hut at a glam e and walked over to 
the (Uphoatd "t»rt down," he oidnu-d "tin down at 
inur, You have no tight to tame a disfuihatur of the 
prate like dm. 1 »ould aura you M it, hut 1 won't 
if you tome dowst at om (-*■“ 

ha anavn fan |k*<»hhoj o spat at dtr poln cm-in and 
tailed out "U^rxiri, setv.mt ( ’»4 the law i. I have the 
right to »!ie when I want, have I not.'" 

Wdlrm * alraly wiped the saliva lt**m hn tmihum and 
said; "All tight thru’ I vrtybodv st-p hat k tmw. He 
wants to jump I.ri him jump < Muse mt," hr * died up 
to Jam "Conn* on, pimp! WVte wait in,; In* vm It's 
Wednesday tndav. V out ftutrul will hr on Satutdav. 
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Be a man, jump down and you’ll hear your neck crack, 
you damned fool. That’s the last thing you will hear in 
this world, too. You’ll wake up in hell where you belong. 
Come on, jump, you damned coward!” 

“If you order me to jump, I won’t,” said Jan. “I won’t 
take orders from a cop!” 

He unfastened the noose and down he climbed. 

It was suggested to Jan that, he could perhaps leave 
alone for America, try to earn some money, and send foV 
his wife and children later. This idea seemed to cheer 
him tip for a time, hut soon he fell hack into the same 
morbid state of brooding. “I couldn’t leave them here 
alone," he told me. "How will they live when I’m gone? 

I may not he able to find work so quickly.” He was be¬ 
ginning to lose his faith in America, too, and it became 
clear that the end was near. 

A few weeks later Jan jumped into the river and was 
drowned. His body was never recovered, hot he left a 
note addressed to the lotal newspaper, which was never 
published, of cotuse, and in which he had written: “Re¬ 
spected fellow t it hem. J wish to apologize for the trouble 
I have caused you. 1 have worked haul, but 1 have bfcen 
like a dog that hopes and hopes that somebody will throw 
him a hone. Nobody has thrown me a bone. Farewell. 
Your fellow citizen, Jan Bronkhorst,” 

Until far into the nineteenth century one may distin¬ 
guish two Hasses among the people of The Netherlands: 
“reliefers" and reu/tets. Up until iH;jo more than half 
the population of the capital city of Amsterdam was “on 
the dole”; in other (hies conditions corresponded to this 
norm in ratio to their population. On the othet hand, 
investment in bonds provided all the enjoyment that go 
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AltKi-v n hiul been a year of revolutions all over 
Europe Netherlands luul remained quiet. The occa- 

sional »'»* tl« out- 

come of t\ t ti unbearable poverty iu which the mass of the 

oeonlc themselves. ^ 

After tiie* et it it a l years of 1H484I0 came a period ol 
economic * ^melioration. England became the workshop 
of the x rM- The world’s markets expanded as fast as 

product U,\,. -IV Mr. «r (■«; irimuplu-a. From thb 

general i,,M> ruv *'"‘*' I “ l ,r " ,, ‘ e,L Bu | 

comme-vr i;*l ,mm K c1 '- I I<»llar.<l «rpp«l 

inn. .1„ 5 r > "> .nnm....s <i«r* 

turns t.i private initiative and state control made then 
uppeara,.. c l« «>*••« >«"• .r-rtal.. |H.UtU-al ««» 

logical t o % trn tu tit* matkrtl muu. < iy. 

'intirevoUtimmov alliame between orthodox anstoerats 
and the; *1 trail people grew Urmer. The ethical Protestants 
became,* xttoiv conservative, and the liberals moved, in a 
sense, bather toward nunlentism. Two great 
nonuDtr leaders arose: Abtaham knyper and 1 omc a 
Nieuw«e»*lruis. It lay in the line of Dutch tradition that 
these two men, who gave the people pohtual schooling 
and <»rt*;tt»i/*‘tion, should both have been < letgymm. 

Kny pc-r i....if» a .he ..n.ir.'vnl.nu.nu.y m— - 
it bec ame a neo Calvinist it patty, w tut m t u, s * 
people;** «. c.mpletely dominated "the men with the don . 
names,,** the aristocrats. Many ot the.e last remnants of 
feudalist,! thereupon grouped themselves arrnme U ■£ 
onet by * In* name of De Havornm Lohman aiul lotmt ti e 
Christ tax. Historical party, knyper and ins party of 
“small people" took a radical democ tutu. * J lt< j 1 , 011 ': 1 

Dcmreia Nieuweuhuis, on the other ham , g« 
the first socialistic ally tinted labor movements into i 





iHU SUY Ai.o;\t‘ 

m !'*!•;■ > t, !iit •>.mv. I'hr im *km nf ihe IWfoliit 

'• " '* *' v. ',lu- lit ,;r t air'* !hH m»H i tn.t.Hnt iHit 111(0 

; U ; ■ '■ !l ‘n u\;'um\ jivnrii.iunr, c\c» into 

i>, • »' a *'! u >«n!ih 

i '■' •' Vi - 5 **!; -i - in HUbiul IwJ ,m Umn.t impuihle 

*.!.* h’4 r-.n lilt* I'VlH'itirh hu ‘,!.m44l4 ut life of 
‘ .• -! v/., iSn- .»Wn*r »4 vhu\ it',,nl«ts»n, 

■ .■ i *, tiu- un ><tn »•$*,,»14*. I».u! kumui^ unn4iu«m, 

'U" v '■ Ur »4 UnUtrn, ,i«4 imttfhicitt 

t : ;i ■ •- , »■ '• f t's-vri !vt.•!*- .» u.til U .ip.ttln .*«4 

!■ .i uV'Uyt;) fla!S,m4 %ti!i 

Ij« - <• ! .»■ ’ n, ’ : ,nn4 .mr, >u\ h ,n Iu4 *n»s*« up 

in ! • '\ , 1 , 1 * sn» ■' 

» <' '• ‘.4- -,i 1 *•; = Ui-n\ri u » ,»J -t> .ifhu 

it* - ■> • r..ll n>n I Ur >.■!<■ nir, at ?hr Iai i' 4 *t 

1 '■ V .1 ,n U * *-U', ,>.h' « 

i ■ !’■ * «>t s; s h.t-i -.ft t.rniuu »4r i':.4hn 

> *u ’ in n t . Ufinif. r-frsrn'.! 'sMv 

; • I • \ \ i “‘‘j:-. 4 l.s'ii i;-*Sr.Uf sn the 

II.' ■ t • . i 1 a: f (•'( n n.<,U; i-ft-l.‘n hi (hi» *a.W 

_ i- ’ ■: i! = 4U-! -*n «;-n>u- * 

; • 1 .%, „ 1 *■ Vj <“f r ,*!;.! !:rV 

1 1 -5 * 1’ I r. J« -t.'i i-h*' ,4'’•US' i !i>n-rts* 

.4 h *ns,:n, in.iis hr-t.'i list 

' • ' ■ ' * * -i ;m-‘. 4 Uith. 5 *-nn | 4 .nj'*rs;n 

, •■ .!.;*■ • J i .* i;v ' § ih-' ^ irt, thn i,x tn'.i’W 

a , a- , ‘ ’ ■■■ s . f 4 no*, hmU<■<:•) fmo nrsit 

• ^ ‘ ■' V, \5 n;- *■( t'<?■: «>.'« * <*i! 

• ,, .*•... 1 •' '■ * ',5 i tit', f«*n* iSs- x:i'fit wi in, .tn4 wi« 

r . ' • - J 

| , I , _.; r. no n n-.n ..Un f.l *)i .iHnU* 

. i r i:,•<,. *- Vi *.oh t i hrm 
. n*. n\>• Un- 



211 


AS TIME ONE DAY 

century, it now liberated itself. New names were heard. 
Multatuli fought a passionate struggle against the petty- 
bourgeois spirit. More than any other writer, Multatuli 
contributed to the awakening of Holland. Also, a new 
science and a new philosophy made their appearance. 
Painters were struck by the beauty of an entire country 
seized by the fever of construction: Van Gogh, Breitner, 
Witsen, Toorop. Ruskin and Tolstoy gained a wider in¬ 
fluence. A feminist movement came into existence. The 
cities were modernized. Young poets, Frederik van 
Kcdon, Van Deyssel, Frank van der Goes, Gorter, wanted 
to "push Holland into the stream of the nations.” 

But now the political and social contradictions also 
grew more marked. Abraham Kuyper, the leader of the 
neo-Calvin ist party, had founded a university of his own 
and had led a second great exodus of dissenters out of the 
state church. For a moment this neo-Calvinism hovered 
on the brink of radical-democratic republicanism. 

The "God-given Leader,” as he was called by his fol¬ 
lowers among the "small people," saw a danger in the 
growth of the state. "All our independent democratic in¬ 
stitutions," he explained, "are disappearing before the 
magic slogan of the one and indivisible state. What will 
become of us if the process of centralization, now scarcely 
begun, will have run its full course? Where will we find 
the power to fight buck if the apotheosized state con¬ 
tinues to brand every resistance as sacrilege? What be¬ 
comes of personal initiative and individual freedom if 
this Cummin of the modem state keeps on growing and 
if modern imperialism transforms its panem et circenses 
into economic regulations, and if material prosperity 
permits itself everything, while there is nobody to re¬ 
sist, because nobody can resist? I know this process, he 
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Holland and its Indian possessions would inevitably be 
drawn into the maelstrom. 

In those years preceding the Second World War, Hol¬ 
land virtually lost its independence to the British Em¬ 
pire. England did not look upon Holland any longer as 
an independent state: Britain’s frontiers were pushed 
eastward to the Rhine. 

In modern times, Britain has fought four wars: against 
Spain, against the France of Louis XIV, against Na¬ 
poleon, and against the German Empire. The goal and 
object of these four wars was in each case the same, to 
prevent a Continental power from gaining control of the 
North Sea shores-that is to say. The Netherlands-and 
to maintain the balance of power in Europe. 

Whereas Holland’s geopolitical situation had saved it 
from being drawn into the war of 19 1 4 even as, icversely, 
Belgium's geopolitical situation had caused that country 
to be drawn into the Great War, in spite of its status 
of neutrality ami its military preparedness, because both 
the Allies and the Central Powers had included the viola¬ 
tion of Belgium neutrality in their war plans, any future 
conflict in Europe was not likely to spare I he Nether¬ 
lands. The technical evolution of aerial warfare had 
made of the territories across the Channel and the North 
Sea a matter of vital importance to Great Britain. Eng¬ 
land amid no longer leave I loiland its freedom of action. 
That the Dutch government took the same view of the 
situation appears from its declaration in the Second 
Chamber in 1934, when it was said that the new Dutch 
army was not organized in the expectation of fighting 
an independent action of defense, a localized conflict 
between Holland and a western European lower being 
unthinkable. 
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txial security, only then other great civic works such as 
he filling in of the Zuider Zee. . . 

In other words: fust and foremost, the maintenance of 
he existing pnlit U nec onomic system—a system which, 
hough it included an immensely rich colonial empire, 
xas reduced certain sections of the Dutch Indies to the 
,ame ah jet t poverty as the rural regions of British India 
md whit h caused the Dntth people themselves to suffer 
:mt less from the depression than the people of Denmark, 
ivho have no tolonies. That was the sum and substance 
:if the Dun h "national idea" as propounded by the states¬ 
men who wete to stand at the head of the nation when 
the German at tat k t ante. 

It was a question of the national idea and the national 
safety deposit box being synonymous! 

It is a cut Urns fat t that those who think themselves the 
hearers til the national itlea, in neatly all countiics of the 
wt ,rld, ate the bitterest enemies of the purest cultural 
traditions of the peoples, freedom, justue, and Humanity 
are wools and toutepts whith tin not go with a mentality 
that, instead of having its toots in the past, springs from 
the politic oft outturn demands ol the moment. Ihc te¬ 
rn mament campaign and the psychological atmosphere 
treated by it were interpreted as a national reveille by 
the impetialistU sthool of statesmen in whose hands lay 
the reins of government when the Second World War 
broke out. In teality, it was an attack on the physical 
and spit itttal health of the Dutch nation, in that it sought 
to c reate a morality whit It aims at the destruction ol the 
human petsouality ami whit h has for its purpose the pro- 
ikutioit of subhuman < 

The demands of Dutch national culture, at the moment 
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o£ the German invasion, were diametrically at variance 
with the basis of the political-economic life and with the 
consequences of it. No hostile power or conqueror has 
ever been able to eradicate what is most characteristic 
in a people, its culture, which is the real basis of its inde¬ 
pendence. However, the demands of modem imperial¬ 
ism, Dutch imperialism not excluded, are: Fascism, the 
concentration of the means of production in one hand, 
concentration of political power, dictatorshipj and death, 
psychologically, to culture, so that there is a docile mass 

to tleal with instead of a nation.... 

The invasion itself showed up the deceptive char¬ 
acter, the fUmsiness, and the mcflkacity of the imperialist 
game played by the Dutch government. In the years 
n)VH 0 * £ * u> which the German danger on 

the borders grew constantly more acute, the Dutch gov¬ 
ernment sought to deflect the people's and the world's 
attention, by periodically reiterated and increasingly vo¬ 
ciferous declarations of neutrality, from the close organic 
relationship that existed between British imperialism and 
its adjunct, Dun h imperialism, and from the political 
function that Holland fulfilled on the Continent as one 
of Great Britain's chief instruments for the maintenance 


of the balance of power. , , . 

In order to give a semblance of authenticity to this atti¬ 
tude, width was umtradicted by the very nature and facts 
of the international conjuncture and width it assumed for 
the purpose of diverting the Dtuth people's attention 
from the fact that I loUaud, instead of being a small Euro- 
jieati nation, was in reality a great Asiatic Power that 
.lived the game of imperialist power pohtus as let klcvdy 
!„ Japan, HiUain, unt! Frame, the Dutth government 
purposely refrained from working out a plan of co oidt- 
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nated defense with Belgium, France, and England, who 
were equally threatened by the resurgent imperialism of 
Germany. 

This course of action, or rather this neglect of taking 
elementary precautions, which, in the light of events, 
turns out to have been the height of folly and, as a matter 
of fact, downright suicide, still found defenders after 
the Queen of The Netherlands had become an exile in 
London and the King of the Belgiums a prisoner in Ger¬ 
man hands, their countries battered to pieces, and the 
peoples of Holland and Belgium helplessly caught in the 
strait-jacket of German Fascism. 

Instead of admitting, in a spirit of contrition and re¬ 
pentance, the illusionary policy of neutrality, which was 
fundamentally a mere trick to appease Adolf Hitler, and 
instead of confessing a lamentable lack of foresight and 
a constant misreading of the signs of the times on his part, 
Eelco van Kleffens, chief of the diplomatic section of the 
Department of Foreign Affairs of the Dutch government- 
in-exile, wrote a book in justification of that policy which 
had contributed so effectively to Holland’s undoing. 

Although the lessons of the war of 1914-18 were still 
fresh in everybody’s memory, particularly the fact that 
Germany had not paid the slightest heed to Belgium’s 
protests of neutrality when the German High Command 
considered the violation of Belgium territory a question 
of ineluctable “military necessity,” the governments of. 
Holland and Belgium hid again behind that brittle bul¬ 
wark when Germany’s armies started on the rampage 
once more. The Dutch government persisted in pro¬ 
claiming its neutrality (though it was involved up to its 
ears in the issues that were at stake) after the Nazi Reich 
had openly declared itself and had proved itself far more 
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contemptuous of considerations of international morale 
than Kaiser Wilhelm’s First World War rdgime. 

Because it had worked so well during the war of 1914- 
18, when Germany had avoided Dutch territory in her 
drive to the Channel ports, the same policy of neutrality, 
to the effectiveness of which Holland’s salvation in the 
previous war was now erroneously attributed, was taken 
up again. It deceived nobody—except the “realistic” 
statesmen at The Hague. 

Had the German armies skirted Dutch territory for the 
second time in twenty-five years, the world would never 
have heard of Van Kleffens and his colleagues as defend¬ 
ers of democracy. These gentlemen would have allowed 
Holland to be encircled by the Axis armies, as Sweden 
was, and still have prided themselves, as did Sweden, on 
their country s national independence. 

In an hour when the political sky darkened progres¬ 
sively and when the thunderbolts were striking right and 
left, Dutch statesmanship placed its trust in what Von 
Bethmann-Hollweg had once sneeringly dismissed as a 
scrap of paper. It embarked on and persisted in that fan¬ 
tastic course after the League of Nations had turned to 
ashes, after the maxim of collective security had been 
universally abandoned, after Poland and Czechoslovakia 
a been conquered, and after two neutral Scandinavian 
countries had been overrun by the German armies. Un¬ 
til the last minute—until it was too late—the govern¬ 
ments of Holland and Belgium refused to have their 

military staffs enter into discussions with the Frerch and 
British. 

Ruat coelum, fiat neutropassiva! 

This policy may now well be lauded by the authors 
hemselves as a sample of prudent and consistent states- 
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manship, but men of common sense have another word 
for it. 

But the Dutch people, who are a good people and who 
are the victims and martyrs of the imperialist policy pur¬ 
sued by their several governments, will, in a common 
effort with the other conquered nations of Europe, throw 
off the Nazi yoke. And they will also want to know what 
led to their enslavement. 

Holland will rise again! But not the Holland of the 
men of guile and blood. It will be a Holland that has 
clean hands and a pure heart, a Holland that shall have 
wiped off the stains of the oppression of the Indonesian 
people and have freed herself of all imperialistic connec¬ 
tions—a truly neutral Holland in a free Europe. 

It is that Holland which will intone the seventh and 
last hymn which Uilenspiegel prophesied at Veere, the 
hymn of independence and freedom and eternal 
peace! ... 

We had our troubles in Gorcum. True, they were not 
great, world-shaking events, problems of a magnitude to 
require the solicitude of statesmen and crowned heads. 
They were just the mean, little troubles of small people, 
troubles resulting from carefully hidden destitution, in¬ 
articulate sorrow, and what may be called decent poverty. 
There was a good deal of that in Gorcum, just as there 
was in the whole of Holland. Those who would have the 
world believe that Holland before the German invasion 
of 1941 was a sort of Cockaigne, a terrestrial paradise, a 
democratic ne plus ultra, with milk and honey flowing 
freely for everybody, are misleaders and prevaricators. 
Holland hid its misery. A native pride caused the people 
to be silent about their trials. The mass of the Dutch 
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people had no share in the riches of India and in the 
wealth that flowed from petroleum wells. I recall peasant 
recruits telling my father and Uncle Kees that they were 
overjoyed to be in the army for a few months, for there 
they could at least eat their fill and have meat more often 
than once a week. 

The school children were made to sing that they lived 
happily and freely on Holland’s dear soil and that, broken 
free from slavery, they were now, through unity and cour¬ 
age, members of a great and free nation. Young as I was, 
the words used to stick in my throat when I looked 
around me and saw the boys and girls who were singing 
that. Will I be believed when I say that 1 knew children 
who never saw a glass of milk; that at home we never ate 
butter, only margarine, in that land of famous dairy 
farms; that meat was a luxury, reserved for Sundays in 
that country swarming with the choicest cattle in the 
universe; that wc had one egg each year at Eastertime in 
that land where chickens are more plentiful than any¬ 
where else on earth; that wc had but a few sacks of coal 
to last us through a sharp winter; that my mother went 
years without a new dress, and that in the house across 
the street four children perished of malnutrition, one 
after another? 

Holland's soil was dear to me. How could it have been 
otherwise? Twenty-eight generations of my ancestors 
lay buried in that ground. I was an integral part of it, 
and it was part of me. The rain and the wind and the 
storms that swept over it were the elementary gods that 
belonged there as much as I and as much as the judders 
and the Hikes and the wet grass and the ehtmhes. Some¬ 
thing of myself was deposited in that soggy land and in 
the gray stone of the buildings. I was that swallow < hirp- 
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ing under the eaves of my father’s house. When the 
flowers on the meadow’s borders swayed to and fro under 
the magic touch of the breeze, it was by a prearranged 
signal of greeting between us. Dear was the land of Hol¬ 
land. But dearer yet the people. In order to love them 
and defend them, it was not necessary to await the arrival 
of a foreign enemy. They needed defense then, defense 
and air and light and food and clothing and music and 
art and culture! 

Did they not have these things? Have we not been told 
over and again that in Holland the people lived in af¬ 
fluence and well-being? Is there not a saying about being 
as rich as a Dutchman? Is that not a pretty good criterion 
by which to judge social conditions in Holland? 

What did it avail the people that they had fought them¬ 
selves free from Spain and from France as they were al¬ 
ways made to sing and shout, when they were the slaves of 
the selfishness and the greed of a small coterie of bour¬ 
geois who owned all the wealth, who enjoyed all the art, 
all the privileges. The good life in Holland? Yes, for 
the crew that sat on top, that owned the shares in the East 
India Company, that sent donations of money and vege¬ 
table crops to Hitler and his party, that had the army at 
its beck and call and the church to feed the masses St. 
Paul’s narcotic: “Be subject to your masters with all fear.” 

Not long ago I was talking with my father about the 
citizens that dwelled on our street thirty-odd years ago, 
when we still lived in Gorcum, a short street, no longer 
than five city blocks. We counted nine suicides in two 
minutes. “And what ailed all those people who were 
sitting out in front of their houses in the sun in the sum¬ 
mertime?” I asked. “Tuberculosis,” he said. “All tuber¬ 
culosis and malnutrition. Let’s forget about it!’ 
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We may forget about it. But the dead do not forget. 
The dead do not so lightly resign themselves. They en¬ 
circle you. They beleaguer you. There is a day when 
they come to ask for a reckoning. Do you think that w 
just a cosmic accident, that which occurred in the spring 
of 1940? 
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A he rain had stopped. A strong wind, blowing to the 
south, had come up with saltant gusts and was rapidly 
drying the streets. Under the feeble rays of the street 
lamps, the puddles of water between the uneven cobble¬ 
stones wore rapidly shrinking in size as if they had been 
miniature lakes whose bottom had dropped out. It had 
been the first rain of an unusually dry spring, and the 
long thought had given rise to much uneasiness. But for 
two hours that afternoon and once more after supper it 
had poured in steady, swishing torrent. And just be¬ 
fore sunset, when there had been a break in the clouds, 
the farmers and the gardeners, whose money is the rain 
water, had been fully reassured. The fading light of day 
had just allowed them time to see that a miracle had 
occurred in the fields: the late trees had suddenly caught 
up with the early verdure, and in the orchards and pas¬ 
tures all was once again in bloom and growth. Now the 
evening was far advanced. The carillon in St. John’s 
tower was playing the hymn that preceded the stroke of 
ten: “The Lord is great, His Name is great, the wonder 
of His works is great, endlessly great His love!” The 
silvery tinkle of the bells traveled through the deserted 
streets with the melancholic sweetness of a music box, a 
little sadly, as if the great tower, whose face looked over 
the town’s walls into the meadows, expressed its regret 
over the descent of darkness, which would deprive it of 
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the neatness and the cleanliness of the German cities and 
the methodical planning of the new regime; he had com¬ 
pared it with the apparent chaos and confusion and the 
immense wastefulness he said he had observed in Amer¬ 
ica. 

The doctor had interspersed his lecture with many 
amusing anecdotes. It was that one about Mussolini tell¬ 
ing Hitler that some day they would share the mastery 
of the world: "You Asia and Europe, and I Africa,” after 
which Hitler, tapping the Duce on the shoulder, says: 
"Sure, Benito, but now shine my other boot,” which had 
brought the greatest laugh. 

The collector of internal revenue, Mijnheer van der 
Plank, was still chuckling about it as he stepped out of 
the doelen into the silent High Street. He shook hands 
with several other gentlemen, who were lighting a last 
cigar before retiring, 

"Yes, the rain is over. I can smell it,” Van der Plank 
was saying. “I think I will do a turn around the park and 
have a snitf of this good air by the river before I turn in.” 

He was about to move away when they heard the 
nervous chug of a motorcycle becoming louder and 
louder. Before they could utter a word, a soldier with a 
short carbine Hung over his shoulder and a steel helmet 
on his head roared by. He went on to the next intersec¬ 
tion and there brought his machine to a stop with a sharp 
grating of brakes. I le was seen speaking to someone for 
a moment, his motor roared again, and he vanished. 
Mijnheer van der Plank and his friends walked over to 
the man to whom the soldier had spoken and asked him. 
"Well, what did that boy want so late, Mijnheer van 

Sas?” 

“The soldier was looking for the military bureau. I 



$»6 . THAT DAY ALONE 

told him the barracks arc right at tin* end of the next 
street, if that was what he wanted," tame hack Mijnhcer 

van Sas, 

"Did he* say anything else?" asked the tax collector, 
blowing out thick clouds of cigar smoke. "He didn't 
say a tun her worth" Van Sas shook his heath "hut he 
seemed in a desperate hurry. There must be something 
serious brewing." 

"Nonsense," broke in another man, the principal of 
the high sthoot, "nonsense, they’ve got to invent some- 
thing urgent front time to time in the army to keep all 
those hoys front growing too fat and la/y. I remember 
when I served with the infantry in Bted.c-Tet us see now, 
that must be a full twenty five veats ago - we were o» 
maneuvers and the division had hit the hay at nine, when 
all at onte at midnight, toot toot toot, all the bugle* 40 
blaring, and we are roused out of bed. Mtud sou, twentv 
thousand men! Backs on! Kveiy lompattv tailing iu f 
hhe wagon trains wheeling in position! A genetal alarm' 
Atul what do von think hat l happened/ Ha, ha," the prut 
cipal laughed at the thought of that night, "1 tell you 
what had happened: it farmer's wife had tripped over a 
rat in the dark in the bat k y.ntl of her homo atul had 
broken her leg. That's what all that fuss was about, The 
soldier quatteml in her house was a bugler, anti he hat 
sounded the alarm. ‘Twenty thousand men tndtrd to 
anus. T.vrtt the oflit ers of the genet al staff < ante galb 
siting the dike, Man alive, was that a night! We wrnc 
made to mart it anti toumermanfi till dawn," 

All the gentlemen smiled at the ptimtpal's story and 
starteti to sttoll down the stiver, 

"Eh, what's that?" called out Mijnlterr van Nts, "Lights 
in the town hall at half-past ten in the evening! Now 
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surely the world is coming to an end. And in the Burgo¬ 
master’s chambers, tool I wonder if it could be a burglar. 
No," he corrected himself at once, "it is not a burglar, 
for here goes the good Burgomaster himself. . . 

"Good evening, Mijnheer Verweyl" someone called 
out to the Mayor, "What brings you out so late? Noth¬ 
ing serious, 1 hope?" 

"Gentlemen," said the Burgomaster, as he stopped to 
wijjc the perspiration from his forehead, “gentlemen, the 
situation is very serious. It is grave. It has not been so 
grave in a hundred years." With these words he rushed 
up the steps of the town hall and disappeared inside, 
leaving the small group of lecturegoers speechless with 
amazement. 

Again the sound of a roaring motor was coming up the 
street. Another dispatt h rider whi/./.ed by. And now 
the call of bugles could be heard from the direction of the 
barracks. 

"That’s the reveille and the fall-in signal," said Van 
tier Plank, Eights began to appear in many windows. 
Citizens peered out into the darkened streets. Others 
appeared in the dooiways of their homes. One of the 
town count ilors, Dr. ‘Hegel, tame riding down High 
.Street on his bit ytlt*. 

"What is it, Dm tor? Where are you heading for?" the 
print ipal tailed out. 

"1 am joining the Burgomaster. The Germans are 
moving at dawn. Holland will Have to light 1 " 

"That Jew," said Mijnheer van tier Plank, "always 
exaggerates. I'm going to bod. lift znl wel loslaopen met 
tlif Did tuft fix. It won't be that had with those Germans. 
Hitler knows lull well, as the Queen once told Kaiser 
Wilhelm, that we have seven feet of water for Prussia’s 
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six-foot grenadiers. Just think of it, what tan thev da 
with their heavy tanks in our mud? it stand- to reason 
that they'd get stuek after the first hundred vault. with 
this rain we had this afternoon, too, No, Adolf Hide, 
will think twiee before he semis his n'shmttckt into our 
mdders. It would mean disaster. Our soldiers wradd tale 
them under fire the moment they get hogged down, 
Then what? The English would he landing in Rutter 
dam and Flushing and IJmuhhm and at a Two other 
»H*ints before we were twenty four hours oblet The 
Freiuh wotthl tonie mart him; uj* through flelvjutn. aed 
Mimheer Hitler's bluff would have been t.dh-d Hie, 
lively—yes. ino-t etfn tivelv," He laughed a tilth* iter* 
ouslv, for mate of his t or»f anions rrjTrd, 

"Von huger the Hetman air fleet." t emailed 
van Has after a white. 

•’Tlnr (letman air fleet?" reunited Mtjuhrri v,m 
Flank, as if he heard the word ho the fit a time ' N- . 1 
do nm forget the Herman air fleet, Urn let iitr tfU va. 

VanNts; rrot omit!v «.ut he ioni{nerrd trout ihr ut It nvo 

infantry that has to do the t«i» k, t>»dav a*, tu die d.tv» 
Nai**lrni». 1 here h nothing new tiido the mu Who 
he -ml assuming a tom* of author tutor hu.ihrv, "whe 
tiush! the bombers of (Irneial do u,.uh-,i th-<i* 

Rrd rag.uimffms in Madrnh I»o von tnnui.fr:' V'Tm..; 

1 irll you" he went on amwettm,; his own TweHn. A 
sr»l«irlv nothing. For two sear-, 1-tamo !tmh-d ague,.: 
\ft.hid ru*t*.thing Mnontini and Hnlu *ouM j.u, on 
tll V an . ilm iiwasrhe infant.v, the M-<, H i So- 
who had to go in dine with the «<T! ueel m ‘Ur rut *e-i 
out an end, to the Itol.hev A ma‘*|»w»aA- " 

•*Vtm hugri (lucttma." tumn^w *• \hjuhrrt wit S*» 

again. 
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"Guernica? Guernica?" Mijnheer van der Plank re¬ 
turned with evident irritation. “Why do you always 
speak of Guernica? What did happen in Guernica? Per¬ 
mit me to tell you what happened there: the Reds 
bombed their own people. That’s what happened at 
Guernica. 1 have that on the authority of that German 
lecturer we had here two or three years ago.” 

"And Warsaw then?" came back Mijnheer van Sas. 
"Wasn’t that leveled to the ground?” 

"You are now talking of a less than half-civilked coun¬ 
try," Mijnheer van der Plank returned. "Of course, the 
Germans dealt vigorously with the Poles. But please, do 
not overlook the fact that the Poles are Slavs and that 
there is an undying hatred between Teutons and Slavs. 
Here in Holland it's quite dilFerent. We arc a kindred 
people. The Germans would not dare to proceed against 
us in the way they dealt with the Poles. It would outrage 
the conseiem e of the world. America and Roosevelt 
would never stand for it. Anti Hitler knows it. . . . No, 
I’m not in the least perturbedhe chuckled. "What's 
going on tonight is just another movement of troops near 
our borders to exercise some pressure on the British and 
French. That’s all there is to it. I’m going to bed. It’s 
late enough. Tomorrow is the tenth of May, and I will 
have a busy time sending out tax notices. . . .” 

At six oYhu k in the morning the Borgstorm began to 
toll. The Borgstorm is the thundering peal that is tolled 
by Roelant, which is the heaviest bell in St. John’s tower. 
It Is rung only when the country is in danger. Other, 
lighter hells t ing out when there is a ftre or a ship in dis¬ 
tress on tlte river in a winter tempest. None of the living 
had ever heard the Borgstorm toll before. It had not 
rung since the Belgian uprising in 1B30. Not a little per- 
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lurk'd, the hell ringer had ashed the Burgomaster that 
morning if he really should start the t wentv ton hell in 
motion. The man was afraid that the old tower would 
not support the vibrations. 

“Let Rmlant ring the Borgstotm!'* said the Burgn* 
master imperatively, "ami keep tinging him until all the 
villages in the neighborhood have taken up the mlttiig," 
And so tlte Borgstrom tolled, dolehdh. wish heavy Imso 
vtute, whuh woke up the little »hildten and btought the 
entire population into the streets. I he Bmgomaster 
spoke from the steps »t the town hall at seven. "Burgh- 
(. h ; he said, "the Gentians have t tov.rd the ftnntim of 
rntr unmtty. They are siteamiug into tk piovtmn* of 
Groningen. Overijssel, Ihrtulre, l.r Unkind. Bt.ih.mt. 
and Limburg. Two davs ago ilu-v gave m a solrtnn as- 
suiatue that they would iesprit ihe nr ut talus *4 tone 
Netherlands. ‘This morning iho hiokr this pledge. . , . 
Fighting has started. Out men me tr.tamg hrnmalh 
. . .The government will keep m inMtm-4 hv >adm 
The F.nglistt are suiely umung luutii help. . .. May G,4 
ptotn t Holland! . . ." 

Home timk far men left the town iu ihr rat!*, mmumg 
to go to their umtuomrd t-ok in the Md> out adr the 
wails, hut for the rest all bit .inns in < km urn . amr to .m 
abrupt standstill. The whuoh wen- open, hut vm tru 
nf the i hihheti luiuett up. Most n! the families win 
nwtird radio ret riving sets remained induots, i burned 
.wnmd their instruments, liatnin.; to the gmrtnm cinh 
news broadcasts. width < atm- ,n half lean mtr»\,»L At 
the town hall the touted had gone into {^itiutirtu *n 
lion. 

Burgomaster Verwey wav cuprum* wool hum ! 1 w 
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Hague before giving the order for the town's evacuation. 
Ever since the war of 1914-18, a plan lay ready in the 
secret archives whereby the inhabitants of Gorcum were 
to be evacuated cn masse to the province of Zeeland. For 
Gorcum, with its antiquated earthen walls and moats and 
with its outlying circle of forts, was one of the key posi¬ 
tions in the so called Water Line defense. • When news 
caute in (lie early morning of May to that after the viola¬ 
tion of the German borders the Dutch troops had im¬ 
mediately begun to fall hack, this did come not altogether 
as a surprise to the people. Every schoolboy knew that 
the held army stationed in the outlying provinces was 
merely to fight a delaying action of a few days until the 
dikes could he opened and the defense of the important 
inner provinces brought in readiness. As soon as that 
was done, the people knew there would be an inundated 
area some forty miles wide in front of Gorcum, Utrecht, 
ami Amsterdam, confronting the invader and ballling 
his advame as effet lively as (he ffootled areas on the Yser 
had held bat k the K, a Let 's armies in ttjt.j in their drive 
through Belgium toward the Channel ports. An invasion 
would therefore become, so most people thought, a race 
between the German unities ami the Dutch engineering 
units t barged with blowing up the dikes. On the other 
hand, if the Gentians touhi advame fast enough to pre¬ 
sent the demolition of the dike system, then it was all 
up with Holland. This they also knew. 

At ten o'tlotk, that morning of the tenth, the people 
of Gorcum knew that their tommy's air force no longer 
existed. The first content of the Germans had been to 
destroy the ail dromes and to blast the machines on the 
ground. The fitst blow had been successfully carried out 
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timing the curly hours utirr dawn. l*.ven so, the huu h 
aru ,v was still intact anti it was now* so the government 
r atliu amuntiu'ctl, resisting every inch of the grmuui. 

Bv eleven o'clock the town of Gnu um, itself mer a 

hundred miles from the nearest fighting, w,n tloown into 
confusion. A hoy by the name of Hendrik Wats was 
walking along the canal that bisects the city when he saw 
the hat* he* of two of the flat bottomed river ships tied 
up there open ami several hehnetnl figures emerge. At 
hrst he took the men to he Dun h soldiers, hut as he lit* 
,cm*»i to the tonunamls of an nfh*er who, revolver in 
hand, took up a position m ar the gangplank, the W 
realized that they were Germain, f le started to mu awav, 
hut the other railed him b.wk, i tendril mined anmod, 
taking tover behind on*' of thr thi*k ‘"g*, tree", that um* 
thr rjuav. 1 he nihtrr railed again and thru bmd ins m 
n,ln*r. t hen Hendrik Wats ran tor all he was wmith 
He ran two or three hh »Is and then bumped nr*> *.<I! 
ihrutw, a retried take baker, who was M-.mrh jrvdis,; 
up and down before lsh home ».,ku»/, the momm:; .nr 
"Mtjulwet llootse/* the fio* Utof, out ««} booh, To- 
seen the tin mans. Thr>*iemrr them/' hr pointed WT 
ward, ”* ourijrg nut of throe ships, 

"Don't tie silly, hoy,** said fh<avr, "dir rnna.m aw 

still far awav, ,, 

"ifrn, Mijulnvt Hootse, J beard them i 4k, -md m ; ■ «t 

them fired a shot at me, ■ • 

’Bov, don't si ind tStere him: *»» «•*<'/' md m 

fiakrr srv»•{rlv " i Iwrr k a |ito* Sol h.m m hell 

•W laid thr bov, *'rh«y'te romim; ton wav Id, .# 
turn walking between the tiro,'* be p*ao'rd ns fh>- d«r, 
lion nheme be had nut. " l b*w m Grimm vddrn 
I'm afiaid’" 
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"They’re not soldiers, boy,” Hootse said again reassur¬ 
ingly. "I see two girls, but no soldiers. You are wrong. 
Look, those girls are not afraid. You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself. A Dutch boy afraidl What would Michel de 
Ruytcr say of you now, or the Prince of Orange. . . 

But Hendrik Wats was gone. 

Two girls walked by. Mijnheer Hootse knew them 
well by sight. He had often seen them pass his house. 
They were mauls, he knew; one served in the household 
of Mijnheer van Andct, the grain merchant; the other was 
in the service of Mevrouw Eernhout, the lawyer’s wife. 
Both were line girls, blonde and lithe, well made, good 
to look at. 'The t ake baker allowed his eyes to follow the 
two maids with evident relish. He had an eye for such 
things. ... 

But what was this? What? Was that a soldier coming 
there, walking along the quay? And what was the man 
carrying? Was that a machine gun? Mijnheer Hootse 
had never scam stub things in his life. When he had 
served in the army, they did not have machine guns. 
"Yes, that is a soldier.” he muttered to himself. “No mis¬ 
take about that. By Clod, there is another one, and a 
third, and a fourth." Suddenly a young man darted from 
behind a tree, revolver in hand. Hootse was standing on 
the stoop of his house. 

"Get into your house," the hoy snapped at Hootse. 
"SthntU! Quit kl" The c ake baker almost fell backward. 
He jumped inside, slammed the door, and drew the bolts. 
1 le stood behind the door and opened the spyhole. There 
he was; the man with the revolver. No doubt about it. 
‘The Wats boy had been right, “What now?” Hootse 
bad his eyes glued to the spyhole. “Well, 1 will be 
damned," he muttered again. “Those two maids! There 
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they stand. at the bridge, They've something to do with 
those whiten, Look," he said to httmeU, "one *4' the j^irk 
is waving her hand to that stmmdrel who pointed hky'ttn 
at me. i tune daunted bitehes! But they’re Herman, too, 
of toursc Every wetlaodo family has a Herman tnaid, 
Ikmdm loe, Hut* U #irk were nut j'und enounhr fit* 
tooktme more took, "My Hod, the *jua> is trill of Herman 
soldiers.’* he tatted nut. "What h that tnyjue dn*t»m now 
standing tut the other fellow's shotildrT My Hod In 
heaven, thev'tr tufting the telephone tines! fleavetw 
above! I wtdt t had toy oh! t itle now. , » .** 

Mijnltrer Ihtotw* walked rapidlv fhtottgh his house 
into the 54 .ud.en. He 1 nosed the small {dot oi tau t, opened 
a dooi in the a one wall, stifle into an alter ttrlnrcn two 
tows of small .;.udrus, amt thru tan, tn lur minute* he 
was pant in.; tip the steps ot the town hall. He ton-a inn* 
the lomuit thamhrr. 4 'Huj.* ( ouu*tetr‘ he hint ted out. 
"Wlu te is the lint .;uma»trr>" 

"Hi* w«tship is havme, a «up of 1 offer at tin* tint*," 
said the Lotto*.tbnan llakkett to turn, "Why ate yon m 
ext ited,**' 

"Mr (.oil, man ' -4 panted Ibiotse " the Hrtmam are 

in town!' 4 

"In wtmh towin' 4 asked flakier* 

"Its this town, tiy Hod, hete in Hon uw!" 

"Hootse, drat fellow, if J did not l*m*W V* ut to tie a 
teetotaht, I would say that you ate dtuuk. Ho home, mv 
H**od mam Yon rate up too rath th*. mm mm; Ehr 
rune* of the Lot few days have upset your ttriirt, Ho 
home and have a good steep, Hu m>w, we'te too bun 
here,., 

"Hut I tan’t ;;** home, my street h lull of Hetmans," 
5 a (*teard I lootw. 
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While they were speaking, another citizen burst into 
the doorway, "Town is full of Germans,” he cried. 
"They're coming out of the ships moored at the quays. 
German maidservants are directing them. They have 
taken the River Shipping Exchange Building. Others 
are hammerittg at the prison gates. A whole company 
is on the way to the guardhouse right opposite this town 
hall. Give me a gun. Let me get at theml" 

"Now, what's all tins? Why this commotion?” came 
the voice of the Burgomaster, who had just returned 
from his cup of coffee. 

"These citizens say," explained Councilman Hakkert, 
“that the streets are full of Germans.” 

"Lull of Gormans? Why, the Germans are miles and 
miles away," shouted the Mayor. “You are the victims 
of optical illusions, or of drink, citizens.” 

"The Germans are in Gorcum!" screamed Hoot.sc. 

"The Germans don't drop from the skyl” roared the 
Mayor. ,. . 

But here was Cornelius Mettrs, the policeman. He 
saluted the Burgomaster humbly. "It's true, Mijnhccr 
the Burgomaster,” he said. "They are here. They are 
in the streets. My colleague Van Pelt has been killed. 
Others have fallen, There is severe fighting going on at 
the prison. The fishermen of the Visschersdyk [one of 
the slum quarters of Gorcum) went at the Germans with 
knives. . . 

"My God," ext laimetl the Burgomaster, "telephone the 
military.” 

"The lines arc* cut all over town,” the policeman said. 
"There are Germans at the town gates." 

"But how did they get there?" asked the Mayor. ^ 

"They are dropping from the sky in parachutes,” said 
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the pdiceman. "The sky is full of floating parachutes 
above the ro,nl to Dordrecht.. . 

Another ikuvu came in. “Burgomaster," he said 
calmly, “two German airplanes have landed on the parade 

ground.’* 

”0n the parade ground, right between the army bar¬ 
racks?** asked the Mayor in atna/ement. 

'“Right there!** 

"But, hut . . .** faltered the Mayor, "the troops, our 
soldier*, what?** 

"Our soldiers rushed the airplanes but were cut down 
by machine-gun tire, That's the fust who apptoatbed 

the planes_Then the Get mam came out of the planes 

and tried to enter the barracks. But by that time the 
general alum had been sounded. Hundreds of our boys 
stm turd the Germans with the bayonet. . . .The tier* 

It 

mans. . . 

"Yes," gasped the Mayor, "what then?" 

"Our turn would have killed them all, had it not 
ten . . .** 

"Had it not been for what?** 

"Had it not been," continued the t iroen phrdv, "that 
the (Unmans melted tendoneturms, A whole battalion 
of them t ante tiding through the lack meets on side* 

f | 

cliff/ 

"Oil Sides,trs? How did they get through the totes-*' 
asked the Mayor again. 

" I hey dot nor mine through the gates;' resumed the 
citimt, " l hrv found those ddr< ats teady for them in 
the Rivet Mopping Ext hange Building'" 

"ScharfhV" r«< burned the Ihugomaoer, *'Mv God. 
that's Hans Schaeffer's win Id He has been president of 
the Shipping twnge for yean He*, a member of the 
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Chamber of Commerce. A Dutch citizen, member of this 
council.... His brother Friedrich is director of the Rural 
Loan Bank.... I played whist with him at my house only 
last night.... My God! What next?” He sank down on 
a chair, clasping his hands before his eyes. 

"Friedrich Schaeffer, the banker, was out early this 
morning,” said one citizen. "I saw him strolling by the 
river. lie returned by way of Toll Street. His house, as 
your worship knows, has a garden abutting on the 
arsenal.” 

"Yes!” screamed the Burgomaster. 

"The arsenal is on fire," said the citizen. 

The Burgomaster jumped up and rushed over to the 
window. He turned the curtain aside and looked in the 
direction of Toll Street. A thick pillar of black smoke 
rose from that district. 

Dr, Tiegel, the councilman, came into the room. "It’s 
the same everywhere,” he said. "In Rotterdam German 
soldiers poured out of ships moored in the harbor at dawn 
this morning and occupied the Meuse Station and the 
Wittehuis (the only skyscraper in Holland],” he said 
with a wry smile. 'They found the top stories of the 
Wittehuis stocked with mac hine guns. They were guided 
to those places by German residents of Rotterdam. I 
just heard over the radio that the head of the German 
Chamber of Commerce in Rotterdam has been arrested. 
He seems to have been in c harge of guiding the invaders 
to the hidden stoc ks of armaments-” 

Dutc h soldiers interrupted the councilors and citizens. 
They had entered the town hall by the rear door. One 
of their officers requested the Burgomaster to evacuate 
his dumber* and all the rooms looking on the square 

at once. 
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"They an* in the guardhouse,” he said * ttttlv, tvfertin-^ 
toil medieval building that stood opposite the s.mii lull. 
"Ami.” added the soldier, "we ate ‘,tuin,\ t<* blast them 
out!” Infanttvmen were now pourhn* into .ill the moms, 
The tlatter of hreakiny; j^lass was braid .nut warn every 
window had its mat ltine 5*im twwle pointed tit the direr • 
tion of the lutardhouse. 

‘I'he linns* lasted all afternoon .rnd thmusdr the 
In the morntnu the Ihitth troops slot me*l the )jtt,*»■<!■ 
house and took it .11 the j«nut of the bayonet, town! news 
came also from near by villages. The squads of pata- 
tliutbh who had dtupped at Hardinwrh and Wrtfcnm 
dam, near the ip eat tail wav hi id,;e of Nlirdir* ht, had her ft 
rounded up ot destroyed. I hose who had land*-.I bv ass 
plane in tW«u tun's hart at ks stpi.ue had Iters* annihilated, 
while (he enemy drt.uiunrnt that It ad sewed dtr pi teat 
hat! also hern uvet powered. 

(lor* tint was ft re of (in mam, hut rhrwhrir in Hu! 
land the ni/;h( had limited the enemy. In Kottrtdam 
they had wtt upietl the island in the Mr me and had 
uossed to the n^lti hank. In Uotdtr* lit and v t. imty 
heaty hejuun; was takitii* plan* between Huuh tmopi 
hastily hiun r ;ht back hum thr ft out line-, and aubum- 
(iettnan del at hmrtus. In the hoi dm uvpom. dir Hut* h 
auny was falltm; hat k steadily under she nmlntpht of 
the I’au.'et divisions, Thr ptidr with who h the fust 
reports of thr army's resistantr wetr tr* rived 
thanked to atwptish as it bn amr tlr.11 that thr pt rarest 
heroism was «4 no avail against thr ,ua!.m*hr of tor and 
steel that bore down on the train j.t«u» n In eastern 
Ttret hi the Rusal < maid had thmwu if wit mm %»outim 
attatk ami hat! bated the Trimem hat l iwhc no bo 
Two bouts lain the biivyidr had h ft n.,'us pi t *rwt «»l 
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its effectives on the field when subjected to a merciless 
bombardment by the Luftwaffe. Six infantry regiments 
in Gelderland, rather than retreat an inch, had preferred 
annihilation on the spot. From every corner of the king¬ 
dom came word of resistance that astonished even the 
Germans. But what was the good of it? The reinforce¬ 
ments did not come. The British fleet remained out of 
sight. Near Maastricht, in the southernmost part of the 
kingdom, the Germans had crossed the Meuse and were 
rushing their mechanized columns into Belgium to drive 
a wedge between the Belgian and Dutch armies, or rather, 
to prevent them from effecting a juncture. 

There was no more sleep for the Gorcummers. Word 
had come that towns far behind the actual firing line, 
such as near-by Zalt-Bommel and Gouda, after cleaning 
up the first wave of parachutists, had nevertheless fallen 
to the enemy in a second attack, which had taken place 
in the dead of night. Because the troops of the garrison 
were urgently needed at the front and even raw recruits 
were being thrown into battle in an attempt to stem the 
enemy’s lightning advance, the watch for new waves of 
parachutists had to be entrusted to a hastily improvised 
civic guard. These men, who were drawn from all classes 
of the population, took up positions on the town walls, 
on the roofs of the churches, on the post office, at the 
waterworks, and in what remained of the arsenal. To 
prevent an eventual charge from being preferred by the 
Germans that these vigilantes had operated as snipers, 
it was decided to leave them unarmed. And although it 
was realized that this measure would place the men m an 
embarrassing predicament if they actually should come 
face to face with heavily armed parachutists, each mem¬ 
ber of the civilian watch was carefully instructed where 
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The fim witflu fiam* 4 v* aknuf ,i» in* klmt in Cmtrtmt 
itvlf, but (he utvw fiam the front and fiaui Tin* Hague 
anti Rnttenbun umtimuM m Rtmv ‘.tr.ntih wane. He- 
pom that tU**m.iu aiifiLmr* wnr vnirmaitt atlv mat bin* 
gunning the mm» at' t he l lagur * amni lev* anvicty than 
information ahum the kittle u.;ims in the meet* of R*«. 
tertltin. Then* the ntfiir Manor iWfn tv.u hurling it- 
w lf in hitite ait.uT't again** tin* **.tq*tr4 by 

the tkiitam. Krtnf.m emnin hn the Vt,*n wne * an- 
timwlly .itliving by air amt the 4 tr,t af fwtnun nntja- 
tum w.nrxfrielim: 4uwiv. 

The udtu .umMiimrtl tint while ;» b.tiuli«ii *4 nuttnei 
;m*l .unmjam ut M}q>rH weir 4 i »nu U|» ut *»nr d 

the »ink fail'. *m the 4tmr *4 *.nr .4 UuH.ri4.unh in.utv 
tnm-i natrium *, Mid pm when the n;at wr?e 
hn.*i in-aim uan* fmw then nft.n-, ha h.ul Urn j mir-l 
hy a hum <4 m.ntime .;»m lur Imm .i Swe»U»U 
quirtlt inlmg at am h**t a dum tu-. 1mm fhr hme. 
Stuhlrtih ihr 4tifm }»auS».4e-, he! aj.rju-4, amt ia.-m 4 
4ter» a|nr*imr* the nmkr. !u4 v.m<- i to <bn>b. 

When nr«'i *4 tt;i-> treat hr*. >m uuidmi «*\t» iw„i t.»*r 
own tin* n 4 i.. ; st 4 tit.« *4 the * than--, turw tm hmtu.k 
" I'hit ivn'i *,«• thry'ir wa ,•,}£'.4 m* m," m4 An Vam, 4 
giant hTmu-tn, urturfSHW'* * aHr.f \u ittr Jlrnt h*, till 

!.r.e.wr «! bn UaUi ,A t the whale 
nrl,;iibmh.«..-$ when alt 4 -inni 52 w; W ;5 ” t ho It in! 

tea*, tirn n w.Jr un Irn’ \ht>< » -'■'a emimnlrr tint thru- 
UIT Uu l.rumm 4t.« |<'4*‘.‘«<»est hn f Vu u» thme tmr ‘tajwi 
rit , Hl-h Sure:, llirir 41 e I .etna**.? U; tr-anin « ti e 
r,f shrjn 1\ ihii 'tth.t'lhi, -<n-* a-t the aiOil 

hie 4 {j 4 lltrfl {!ew the \s 4 "'h ( 'J tetr }s ?iu‘ H-tl .»U 
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who runs a life-insurance agency, Von Krass is his name. 

* There are German engineers at the ship wharf near town. 
Let's get them anti put them in security before they start 
more damage here." 

Ary was speaking to his neighbors, all of them fisher¬ 
men or fishmongers who lived in a quarter of the town, 
a veritable slum ghetto, near the Dalem Gate. He may 
have been drinking heavily, as was his wont, and was 
probably in that phenomenal fighting mood which had so 
often landed him in jail. "Ary," said his neighbors, who 
tried to talm him, "Ary, those Germans in Gorcum are 
ptoiet ted persons. They sit in the club atul hobnob with 
the rith, we tan't do anything against them. It will get 
us into trouble with the authorities. Moreover, they are 
naturalized t iti/eus. Relore the law they are as Dutch 
as you ate. It would he towardly to go and get them. 
They ate unarmed atul helpless. ... ^ 

“That's just what 1 want to see," Ary shouted. "I want 
to see if they are unarmed. I don't trust any German 
after this. 1 won't trust them, do you hear me,” lie cried 
out augitly, "no matter how highly placed and respect¬ 
able they are. 'there are Germans in 1 he Hague, too, 

whom l don't trust!" ... , . „ 

"Ary." t ailed out his wife, who stood m the crowd that 

had gatheml around the fisherman. "Ary, shut your big 
mouth! Don't you date say anything 
whom you mean when you talk about the * 

The Hague. Shut up, I tell you, or I will... 

“Every Get man should be investigated, Ary Stam 
shouted, not paying any attention to his wife * threats. 
"I say, let's go and get them before they get us. he d 
dared. LX » l«,.k tom id, ““ * b « 

swallow of »aw gin. 
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“You’ll get a bullet in your backside from the police 
if you do anything rash,” l‘iet dc But, another notorious 
member of the neighborhood's gang, shouted at Ary. 
“You aren't the law. You can’t du wh.u you like. Go 
and try it, get those Germans, and you will see what hap- 
pens.” 

But Ary would not listen to reason. “I have my knife/’ 
he said, drawing a witketl looking i nrvetl blade from his 
pocket. “I’ve sliced open thousands of salmons and 
sturgeons in my day. l‘d just like to tiv it on one Ger¬ 
man. I just want to see if their blood is red, that’s all.” 

With those words he walked oil, followed by a trowd 
of his cronies, the gang that always stood by his side in 
street battles with toshers hum another street ami with 
the police. 

On the way to Baron von Krass' resident e, those men 
must have forgotten the ettattd upon width they set out. 
They must have stopped at one oi the numerous drinking 
dives in the neighborhood am! changed their plans, for 
they were found half an hour later batteting in the door 
of a man named Otto Glaf/ker, a bather, wins had settled 
in Gorcurn at the time of the inflation in Get many. After 
entering the house, they found Glat/Ut c tom bed in a 
cupboard, alternately weeping and whimpetiug that he 
had been naturalized, that he was a loyal subject of the 
Queen. 

But Ary Stain <ut him slum: "Where weie you the 
day before yestetday when thou* umbrella bustards 
dropped into Gorcunt to tuutdet us? I did not see you 
with us when we hut* hr ted them at the prison! Gome on, 
where were you. Glaf/kei?" While he spoke Ary was 
caressing that ugly knife of his. Others held the fright¬ 
ened barber. Then Aty gave the order to take Glat/ker 
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to the Daletn Gate, a dilapidated and half ruined relic, 
of the Middle Arcs, the upstairs part of which the fishers 

used for drying tlicit nets. ( 

“Were going in round them nil up/ Ary saic! f and at 

the sight of the first umbrella bastard coming down into 
our streets, it’s going to be the night of the long knife 
for you, Glat/.ker." 

But on the way to the Dalcm Gate, the fishermen and 
their prisoner ran into Rees Bonn and Jan l rouw. Rees 
Boon was a smith, a giant as big as Ary Stain, who walked 
with a springing step and an inner fortitude. He always 
went bareheaded. He was a most singular person: though 
the sou of extremely poor parents (his father had been 
employed at a livery stable), he had acquired a liberal 
education by omtmerous reading. He wrote pieces lor 
stub radical uewspapets as Bt'nijding (Liberation) and 
l)c Wat*fits AVet (Down Your Arms), from time to time 
he also sent a conttibution of poetry to the local press. 
Everybody remembeted his piece about the lonesome tuss 
of the swans just outside the Orkel Gate, whose pond 
had been filled up with sand and mud so that a cement 
factory could be built <m the* site. Or that piece about the 
widowed young mother who sewed clothes at night in 
the feeble gleam of a poor oil lamp and who had thrown 
herself out of the window bee anse she had no money with 
which to buy cherties lot her sick child, when a vendor 
passed by outside calling out bis wares, l hat was Ktes 

Boon, a poet and a Hoc iulist. 

Tan Trottw was Rees Boon's friend, Trouw was a lay 
preacher for a sect known as the Darbists, but he was a 
follower of Tolstoy and a proponent of nonviolence as 
well. Trouw worked as a house painter on weekdays. 
On Saturday nights and on Sundays he preached m a 
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small hall located in the worst part of ti'wn, When I say 
the worst part, I mean the l***mest, a dhti k t inhabited by 
fishers anti their families, who had tuner worn leather 
shoes in their lives, who died like rats of tul>er< ulmis, and 
who always bred more standings, It was to those people 
that Jan Trouw pre.uhe.l the Gospel. I knew him well, 
for he had been emploud bv mv Tin le K«rs. when we 
were both young. to mix his paints and to keep bis studio 
in order. I do not think 1 base ru t met a more gentle 
and sweet soul. Tittle hues used io sav of Jan Trouw 
w ith a Bibikal quotation: "Behold an hiaelite indeed, 

in whom is no guile!'* 

Boon and Trouw seetned to have learnt that day what 
was up, for they met the 1 towd *4 h.lu u, must of them 
staggering thunk, with An Siam at then head, near the 
Dalem Tate. 

The two friends stood still in the middle of Dalem 
Street, fating the omoimtn; m.md of shouting, knife- 
brandishing fishes s. An Siam w.», in the lead, singing 
with a mighty bellow that song about the Watet Beggars, 
who in *',7« had tapuned the town <<t Bull liom the 
Spaniards. Behind him * ante two hd»m, who heht be¬ 
tween them the utpiive tinman, who was bleeding from 
the mm* and mouth. 

"Stop!*’ uied Krr, Boon. "What do u»u men intend 
to do?" 

"Get ottt of out' wav, port," Mimed the dinnken Ary. 
-This is mtihitsg of \><m damn Imuurv, Von stkk to 
your book* atui votu smiths anti see if sou tan make a 
living for yotn btau." 

"I detnand an amwn." said Boon, "What are you 
doing with this man'" hr pointed at the Grnuait barber, 
whose torn shiu was * toned with blood at id, ditf. 
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“If you must know, mijnheer de dichter” said Ary in 
a whining voice, “we’re going to string him up in the 
Dalem Gate and when he hangs I am going to cut 
his.. - •’* 

“Cowardl” said Boon, “You are all cowards,” he 
turned to the fishers, “you are not worthy of the name 
of men.” 

“We are Dutchmen,” screamed back Ary Stam. “We 
are defending our country against these German 

traitors* 11 

“You are Dutch cowards then," came back Boon. "You 
are not men!” 

“If you say that again, I will stick my knife into your 

guts I* * 

For answer the smith knocked the fisher down with 
one blow of his iron fist. Ary’s knife went flying onto 
the cobblestones. Boon picked it up. But the infuriated 
fisher, taking off his wooden shoes, rose quickly and came 
for the smith with a lump of wood held over his fists like 
a pair of awkward, clumsy boxing gloves. 

But now it was the turn of Jan Trouw to intervene. 
"Brothers, brothers," he called out. “Let’s not fight each 

other. We don’t know what hangs over our heads- 

Rotterdam has just been bombed. Thirty thousand men 
and women and children of our people have died this 
afternoon in out; terrible half-hour. Ihmk of it, Ary, 
brother, human beings are being slang]iitcred like ani¬ 
mals. For what? For markets! her the sake of profits 
in the coffers of the rich! Shall we do the same Fo 
kill is so easy, Aryl 'Fo make men live and love amllaugh 
in the sun, that is what Jesus wanted. lo see little chil 

<lr “ShuTup l about your Jesus!” cried out Piet de Bot, 
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who was one of the nun holding the captive Glat/kcr. 
“We’ve heard enough ot him." 

“Shut up yourself,” Aiv muted around in sudden 
anger, "Jesus is one of ns, Leave Jesus mu of this, . , ,*• 

"That’s tight. Arv. He L one of us.” said Lrouw. “He 
is our friend, the friend of hshets and . . «'* 

“But these Get mans aie mm deling our kind ” Ary in¬ 
terrupted. 

“Does that mean that we should do the same to them? 
Let us show them dial we ate LUtLuam, Arv, tin* friends 
of Jesus. Would Jems apptuvr of it if we hanged this 
man? Let him go home to hi. u de and tluhhen. Let one 
man go home to 1m »hiidten, Thousands of others will 
not go home any more. . . . Let n* not stain our hands 
with Blond.” 

The fishers let (*1 twkrj go, But as the Bather scam* 
peml off, he tailed l*a< I, in his v jJrH i* i .nod Dim It; 'Til 
lodge eomptaint a.;aimt all 0 } vm!" Ar whit h the whole 
crowd laughed heatulv. 

In the night that followed, t i*»t> nm was *« untied. 


Although the Gaman atulmt itir-. had, appealed to the 
people in the 0,1 uptrd .mas to cep. i,nr with them in 
trying ft* rest me uidn as ipsit Ids as p*o uhle, nut a single 
one of (1cmurn’s inh dntain-. had vn;t un-d oti{<l<tt*ts dur¬ 
ing the first !wm eight hum, .dsn tin* town's investment. 
Many had hid in attic, and in »r!l.o IcatSulh, listening 
to the tumhle of the wheel. o! was. the steady, almost 
endless thythmic tiamp of heavth *hod fret in the sneel* 
and the mat of ptoj a dirts m t!u* Is, 1 he tumor had 
flown a horn that the im »L» was an.* to j« t dt tte in a 
most cruel fashion jo> tin* Dtmh .on;*/', smhhmn re¬ 
sistance am! th.it he would Jtuw humid! esueiiatlv severe 
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in cases where civilians had impetuously rushed into the 
fray, as had occurred in Gorcum. It was held more than 
likely that the ghastly fate of Rotterdam was to be meted 
out to several other communities in the Netherlands. 

Assurances coming over the German-controlled radio 
that the Dutch people had nothing more to fear, now 
that the danger of British intervention was forever re¬ 
moved, were not taken at their face value. The inhabi¬ 
tants of Gorcum fully expected the army of occupation 
to launch a systematic: campaign of destruction and terror 
as soon as actual lighting stopped in that last corner of 
Zeeland Province, where the army held out so heroically 
and so long. 

It was through the children that the inhabitants first 
regained something of their composure and peace of 
mind. ’The youngsters would walk out of the houses, 
quite shy, of course, and even turning their eyes away 
from the strangers they saw in the streets. But finally 
some of them wotdd stand still, fascinated by all the un¬ 
wonted hustle and the color and the animation in the 
streets, which was as interesting to see as the moving in 
of the heavy circus vans that came once a year to Gorcum 
at the time of the kermis. German soldiers would make 
friendly gestures to the youngsters, call them over, ask 
them their names, or give them candy. Soon the shyness 
would vanish and in the end the soldiers and the children 
would make friends. Then the parents, too, would take 
a peep outdoors. Father would stand in the doorway or 
saunter up the street a short way, his hands in his pockets, 
as if he were not concerned about anything in the work , 
looking at the sky or casually filling his pipe. 1 hen, per¬ 
haps, he would cast a glance at a piece ol artillery and a 
the German soldiers cleaning it. And one of the soldiers 
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would run forward and Hold a matt h for him, and Father 
would say; “AVi«, dankr .sr/it'm." at first, hut the soldiers 
would not grow angry in the least. I mean they would 
not take Father's refusal as an insult, hut go about their 
work as if nothing hail happened. In this and similar 
ways, one citwen after another would be reassured that 
no immediate thinner was threatening ami that it was 
quite safe to walk about. IVople would say that you 
could not blame those soldiers for anything, that they 
had merely tarried out unless, that they west* quite 
human and did not even behave an ogam Iv, as victors 
are exacted to do. The news got asouml that the strange 
soldiers were behaving quite tone, tlv, in Is sendly fashion 
even. 

One heard, for iststume. that a Desman soldier had 
politely rung the don: bell and had a .led for a p;t»l of 
water. Again, another boy had tome to a A if he could 
wants some coffee on tin* stove in the Un hen ami had told 
the lady of the house that hb lathes w.n a gutter over in 
Dtisseldorf, even showing hrs photogtaphs of his father, 
his mother, attd his little stun, quite detent looking 
‘'lntrgher‘**penple too, they had seemed to be, judging by 
the pinnies. His father's gunny stoic looked exactly 
like Van Maaten's stole, nothing mange or outlandish 
about it. And then the desman boy had played with the 
dog. and wisest the lady had given him souse sugar for his 
coffee, he had thanked hex most psofusely—poor boy, 
he probably had not tasted *.ug,u f«*t seats- and had of¬ 
fered in return a metal < igatetir nor* that he had made 
himself from a Folbh dtelh .or. 

It was soon sematkrd tint tie or desman boss greeted 
elderly folks hist wit Is a dejnnmat salute and kindly 
wished them the time of das, All that was astonishing 
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really, and a great relief, too. The people had expected 
an entirely different attitude on the part of the invader, 
far more stern and harsh and irreconcilable. Before long 
the streets crowded with citizens watching the goings-on 
and inspecting the monstrous tanks and the other war 
material parked in the squares, in front of the town hall, 
by the side of the cathedral church, near the railway 
station, and in a dozen other spots. The soldiers would 
hold the door of a tank open or beckon a passing citizen 
who showed interest to step up on the machine and look 
inside. They were just like little children, those German 
soldiers, proud of new toys. And then every German sol¬ 
dier seemed to have a camera and to be taking snapshots 
of everything in sight, buildings, queer old shop signs, 
children; some even took pictures of the fountain in the 
main square, as if those rusty old nymphs at its base, with 
their green m title wed eyes, were worth looking at, let 
alone being photographed. 

In the taverns ‘and the taprooms, which had been the 
first places to reopen, the German soldiers were no longer 
sitting or standing alone in small isolated groups. I hey 
would ask some loitering fisherman to sit down and have 
a drink with them, and if he acepted they would say: 
"Gesundheit!” ami the Dutchman would answer: Ge- 
tondheid!" or he would say " Front!’* to show that he 
» not altogether ignorant ot the world andthat he tow 
a word or two of German himself. And the 
laugh and have another drink. 

And so contact between the invaders and the tow - 
people was gradually established, so that on the ninth or 
tenth day of the occupation, when a German rcgimenta 
band gave a concert in the market square, ™ h 

only German soldiers listening, but demobilized Dutch 
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soldiers as well, beside many uwlians, Ami if you had 
looked about sharp on that ouasion, vtw would have no¬ 
ticed, too, that some ot the I bin h girls had begun to smile 
back at those yellow baited llavau.m or Saxon farm boys 
in uml'otm. wlto studied about in pairs and who looked 
for all the wot Id Uke lads !i«m the nr {..hboring villages 
of Gclderlatul And in the testamants ami other public 
places, men were getting into Mtmersation with German 
ofheers, quite uniuteutiojulh sometimes, tc» be sure, for 
instance when thev wan bed them play at billiards or 
at tank And some went mound saving that they had 
talked with the Get mans about the war and about the 
Fuehrer and about the it tghdul dump their t.uftmffe 
had done to Rottetdam, .uni the < «m tttnmers boasted 
that tliey had dated to tub it hi about die turning inva¬ 
sion of England. 

Yes, it was not Jong before vmi < ould hear some people 
say tltat it nude \erv httlr ddieien* e to theta who was 
sitting in The Hague. the Jot met miuistm or Seyss- 
Inquart, the new Get man tlmetnot t.metal, addingthat 
they had not seen ot r\p< t fed to ».«-<• rit bet tin* one or the 
other at any time, 1 hrs said "Well, why make so much 
fuss about the invasion U »• unr the wraket of the two- 
wereu't w vr and idc/laud tod f t am r left us in the lurch. 
What eRe< iadd oai i spe< v We mav be glad that no worse 
has befallen us- Holland i.n't a p.ttadtse under the Ger¬ 
mans, Jar bom it, Rut d,.-% do pas ior oveiything they 
buy, don't the*,!' {lies brh or in an exemplary fashion. 
What mote <an wr mpo l hr*, he given otflers that no 
man may be dm hatred bom he. pout ion, Wasn't that a 
good measurer Was it vi uumAo t ul brjotr the invasion? 
Gome, own up to die timb tiov.! Wasn't thete a great 
deal of misery in Holland be tote the tm.eaon? Wasn’t 
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everything run for the benefit and in the interest of a small 
clique of ladies and gentlemen with double names, the 
barons, counts and jankers who ruled the roost from The 
Hague. Wasn’t it about time that those people were 
shoved to a back seat? No, surely, it isn’t a paradise yet. 
True enough, but do you find it worse than before?” 
That’s the way some began to talk. 

Others said: “If the Germans remain for fifty years, our 
people will be so thoroughly Germanized that they will 
feel insulted if you refer to them by their old nationality. 
Provided, that is, the Germans keep on behaving as they 
do at present.” 

The newspapers also began to sing a different tune. 
The Germans had not come to oppress the Dutch. On 
the contrary, the Dutch were Aryan brothers who were 
destined to play a high idle in the new Europe. 1 hey 
would take their place by the side of their kinsmen of 
Germany and rule the world. It all depended on the 
Dutch themselves. If they co-operated and showed an 
understanding of what Germany was trying to accom¬ 
plish in Europe, all would be well. If, on the other hand, 
the Dutch people kept on paying heed to the foolish mes¬ 
sages that came through the air from England, if they 
really believed that poor battered England would some 
day send an army to chase the Germans away from the 
North Sea coast, they would be chasing a chimera. It 
they listened to the pleas from abroad to stage a revolt, 
they would he c ontributing to their own doom. 

And then, the newspapers said, the people only needed 
to open their eyes to see what the Germans were doing. 
Did it augur ill, for instance, that a commission of civilian 
experts had arrived in Gorcmn from somewhere m the 
Reich and was holding conferences with the president o 
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the Chamber iff Cnmmen o am? that the small steel plant 
of De Vries-Robbe outside the Ariel Cate was to be 
greatly enlarged, that three thousand new men were to 
find employment there, and that Lumen’* wharf outside 
the Chancellory Gate hail teietvrd A big order for river 
speedboats? Did nut that mean that there would be jobs 
for all, ami to spare? Was it not a pleasant prosjHxt to go 
and see Berlin under the new sdiemr of < heap railway 
fares, whieh allowed at least hftv prisons per week from 
Goreum to travel to the Reult tapitalr Ihw many of 
those slum dweller* near the D.dem Gate and the Melk- 
pad had ever seen The Hague, their own < mmtry's capi¬ 
tal, in former da\s? I tow mans ? E*<ept to some men 
who had staved their nun in the atmv in or around The 
Hague, that city was almost a mvthital. far away region 
of glory ami splendor, 1 lu\ h.«*l uevtu seen it, nor had 
they the !»ope or the means mu to see it. 

Then the German mitoaiv authorities turned the 
doelm into a motion pit tmr theater ami so < iouum lad 
at last a tinetna house of it* own, for the old hall was not 
transformed only to rutrn,on (human soldiers. It was 
thrown open to the genet al pubin . Ami st tangent of all, 
the Gentian* asked peum-dun to me the old dumb of 
the Huguenots in the Adel Surer, that fine building 
with the shatp steeple whi< h had 4 »nviv been falling to 
ruins. If was to be tepaited and i d m imbed, and Luth¬ 
eran setvites were to br held in it. And the Got* tint peo¬ 
ple could s<at»ely believe theit own rat* when, passing 
by on a Sunday mot mug, thev braid a turn's diorus in 
that dumb sing Luther's old huuu ’ A safe stronghold 
our God is still," the hvnm thru them .elves knew so well. 
Now, what was wrong unit all that-' 

In the tourse of the lighting in and atound the prison, 
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where the German troops from the river barges had bar- 
ricaded themselves and whence they were promptly dis¬ 
lodged by the resolute action of the townsmen, there had 
been killed a policeman by the name of Cornelius Meurs. 
This Meurs had a brother named Gyse, a feeble-minded 
individual who earned his livelihood by beating carpets 
and begging pennies at the church door. Gyse was not 
u ller than the average boy of nine or ten, as I remember 
well, but he had the torso and chest expansion of a giant, 
while the strength of his hands was such that it had almost 
become a byword in the community. I knew both the 
Meurs boys well in my youth, for Cornelius had visited 
the Bible school where l was a pupil myself for the better 
part of seven years. Their family was extremely poor, 
but at one time it, had been among the best known in 
all Holland. The ancestors of those two boys had been 
bell casters, anti till this day you can find the name of 
one or the other of the Meurs artisans inscribed on the 
bells of dozens of towns and villages in the southern part 
of Holland. 

Although the dwarflike Gyse did not go to school, it 
must not be supposed that he was absent from our games. 
Gyse followed his brother Cornelius wherever he went. 
He accompanied him as far as the school door in the 
morning and was waiting for him again when classes 
were dismissed in the afternoon, winter or summer, rain 
or shine. The two were inseparable. And this, I think, 
for the very good reason that Cornelius was the only 
human being who could understand his brother s speech, 
which consisted of a variety of animal-like grunts and 
groans pitched in different tones to express different 

emotions. , , 

In the sham battles that we waged xn the forests ot 
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’> j ? . >,ri \m, it Imm ha turn her Corneliusdie 

• 4 h.-nw,;- 

I {'hu' hetwern *J : r two brothers had become 

*1 '■! vs •• t‘ir 4.',*;?) ,4 ihro pamtt^ ;tml with the 
p^’.a.;r ■- ‘ ‘.r,»n i hr;, ♦«« upw4 .» ->maSl I tillage ttHOmc 
t>;.' i .\Wf\ I n m rvrosji,: t.vte »ouht fir hitu nitltitgOB 

*- »- *,* .('r pjrv,"! ?, i ,»firj.tlv w tiui!,; fot liis brother to 
^ i ?! *hiU, U‘ ! v*n hr it% tin* familiar fimtre swing 
vnr t.'h.Ti, t*v-,r pomp op, am as fastis 
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his short legs could carry him, and happily throw his 
arms around his brother, Cornelius would stoop down 
to kiss the dwarf. Then, with Cornelius’ hand resting 
on Gyse’s shoulders and Gyse holding on to Cornelius’ 
coat, the two would walk, the rest of the way home to¬ 
gether. 

On the afternoon of the invasion, some neighbors 
brought the hotly of Cornelius Meurs back home on a 
pushcart. 'The dwarf was not in at the time, so the neigh¬ 
bors placed the hotly in the Iwdstee, a sort of cupboard 
in the wall that served die brothers as a sleeping place. 

I do not think that anyone intended Gyse to go in 
there unwarned of his brother's death. But that is the 
way it happened. He came home, stumbled into the 
front room of the cottage, but was back in the alley in 
a minute, screaming out. his grief in a frightened and 
pitiful voice. The neighbors tried to quiet him by pat¬ 
ting him on the head and speaking kind and reassuring 
words to him, hut nobody could really make it clear to 
the dwarf what had happened to his brother. He wailed 
like a possessed soul and kept it up for days. Only after 
the body had been removed and the funeral had taken 
place did he grow quiet again. He sat on the doorstep 
staring straight ahead or paced back and forth in front 
of the cottage, his hands clasped behind his back and his 
head bent on his chest, as if immersed in deep thought. 
By and by, however, he walked abroad again and once 
more made his appearance at the back doors of the homes 
where he had formerly been given small jobs to do. 

As he resumed his wanderings through the town and 
saw the changes that had occurred—the blackened ruins 
of the arsenal were not far from his alley—and saw, above 
all, the many strangers in uniform, it must have dawned 
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slowly upon him that there was Home connection between 
these newcomers anti the tleath of his brother. 

I have a letter front (lore urn written since the German 
occupation, wherein the writer remarks that the only 
person to be annoyed unmistakably by the presence of 
the Germans was Gvse Meurs, He would walk up to a 
German soldier or officer, stand boldly in Ids path, shake 
his huge fists, ami emit those strange, incomprehensible 
growls until he was frothing at the mouth. Some would 
be amused by the comical little man and simply pass on 
their way. Others, taking Gvse's actions perhaps as an 
affront to the dignity of the Thud Prussian Regiment 
of Death's-Head Hussars, latch met h.miml. would order 
him gruffly to he gone an*l pet haps administer a well- 
directed kick at the shuffling dw.til's posteiior. 

As these int blent-* gtrw mme tie*ptem, the burghers 
of (hireurn grew lather alutned at (use's behaviur and 
were ou the alert to wan h hi^ movements. When they 
saw him advance towai.l a p.utv ot Gentians, they would 
hastily intervene to duett ltd attention or kindly lead 
him off, lest in the end wot -.r than a kit k from a Prussian 
jack hoot be his lot, Their was no wav of warning Gyse 
of the dangets he dunned by those manifestations of 
hatred for the cumpteim. Appeals to trason would not 
have penetrated that vimbeth dintm tied mind. Words 
made no impression c»n him. At the sight of a German 
uniform G\sr‘s eves si can well imagine from having 
seen him gtow angty m**te than once as a hoy) would 
first narrow down to tune slits amt thru open wide with 
the framed light of immeum hatred. It was dear that 
the man would commit an carnage sooner or later, throw 
himself like a tiger cm a Grttuan soldier if he would 
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catch one alone and tear him to pieces with his amazingly 
strong hands. It became therefore imperative to watch 
Gy S e constantly or to have him removed to some institu- 
tion where he would be kept out of harm’s way. If that 
had been done, a great calamity would have been avoided. 

It is also true that nobody could have predicted the 
horrible way the halfwit was to avenge his brother’s 
death and the sorrow he was to bring on the community. 

At one end of Gyse’s alley, separated from the rows of 
humble cottages that made up the neighborhood and 
towering over it like some mighty castle, stood an old 
windmill- This structure was the equivalent of three 
stories high. It stood near a section of the town’s earthen 
defense works. The wooden gallery that encircled its 
octagonal shape was about where the second story of an 
ordinary house would end. 1* rom that gallery one could 
look over the town and see the river to the point where 
it bends around I -oevestein Castle, In my youth, I recall, 
the wings of this mill had become unsafe and had been 
removed. But it remained in use. When the doors of 
the mill stood open, you could see how it was operated 
by a blindfolded horse. The horse walked around in a 
circle of sawdust on the outside of a complicated system 
of creaking beams and crossbeams. These beams met 
prismlike in the center of the ground floor and there 
turned on a thick metal point as in the old-fashioned 
merry-go-rounds that, were to he seen until a few years 
ago at the fairs of Flanders and Holland. But the mill¬ 
stones, which ground the com, were invisible. You could 
hear them rolling about with thunderous rumble on the 
oaken floor above. It was a breath-taking experience to 
watch the mill in motion, and I, along with other boys, 
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must have spent hours in fascinated observation of those 
wondrous ami somewhat mysterious wheels within 

' V * For* some reason, probably because the mill's outer 
gallery projected above the < tty wall, ami tould he used 
as a military observation post, the Ormans, a day or so 
after the occupation of Don urn, requisitioned the build¬ 
ing. Troops were quartern! in it, and some ol the men 
even slept between the gun* millstones on that first story, 

For days on end (;>«• Meuts tould be seen sitting on 
the grass of the eat then wall and watt lung the activities 
at the mill, the soldiers coming and -putt.;, the bread and 
supplies being deliveied and all shat. Nobody disturbed 
the half witted dwarf. He did u*»t tome near enough to 
he in anybodv's wav, am! the t.rnnato .o*»u grew accus¬ 
tomed to seeing him tbetr, )u. Vun-t duwn up level with 
his thin ami statute, at them as if mcmettml. 

Ctufew was at tune tn the nnuii,;, and at ten the town 
was plunged in complete «l ukueo < aviliau air-raid 
patrols and dcuthmeuH of t.rtuun 'Then thereafter 
walked thtough the uteris and saw to u that no infrac¬ 
tions of the hi at k tint title* o.iiiml, Hot m«ue of these 
patrols visited tin 4 netghb*ub*^*d *4 t!u **hl wttulinil!. 
Had they done .u and. had tlm* turned tlicit electric 
ton lies in the du ct t e »u > 4 the giav-*, knolls of the de¬ 
fense works, they would, have seen tbctc a < i out lung 
figure tautiondv moving ab*mi »o pot Ivmg uiotionlew 
for htuus, his eves glued * in tbe do. a of the mill, lor 
three weeks, night and <»as, D*. r Mrtos never left his 
observation post. lie 1 teas be*:• rnghlc t.militarising him- 
sell with the habits of the a 4>h» v, q .ms tried in the place, 
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temple of Dagon of the Philistines. Around ten o’clock 
he saw the soldiers returning from the taverns in town 
and noticed that they were accompanied by women. He 
could hear their subdued, secret laughter as they walked 
up the cobble-stoned pathway which led to the mill. No 
sooner did he hear the heavy oaken door slam shut than 
he crawled out of his hiding place. He then approached 
the mill with a long ladder, which he placed against the 
gallery. He climbed the ladder, scaled the railing of the 
gallery, and, moving stealthily forward, lifted himself to 
one of those narrow slits which served to admit the day¬ 
light in the upper story. What he saw inside apparently 
steeled him to carry out the rest of his design. Like a 
cat he slit down the ladder once more and raced for the 
door. He tried the latch. It opened. Gyse Meurs was 
inside the mill. It seemed that his eyes could penetrate 
the Stygian darkness of the wide room, for he ran with 
unfailing step around the machinery toward the small 
door that gave access to the narrow stairway leading up¬ 
stairs. Noiselessly he slipped the heavy iron bolts into 
their locks—-the German soldiers were locked in, except 
for the door upstairs that opened on the gallery. Again 
Gyse ran through the darkened mill room, went outside, 
and sped up the ladder. 

On the gallery he took hold of the great metal wheel 
which, when the mill was still equipped with wings, had 
been used to set the hood or roof of the mill to the wmd. 
With an effort that made him gasp, Gysc lifted the wheel 
and tarried it to the side where the door was located 
and then tvedged it tightly between the door and the 
railing of the narrow gallery. The wood creaked but 
the dwarf worked on as if he had not heard anything. 
When he had the wheel in place, he lifted himself once 
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more to one of the windows and looked inside. Almost 
at oiu’O lu' dropped ls.uk. t lot* ot the soldiers had seen 
something nunc against the gla>s of the ten-inch aper- 
ture in the wall and had walked over to look out. But 
Gyse was gone. He slid down the ladder and entered 
the dark mill mum erne mere. Em a mometu he stood 
still to listen. Heumld hear footsteps upstairs and voices. 
One nun was lumittg down the stairs. His feet could 
he heanl stumbling utu ettaiub mt the narrow wooden 
stairway, 

't hen Ovse seized held of die weoden beams at the place 
where the horse turd to he hat ties -ed to the machinery 
and, planting his fret in the vtwdua, heaved with all his 
might. It was a-, ii the whole sum tmr was about to crack. 
'I‘he mm bitten gtatrd and < leaked, hut slowly it came 
into motion. 0\ .r Irpi .at walking and pu.hing. Above 
his head he t oiil! heat the nut!.s. me. go ium motion and, 
ahove their rumble, the use. and .hunt-* of the trapped 
soldiers. Easter attd la am he walked, knowing perhaps 
that if he * nttid »m»e t<* a ft<a that is, ex. red the normal 
pate of a hone-thr tmlEtom-, would he ttirn loose from 
their montimp and go * aiceum.; »*vn the floor above. 
Whether hr knew that this would happen or not, it did 
occur. 

Hut what Lv>r «otdd ma see was that an oil lamp was 
upset upstaits and th n the butwing oil was spreading 
over the U 0 . 4 , win. h wa. as dn tinder. In five min¬ 
utes the mill w e, a bm.r Honing tun !» th at tlttew a ruddy 
giate on the watm »<» th.- turn and « uuld he seen for 
miles annmd. Hv thru t?ir alum let.! brmt given, and 
the volumm fur *!r; asm.mit «a (*m< mo v;.n ott rheway. 
Soldiets wete ha* I mg at the dom unit axes and picks 
but tmdd nut bleak it d.*wu, ltuming timbers were fall- 
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ing from the gallery onto the fire fighters below. Finally, 
a hole was chopped in the door large enough to push 
one nun through. Gyse saw him by the light o£ the burn¬ 
ing woodwork of the ceiling and rushed forward. Before 
the dwarf's impact the German soldier went down like 
a sack with Gyse on top of him, throttling the life out 
of him with his strong fingers. Then the building crashed. 

The bodies of thirteen German soldiers were removed 
from the ruins the next day, also the charred remains of 
two unrecognizable females. The German High Com¬ 
mand, after a thorough examination of the building, 
reached the conclusion that the dwarf found with his 
fingers buried deep in the throat of the dead German 
soldier was responsible, but that he must have plotted 
with others. It was announced, therefore, that unless 
the citizens of Gomtm would come forward voluntarily 
and denounce the accomplices of Gyse Meurs, three 
citizens would have to pay with their lives for the crime 
committal against the German army. 

Herr Hauptmann Baron Waldcmar von Schwabenfels 
of the Third Prussian Regiment .of Death’s-Head Hus¬ 
sars, lately mechanized, was sitting in the board room of 
the orphan asylum. He had personally selected the stately 
old mansion, with its marble stairway and its high win¬ 
dows, to serve as military headquarters for the occupa¬ 
tional forces in the fortress of Gorcum and its environs 
until the town hall, where everything was still upside 
down because of the fighting that had taken place there, 
could be repaired and put in order. On the large oaken 
table in front of Herr von Schwabenfels stood a gold¬ 
framed photograph of Adolf Hitler and a silver co ee 
set. He had lit a cigar and as he leaned back m a broad 
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red leather anutluit. he raised ids htightlv polished boots 

to the table, t 

Hu* new eomtnandrt «4 torn tun was no longer a 
votmg man. t>« lost glan. e “»r would have put him 
down as id tv, though he nnm bast* been older, He wore 
the Iron (boss and Mtinr oihet devolutions whit h showed 
tlutt iu: had set ted under the Kauri in the previous 
\Vt*t Id Wat, He van ini hiuorti welt, The recent cam- 
migu in 1’nl.md had trdmid the M.iputeiue that had 
lotne upon Him in the seats hr had spent mi his estate 
in hast Ihuvua, t he sun had btomrd Ids features and 
heightened the \ is idate .s of ho blur eve,. A «tusea topped 
must at tie dtd m-t w holts hide hts souvenir <4 Yenluu- 
u Uvill si at a* toss Ids tippet tip vdtrte a piet e of shrapnel 
had stun l hum Ho men >,ttd oj the lf.iuptmnnn that 
he was a good >• a t. He had a f at hr t tv w a\ with them, 
a timmtstatur unrated hv hr, t.mdh, dightly winkled 
hue, If is fit st to.).! n> But,;om Vriwcy of (forcum, 

vvftetl he inloiused that grUflrnuu of ho dept nitton, had 
heett talltet tit the wav *4 a humble apology, I beg 
your wot,hip," tie ti ad, said. "tmt to blame me for this 
rather violent imtjamu into vmt t omuumity. ... I am 
only utiestng iad*'ts 1 a mo* son that i d ninth rather 
he seeing how the padtr. and plums ate doing on mj 

farm in ttrhd* 

Ashe dumped hath that Into- mm mm; and blew out 
tings of sjtede, Bao-n son * hwabrideh atluwrd hi*ey« 
to navel fiat k attd both .dot!. 1 , a o*w of paintings on the 
watt hefntc turn, the*. wco* p ! »ut att.s of past regents 
and dottou of the m-umuiou in v.ht« h hr had now taken 
up his ahodr, full fo* ed genth-mrn iu blu» k tlnth nwttW 
with high Util »ulU,, v,iweaung dtguiturie* m the 
eighteenth »rnmt*,, and., Sunils, torn m side whiskert 
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and stiff black suits—a procession o£ Dutch faces and 
costumes representing four centuries both of change and 
continuity. He surveyed the pictures casually, but his 
eyes returned again and again to a Directoire water clock 
on the mantelpiece. On top of that clock were two metal 
figures in the costumes of Napoleonic grenadiers, with 
uplifted mallets in their hands. The Baron was waiting 
for the hour of ten, when the two mechanical grenadiers 
would beat out a tune on the musical bells and then, with 
a curious gesture of uplifted mallets that made them ap¬ 
pear to be saluting the onlooker, switch around and beat 
out the strokes of the hour on a deeper-toned gong. 

As he was anticipating the mechanical play, there was 
a knock on the door and in strode Herr Stantarttruppen- 
fuehrer Erich Schwartz of the S.S., one of Himmler’s 
Gestapo agents, who had been sent to Gorcum to reor¬ 
ganize c ivilian life. The Gestapo man saluted him with 
outstretched arm and said: “Heil Hitler!” Baron von 
Schwabeufels brought his right arm forward in response 
and sighed. 

“Well, what is it, Schwartz?” he asked. 

”1 beg to report, Herr Hauptmann, that the shops will 
all be open this morning. The workers have returned 
to the wharf. The Jews have been assembled in their 
synagogue. But the schools remain dosed until we have 
examined the teachers. I have ordered the confiscation 
of all the sugar in the town. Well need an entire tram 
for it. There tue a thousand sacks of flour, too, and 
several carloads of canned fruit and vegetables and a 

good stock of cocoa-And then, eh, Herr Hauptmann, 

Gestapo headquarters have ordered that fifty men are to 
be deported for the outrage at the mill and three to be 
executed. 'The execution will be at three this afternoon. 
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We think it best to have a public execution in order to 

set an example.*’ 

“Have it your own wav, Sdiwartr," said the Baron. 
“You know what's last. Bv the wav, has Lieutenant 
Schmidt come in? . . . Oh, there you are. Schmidt; 1 the 
Baron exclaimed, jumping up from his than, as a young 
unicer came into the loom. “I was just asking for you. 
You may go now, Hdtwatt/,” he added, turning to the 
GestajK) man. When S« hwait/ had left. Baton von Schwa- 
benfels fell batk turn his«hair. 

“'Hun cursed swine with His Jews and executions gives 
me the creeps. Mantled," he said. I was just sizing up 
that clock on the mantel}arte when he tame in. It’s 
mine. I’m shipping it to Silesia. Did you say you wanted 
the chandelier in the tulC Voti'd better butty and get 
it down. Then* is apt to be a < ic a.tpo inspe< tor here this 
afternoon. We'tr going h» have an e\e< ution. Get every¬ 
thing pat bed before that bud auives. By the way, did 
you get some *.;*«*d pi* tutr./' 

“Yes,” laughed Lieutenant Si hmidf, teathing for the 
cigarettes, “I think 1 have a lute o! amestors down to 
the fourteenth teutuiy mne. 1 pi* ked (hem up m the 
museum.” 

“Good, good,” beamed the Captain. ”f hope you cov- 
ere<l up yom - ah little bun." 

“Oh, yes,” * ante bat l the Lieutenant. ”1 had the vacant 
spots ttnered with pltoto.paphs of Inin, he pointed to 
the Fneluet's jihoto ,taph on the t.dde, ”of him, and 
Clubfoot, and the Hying Big.” 

”l*‘.x<client !** tetmued Captain von S< hwabenfcls, 
“Have the pi« tutes put togrthri with y**ur lamp and 
my dm ks, and we'll ship them all out this afternoon 
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before those thieves of the Gestapo arrive. ... By the 
way, any news from the front?” 

“He went to France this morning!” replied the Lieu¬ 
tenant. "T hat means it will soon be over, I suppose,” 
Captain von Schwabenfels said. “At least, let us hope 
sol" 

Baron von Schwabenfels dreaded the hours that were 
to elapse before the execution. Not that he was plagued 
by any qualms of conscience. A crime had been com¬ 
mittee! against the German authority and the German 
army, and that crime was to be punished. If the Dutch 
would not indicate who the culprit was, that was their 
affair. In such cases the innocent had to suffer for the 
guilty. But he looked forward with nervous apprehen¬ 
sion to what was to come before the actual shooting, 
which Lieutenant Schmidt was to supervise. That was 
all arranged. 

The Baron knew from experience in Poland that, as 
military governor of a newly occupied community, he 
had to listen to the supplications for reprieve on the part 
of the relatives of the condemned men. 

Why should he have to go through all that torture? 
It was the most, futile gesture of this whole insane busi¬ 
ness of war, lor it was decreed beforehand that, though 
advocates and relatives of the condemned were permitted 
to make representations, no mercy was to be shown. But 
maybe these Dutchmen won't ask for pity. Maybe they 
won’t come whining and weeping like those horrible 
Polish priests and women he had been forced to hear 
in Kalis/, last fall. He hoped the Dutch would not make 
him go through the same ordeal again. He hoped they 
would let, the condemned go to their deaths without a 
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whimper. 'Then Lieutenant St Itmnii would have the 
pleasure alone. He multi have * l * 

That boy SHnuidt had a strong stomaih. He came 
out of the S.A. ranks anti had srnnl as supervisor of a 
concent rat ion tamp. He had seen a thing or two. He 
would not weaken. Sthmulf. the Baton thought, actually 
takes a delight in rs.r« tttions. Hat! he not finished off 
those Jews in Kattowit.’ with Ho own tevolver? Herr 
(hHt kma not h 'mat! He hatl simply waded in their 
blood! 

An orderly, who tame to take the water tlotk away, 
informed Haunt von S» hwahrnieL that a deputation of 
burghers was waiting in the ante* hambei. 

‘•Men only" asked the t'.aptain. 

"At your srivne, men only Unr lluujitrnmn!" an¬ 
swered the man. 

"Show theta in'." In* added. "1 may at well go through 

with it!" 

The delegation « mud,fed of the pa am , of the various 
Refonned than he-, am! fhrer Uithnlir prints. It was 
the first time that the a* men had ever appealed together 
any whet e. They hied tn d«»wlv Baton von Sihwahenfds 
nothrd that not one o! ilu-m bowed m < lit ked fits heels. 
Suddenly the thought flashed thmu.,h to* mind that they 
might have tome to nmtdm huo Should he take out 
his irvolut t ’lint would look i luldt’.h Hut still, sup¬ 
pose they intended bins loom.' Yon * mild never he sure. 
’These men une pauiois, outia.-ed pattton. 1 hey might 
be despetate. Hr was .done. 1 hr Lai on tang the bell. 
An m drily appealed, 

"Let the guatd tall in heir," hr otdried, "and leave 
the dixii tuten. lit it H\iln lie vud, mining to the 
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delegation. “What is it?” They did not answer his salu¬ 
tation. A hard crowd, he thought. It will be a long time 
before we make Germans and Nazis out of these brethren. 
They will be hard to break. But that is work for the 
Gestapo. 

“These men are innocent,” began the pastor who stood 
in front, without any preamble. “Is it part of your code 
to execute innocent men?" 

"I do not owe you any explanation, Herr Pfarrer,” 
said the Baron testily. “German soldiers have been killed 
in your community in a most atrocious, barbaric manner. 
There is to be punishment, for that. If you can name 
the murderers, we may consent to a revision of the trial. 

I do not guarantee absolution for those now condemned. 
There is a bad spirit in your community, a spirit of 
opposition to the German army, most disgraceful and 
ungrateful. We t ame as brothers and liberators, and you 
received us as enemies. The Fuehrer had the best inten¬ 
tions toward Holland, He gave the German word of 
honor that no harm would tome to your country if there 
were no resistance. You disregarded the German word. 
He guaranteed the safety of the dynasty. The dynasty 
(led. He tame to bring you freedom from the English 
yoke, anti what do we find: resistance everywhere, re¬ 
sistance with deadly weapons." 

“I never saw an F.nglishman in all my life, said the 

pastor curtly. 

“That, may be true, Herr Pfarrer, but the English 
exercised au occult control over I he Netherlands, the 
English and the Jews. The Fuehrer could no longer 
permit that." f‘he Baron looked at the gold-framed 
photograph of Adolf Hitler and wondered if he was say- 
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ing the right thing. "No t*ntn or woman of the German 
race in this whole wmhi U going to lenmitt in the power 
of Jews. Neither lu te, not in Fregland. nor anywhere 
in the world. T itat is Germane's tuition. T he last cen* 
tury has heeti the age of the Jews. The next thousand 
years will he the German ep*wh. Germane is at last 
coming into its own. For hundreds of sears we F.uro- 
peam-rms wige kh* we Germani. in other | topics, have 
been kept tight ing emit other bv Fuglaiul. That is the 
greatest scandal til histoiv lint it b now emleil. . . 

“When slut we rvet fight briotr?" asked the pastor 
dryly. "We. the Dun it and the (in man-., or the Germans 
and the St andiu.n tarn, esu rju at tite time of the Reforma¬ 
tion. whit it snrels it.td nothing to do with Fuglandr 
"Hm IV'mrer. let re. nm <pubhh\“ tame itack the 
Baron. **<iemtanv U \hun it<ug and Get many's will is 
to rule tlte Gnnfinroi now' 

"Quite tight." teplitd rite pastor. "But if we are to 
be brothers, Germane htmhn *. a. von s.vy, why nut deal 
with us in a mow- biotin ah t idiom. Whv not spare the 
lives of the three uutoirunare moi, vdu. are as blameless 
of the <mt«age a*. I tny«di ot sou, Hen Hnuf tmann ,.. 

"You only have to none the »ttlpt it‘s .tunmplim, 
and we will surely irtomnlrr out de* i-non," 

"We <amtot name .o*umpli< e». when there weren’t 
any." said the paum " Their air- no auomplhes, and 
the men sou umdnnurd aie on eh nmotent, We give 
you out saueil w<tt d as Dun hmrn," tire pastor pleaded. 

"Meinr flrrtrn, the «mnleusnrd men mint die for the 
good of Holland. 

"For the Holland of dir future, Her r Hmfttmann." 
“As you wish, Heir I'hurei," rents urd ihr Baron. “I 
do not iptartel about wolds fa* re .done * mint with m" 
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The selection of the persons to be executed in retalia¬ 
tion for the dwarf’s insensate revenge had been left to 
the discretion of the Gestapo’s representative in Gorcum, 
Parteigenos.se l'lrich Schwartz. 'This individual, a tall 
cadaverous type who had earned his spurs in the early 
days of the Nazi regime by his iron nerve in administer¬ 
ing the most atrocious tortures in the concentration camp 
of Oranienburg, had not been long in making up his 
mind as to who should expiate Gyse Menus’ crime. From 
the moment of his arrival in the town, simultaneously 
with the troops of the 'Third Prussian Regiment of 
Death's-Head Hussars, lie had quietly proceeded with 
the arrest of those Dutch citizens whose names figured 
on the lists supplied him by the A u stand Amt, that 
branch of the German .Secret Police which keeps on file 
the names, addiesses, past activities, and business and 
family relationships of every individual in every city, 
town, and village of the whole world who is either an 
active or a potential opponent of German Fascism. 

With the aid of certain sympathizers of the Nazi cause 
in Gorcum—half a dozen men who made up the local 
membership of the National Socialist Bund—Schwartz 
had not experienced any difficulty in locating those indi¬ 
viduals whom Berlin considered more dangerous than 
armed tnxips. He had not arrested them in a single 
wholesale raid. He had these men placed in custody 
one by one. So as not to arouse popular indignation or 
to cause a sensation, they had been quietly removed from 
their homes in the dead of the night. In this way few 
in Gorcum were aware of the number of those arrested; 
fewer still knew where the vanished ones had been taken. 
The usual commentary on these nocturnal disappear¬ 
ances was that .stu b and suc h a person had been moved 
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to Germain' for a more or levs Irtr^tlry period of “political 
education. 1 * Relatives who went to impure about them 
at the Toll bat rat U. a vetv old building-the remnant 
of a huge castle - wit*’te the Gestapo had established its 
heiuUiuarteis, wete told that they would soon have their 
loved ones bat L The' had meu-ly beett sent away, along 
with mtelletiuals ami tadh ah Irotst other < t mat ties occu- 
pied by the Gettnau armies, to m five instruction in the 
duties of the new type *4 I'utopean t iti/eti. 

What the relatives wetr not told, however, was that 
their lutsbamls, fathrm, and btotltets wete chained tip to 
the walls of the old dnm;n>m <4 the lull Bat tacks and 
that day alter dav thev wne Mihjn ted to the brutality 
and mistteaunrnt *4 the Gr-.upo men, It was curious, 
too. that in toundio.-; tip the mm. died "dam'emus" de- 
meats, Sihwam bad pan! tm di, ; ht aitention to the 
types who tutaht nas c been evp* * n d to I * at I* aw tst ton* 
(ptest most. Ho it was, tm noun. <\ that the only Com¬ 
munist member o| the town * otim si ol (*m* um, who had 
also been the «u mown of the h« al iimtwoikers' union, 
not only had not been je.ohmrd. loti Ittd brrtt plated in 
( hatge ol the ttrvdv r aoblt.lmd *>ntion ol tlte Arbeits- 
fnmt. Hr. rmpUrt wtote tut" “ 1'htmr* have <hanged 
little, Jaap van \tmntl ihr l mumum.t in tjttestion] 
still utiiio ft* do tlte tulhmnr htJ.-, uni**/, bn the work¬ 
ers, only foda*. he wru, a blown .hitt ami fleets you 

* * i mi.. . i .. „ " V- * A tli ti'llil in 


the past had hern t bt,n tabblr t onsets or agitators 
had been (hunt bed bv the <*»■.) *po 

The ttirn an* a*d wnr pm ,oi, Id r K,** ' Boon, the 
smith and h* a! pn«;, ,ud hi • un-ml jun Imttw, the 
house paint* f, vdto pi re b*’d m ,t Numla*. in the thapd 
of the lKuhi’ 4 '*, I hr .«• two iuoi, *<u whom even the utost 
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conservative and reactionary Gorcummers had looked in 
the past as harmless idealists, incapable of the least 
act or thought of violence, had been among the first to 
be taken into custody by the Gestapo. This leads one to 
think that the Germans entertained different notions on 
the subject of their innocence and harmlessness. As a 
matter of fact, not the most vociferously patriotic citizens, 
those who had called for a fight to the death against the 
invader and who had always been in the forefront of 
nationalistic anti patriotic endeavor, were regarded by the 
Germans as their most determined opponents, but rather, 
strange as it may seem, the men of peace at any price, the 
conscientious objectors, the followers of Tolstoy, the be¬ 
lievers in nonviolence. The first to join Boon and Trouw 
in the dungeon of the Toll Barracks had been the presi¬ 
dent and officers of the district organization of Kerk en 
Vrcde (Church and Peace), a young pastor from the 
near-by village of Dalem and his colleagues from the 
small fortified town of Woercum, across the Merwe River. 
These men, the fundamental idea of whose preaching 
had been spiritual defense alone, would have had Hol¬ 
land disarm completely, strip herself ol army and navy 
and face the world as naked as Isaiah of yore, in an atti¬ 
tude of absolute defetiselossness. I hey were willing to 
face occupation of their country and subjugation of their 
people without offering the slightest opposition, in the 
belief that in so doing they carried out Christ s cotmnanc 
not to resist evil. Now' they tvere indicted as Germany s 
worst enemies. Their ideas had not; had a wide follow¬ 
ing, but to the extent that their influence had made itself 
felt, one might have expected that the Germans would 
have hailed them as comrades and collaborators m that 
they had contributed something toward disrupting unam- 
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mity on the subjected nuttonal defense .uul so had helped 
to assure Hitler’s victory. These were the men who had 
been thrown into jail. And it was out of their midst that 
Parteigenowie Schwartz srlec ted the three who were to pay 
with their lives for the but turn; of the mill and its soldier 
occupants. 

But at the last moment, the Uuupo agent changed his 
plan* about having the elution take plate in public. 
He could not keep up the pretense that his prisoners had 
been sent to Germany lor political te education and yet 
produce them at so shot! a noth e before the firing squad 
in the town squ.nr or on the bowling c.teem Moreover, 
the military commander of Hon urn, Baton von Schwa- 
henfels. had caused the announcement of the forthcom¬ 
ing execution ot the thtre < nmlemm-d men to he affixed 
to the billboards a* m»u» a. hr had learned the names 
of those selec ted In St hw.n t„\ 

'The htrtcnynfisH' had dec ided that the exec mitm was 
to take place on the rifle range behind the Toll Barracks, 
an area that teas t Iced ft* tin* puhlit. The three men he 
selec ted were NvUats de Wit. a plumbet ; fan Tmuw, the 
preacher and painter, amt a sc h> »< dmastet u.uued ( *etnt 
Jan Strang. 'The thtre weir inhumed of their fate at 
noon, three hours hrfoir their death. A request to sec 
their wives and children bn a Tea time, with It Baron 
von Schwabenfels had granted, wav tare? c m.utetmandcd 
by Schwarts. The <leMupo mart had taken alt details of 
the executhm in hand and had even odd I.ieutenant 
Schmidt that his presence would met be required, fhe 
only witnesses of rhe execution were the inhabitants of 
those houses whom rear garden w.db tom lied on the rifle 
range. Souse of them watched the 'itran.-e pro* ession that 
came out of the iron cellar door of the ! oil Battueks that 
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afternoon. I have it from one of the spectators, who stood 
behind the Venetian blinds in his room, looking across 
his small garden through a pair of binoculars, that his 
attention was drawn to the scene by the voices of the 
condemned. 

The three men looked grimy and unkempt. Their 
faces could he seen plainly. My old friend, Jan Trouw, 
was almost unrecognizable. His left eye was swollen 
horribly, anti the lower part of his face was covered with 
a heavy growth of beard.... 'They were chained together. 
Sylvan de Wit was weeping and had to he assisted by 
one of the soldiers as the party climbed the stone steps 
that lead to the t itle range. There were twelve soldiers 
in the squad. An officer preceded them, while the Ges¬ 
tapo agent. St hwartz, followed behind. The three were 
placed under an elm tree. St hwartz, advanced to read 
something to them in German, of which, of course, they 
did not understand a worth The Gestapo man read 
quit kly anti in a monotonous tone of voire. Suddenly the 
sound of the carillon in St. John’s tower disturbed the 
summer afternoon's stillness. Instinctively the three men 
looked toward the tower. And then, without paying any 
more attention to Sc hwartz reading the verdict, the three 
of them fell in with the tune, singing the words with 
broken voices; “The Lord is great. His Name is great, 
the wonder of His works is great, endlessly great His 
lovel ...” 

When the three condemned men began to smg, 
Schwartz looked at them in surprise and ran hack quickly 
toward the firing squad. ... At the same moment, the 
command rang out: “Eire!” When the smoke had cleared 
away, the sec x et onlookers saw that De Wit and Strang 
had fallen flat on their faces, hut Jan Trouw was on his 



*}•}! \ V U VY Aid »NK 

Vnw « trvinjr t«» tahe m%md w;H 1 ulwin S his 

Hrt in dark red hUmhev . . • *>< hwam walked over 
m-iftlv to where Ttuuw wan hneelim;, I le held a revolver 
’ l is rnrht hand. Ttonw had ahwwt uiwd himself, but 
Sthwarf/ fired, and he tell Vei ;»*»m the painter rose 
‘ I - s ^ mri4 This time Si hunt w kt« led him in the face 
with full fone, Siukumhaik. fan An mw pointed a finger 
t t j H ,man and • ailed out; ” /W/i zijn jnllit ook 
nmt^hen! And vet von im ate Uutiuu Wingd" 

For answer Sthwast* hrnt mn and, stradvit^ UU re* 
volver in the »tool ,4 hi, rjhotv, lord e more. ... 
The new otdet had hern raabhdird in Urivumt 
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In the Steps of the Sun 


Sunrise in Manchuria 


XT 

xv< 


__._ostya A Nti Taco had been together ever since that 
morning when it seemed as if a thunderstorm had struck 
Vladivostok and a shower of screaming shells came crash¬ 
ing into the l ■ ht/a Petrova. I ago lived in the Ulitza 
Petrova, width was really not a street at ail but a narrow 
mud alley tlanked by huts put together out of castoff lum¬ 
ber atul covered with sheets of corrugated iron. Japanese 
fishers lived in that alley, Chinese dock workers, Korean 
street peddlers, and a swarming mass of Russian Lumpen 
proletarians. 

How Kostya had tome to be in that alley on the morn¬ 
ing of the bombardment must always remain a matter 
of eonjetture. He was the only sou of a White Russian 
officer who hud been imprisoned by the Red partisans. It 
may very well In* that the child had escaped the attention of 
his nurse, had found the garden gate unlocked, and had 
wandered off. The garden of the colonel's house touched 
here and there on that populous alley. All Kostya remem¬ 
bered later about the day of the bombardment was that a 
shell splinter had tut him just above the knee and that he 
had run in the direction of the Peter and laul Square, 

Non, l» this in which I toj to^njjd in the 

iin* I luw tHeitmml the mtm of pmora ma ivems 

with are pan of my v U>y<*\ and imdlenual 
to reeaptuw and inertpt’ft die impact of 
on people I know, P.v.l*. 

m 
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where some men in uniform h.u! caught hold of him and 

had bandaged his leg. 

Of what happened after that he rememheied little. The 
fire had continued to tain I mm heaven, (heat clouds of 
smoke had hung over the i itv. Dead men ami women had 
lain about in the streets sale bv side with the swollen bodies 
of horses, whose legs weie extended stiffly into the air, 
broken carts, thrown away rifles, and the pulverized 
masonry of buildings. In the evening Kostya had found 
himself with a crowd of women and < hibhm herded into 
a church, where he had fallen adeepbv the light of candles 
whose flames dipped and fluttered eat h time the muffled 
sound of an exploit was heatd and then returned to 
their former quiet IndUan. <•. lie irmeudieted the play 
of the candles and also th tt hr h.td dept next to a hoy who 
had given him a pie..* of hi rad in tie* morning, He had 
not been able to tmdrt0and thr b**\ ’* spit tit, foi he was 
a Japanese, Still, he had followed him amuml all that 
day*, and in the evening they had gone fj.uk togt tint to 

sleep in the < bun h. , , 

Only once had Kostsa je.Hgnwrd Ins burner home is 

he wandemi with the Japanese bm thnmv.h the streets in 
the days that followed,. He had mogni.vd the home be¬ 
cause of the dog that had * otue pimping at him from the 
garden, bailing, whining, and wagging its tad. He and 
'Pago had looked into the gantm, and Kostya had made 
Signs to his little J-.jM.trse tiir.M t» follow him. He had 
pulled I 'ago by the band tip the puh m the white villa, 
where he thought Im mother w.<uld still be waiting for 
hint. But when thrv bad neeird the house, they found 
every toom Idled with '.Imping tots tnd straw sat ks and 
Red soltliers bang and sitting d«nu. mm on the stairway 
;nul in the km tint. Urn soldo-n gor the Dukhmsome 
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food and then sent them away with the admonition not 
to come back. 

So they had started their wanderings together and their 
life together, Kostya and Tago. The Japanese boy had 
never been able to identify the hut on the Ulitza Petrova 
where he had once lived. The whole neighborhood had 
been smashed and burnt beyond recognition by the bom¬ 
bardment. Many years later, when Tago had learned to 
speak Russian fluently, he told Kostya how he had seen 
his mother and baby brother killed before his eyes on the 
morning of the bombardment and how he then had run 
away as fast as he could and had continued running until, 
toward nightfall, he had been pushed into that church by a 
policeman. Tago's father had been away with the fishing 
licet on the day of the disaster. 

The first winter was a frightful ordeal for the two chil¬ 
dren. How they survived when hundreds of adults froze 
to death is almost a miracle. But they came through. I hey 
had joined a band of street urchins, waifs, like themselves, 
of the great storm that raged in those years in all the 
Russias. Their shelter at nights had been the celbrs of a 
ruined government building; the gang sneaked m after 
dark and decamped before daylight. On the coldest nights 
the bigger boys built a fire there from the wood and 
debris that lay about in heaps all over Vladivostok. 

In the daytime boys scattered to roam and to gather up 
what food they emild lay their hands on. t hey learned 
to dig scraps Iron. garbage cans and to pilfer from 
cars in the yards of the ' lram-Siheran Railway, rhat was 
dangerous work, for die Red soldiers on guard had strict 
orders to shoot the Bcspresorni on sight. In order to mak 
the militiamen obey that order and show no nmrc*th 
sentinels were themselves held accountable for cars broken 
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into and chang'd with couuteuevoluimnary weakness if 
any goods were missing. 

It therefore bet aine a struggle of life and death between 
the Bespre/umi and the soldiers, in with h the children 
pitted their wits against the wgiUtue of the Red army. 
Occasionally there wete pin bed battles in width thechii- 
dren did not alwavs«otur oil’ worst. Sn at ms of Besprworni 
wm ld move up steahhtlv thtuugh the vards and simply 
overwhelm the sentinels hdoie die men mold make use 
of their arms. Then the soldiers hail their errs gouged out 
or their thioatsutt wiih pin rsoi glass o» with«tmU*knives 
or even with their own baronets. Eot it n as the law of the 
jungle that hat! teimned to Russia in those years of chaos 
and famine, and mans of tie- nr.;lo ted . hildten grew up 
into fieri e soum; age is. th. ms< L-o hunted <4 men. hut 
taking revenge with ama.utn; ingenuity and frightful 
t ruelty. 

Only in the spiing had theie hern fob and ftnit enough 
forthe youthfultfesju-Md.*rs, andtlws did not need to fight 
ami kill fm then food, 1 low m-tu ,.ut imaging in the 
emmuy, tobbmg f.ums ami haius aim **t* hauls. Ify the 
auttmm of the m - » oud s*" u, v, hen tin Nos t« i'i had oseitome 
most of the mieiseuitonisi r\p«‘dn lom and mold devote 
tiiule attention to sot i ll jttohh'JJH, (he l*>"-tpj< /otttl tsi'te 
being tountled up in \ iadunoiol i ago and Kostva were 
.settt to an institution, whi«h 'a >* honvd in the tormer 
country home *4’a V! tdivomd m<n s h u*t. Silt s miles up the 
Pat iflt toast. Ilirtf l hr*. s| ent the ! .s mO't, 

But in the follow in,* sja tug th* M , t m urns and node the 
huge freights fis t* sf.imrd past I. d e fUilal atnl over the 
Siberian putt tea l o>m tune to tm." tie- tvo* boss joined 
a gang of othn l**Is ha a shot! time, *udy to hteak the 









lew partnership soon thereafter and move on with another 
mng. In this way they roamed all over Asia.... ^ 

For ten years they made Tashkent their home. Tashkent 
was the city of abundance, where the best of fruit was for 
the picking, where the mild and even climate relieved you 
of the trouble of sean lung for a roof over your head, and 
where every man did what he liked. It was an ideal place 
for vagabonds like Tago and Kostya. The police was of 
the easygoing Oriental type; the Beluehtsian militia paid 
more attention to checker games in the coffeehouses than 
to strategy amt ballistics and watching for pilferers in the 
bazaars. The men hams of Tashkent, grown generous and 
lazy through long seats of prosperity, followed the anar¬ 
chistic polity of live and let live. 

In Tashkent the hoys grew tip. In time they were taken 
in hand by the < '.ommuntst party. They joined the \ outh 
Pioneers learned to teatl ami write, and even came as far 
as the people's university. Their friendship never waned. 
They were inseparable. Kostya had grown up into a shut 
tall lad with blue ryes amt yellow' hair. He was no longer 
dressed in rags but wore a white peasant blouse and a pan 
of high boots. Tago was short anti squat, but with power¬ 
ful arms ami slightly round legs. This star^ 

in physique sometimes made people stand still in the stiet . 

and shake their heads smilingly. One saw such strange 
and wondrous things in the ness' Russia! 

'Fhe first brief patting between the hoys came when 
Kostya fell in love* with a girl who was studying economics 
and social sciem eat the university. 1 ler name svas latya 
and she svas staying at the same boardinghouse as i - 
boys. Tago thought that the girl, with her endless ques- 
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for experimentation. a willing listener un whose patience 
she could unload her newly .u ijmml knowledge. But. he 
was wrong: Kostva was seriously in love. He talked of 
spring flowers utul the per! time of a woman's luir. He even 
wrote verses and was morose anti silent when Tatya went 
to classes in the evening and tould n*»s see Inns. 

Then Tatya suddenly turned hei hat k on Kostya and 
went to live with a Ret! attny soldier, a Rett, whose regi- 
ment was stationed in Tashkent, Then the trouble began. 

Kostva was so deptessed ovet the jibing that lie went 
around alone for weeks, He seldom tettuned to the 
house itt the evenin'! and even spoke o! life as no longer 
worth living. Whatever fa go did to .otts.de him and to 
him out of his despoudrn. v was of no avail. Kostya 
wanted his fats a b.uk. Nothmg rLr would do. 

Tago, who hail begun to fear lot his unmade's reason, 
had a talk with the gill When, in the < muse oi the eon* 
venation,she trm.ukrd < .mulls that she still loved Kostya 
best after the militiaman. Tagn\ mind was made up at 
once. If that was all that stood it* tb- wav of Kostya’s 
happiness he teasoneil, he would mejrh have to eliminate 
the obstat le. It seemed vet v simple, I ,e,,. therefore sought 
out the Lett, treated him at the srh/ej bar, and one night 
went strolling with Him it* the Lmtin hues!, where the 
soldier was found next urn,mug with a knife between h» 

' Upon being taken n* the hospital, the Lett hmvred be¬ 
tween life and death for w.-rU and when hr finally »■ 
covered it wasipiitr natm at that tie should tell Tatya who 
his assailant had been She in tmn “udsomrd the two 
friends with the Saits and tlueatrurd to dm. .time them to 
the polite, The boys knew full well «b..» an at t of ImhIi Vf 
aggression against a member of the at trnd h me* would fall 
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under the heading of political crimes and would bring 
them up against the GPU. They therefore thought it wiser 
to leave Tashkent as far away as possible. 

But now they found also that times had changed. Rail¬ 
way stat ions were watched; there were gatcmen and con¬ 
ductors who verified identity cards anti tickets before al¬ 
lowing would be travelers on the platform. The boys 
could not just rush through a station with a crowd, climb 
to the roof of a. passenger coach or a freight car, and 
remain there undisturbed until hunger or sleep drove 
them down for food or rest, to continue their journey a 
few hours later on another train. 'That was the way they 
had traveled west ten years before. Now that sort of free 
and easy vagabondage had liecome fraught with difficulties 
of an unexpected kind.... 

They nevertheless managed to go as far cast as Novo¬ 
sibirsk. In that city, which was being turned into an indus¬ 
trial center under tin* Five Year Plan, they had figured to 
remain ami get jobs. But they were promptly arrested the 
first day they set foot in the town. Upon their statemen 
to the police that they both hailed originally from Vladi¬ 
vostok they were ordered deported to the Maritime Gov¬ 
ernment of the Far Fasten! Soviet Republic. Hiere was 
no escaping this time, and in Vladivostok they were lodged 
in jail and held for disposition by the military authorities. 
Because Tago could not prove that he had been born on 
Russia., territory* he was ordered deported 10 ^ 
Kostya was held as a desert,:.' from die army tel,™ 
failed to reRister a, the proper time and was sent to a ths- 

ciplinary battalion in I ikhonkaya. Ti„f ihev 

So the two friends were at last separated But they 

, , f , „„U , ,t lift* There were, to be sure, no 
could not forgtt cadi otfut. i 

means of eomumttieatiott. In the fust place, each had 
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notion of where the other was, *‘t‘d then udatious between 
Russn and Japan etv so sti.tiiu 4 at it t t Ik* tn i upution 
of Manchuiia and thr it«uisiuns into Ohitui that mail 
service between the i wot«mut ties su *pprd altogether. 

During the tension over Japanese viol.itions of the 
borders of Outer Mongolia. Ko-uvas regiment was trans¬ 
ferred toKrasuv. lie had smed Ins trim lot desertion and 
had hern att.u hed to the <ot ps ot guides, a half motorued, 
half-cavalry unit i barged with vvanhing Japanese troop 
movements in the legion »*t Label tvonor, 

.Scarcely a day passed without some sUimtsh between 
border patrols, and omr <u two*- pit* bed battles were 
fought with entire irghnrnu and even divisions thrown 
into the ti.iv on both Sides I he Japuiese seemed tu be 
testing mu Soviet defenses. brfoie tin nine, on the Russians 
in full lore v. 

One evening Kostya w is sent ahead, with four other 
troopers on a monmuteung pativ. Soviet observation 
planes had signaled the po-m,e of a mnsidriahle body 
of Japanese motor iml tnl.mm in the neighborhood of a 
wooded ten-iron ah*mt tim e miles inside Soviet territory. 
The Russian stouting patties cute only to determine 
the disjnsition and stint, ph id thr J tputese units, but 
they wete insuin ted to i n*l th»* opponent s advance posts 
with the object of «apt min <; seme prisoners and question¬ 
ing them about tin- nintin intentions, 

ft was at the head of our of ihear -.mall tabling parties 
that Kostya set off about dud in the dimthut of the 
Japanese lines, lb a t cu > limit s he man bed his men through 
the forest without finding a simdr indi<atintt that the 
enemy was tteai. Not nut tl do) i'.i» bed a vast patch of 
shrubbery did they slov. thru pai <■ In the * Rating they 
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advanced step by step, cautiously exploring every foot 
of ground and peering ahead to the dark mass of the oak 
forest, which the air force had indicated as the probable 
limit of the Japanese penet ration. They were not fifty paces 
front the first trees, after having crossed the better part 
of the swampy clearing, when Kostya suddenly ordered 
his men to throw themselves flat on the ground. He had 
seen the flash of a torch amongst the trees. It was only 
the feeble ray of a pocket torch, and there was no reason 
to believe that the enemy had spotted them or was aware 
of their presence. But the fact that prowlers were near by 
had indubitably been established. Were they the advance 
patrols of the Japanese army or merely Mongolian hunters 
camped for the night on the edge of the forest? Kostya 
whispered to his companions to set up the machine gun 
they carried anti to wait while he went on alone to investi¬ 


gate. , 

Revolver in hand, he stepp'd forward into the dark. 

His companions lost sight of him immediately. He had 
not gone fifty yards when he again saw a brief flash of the 
torch. He also heard voices. Men were coming m his 
direction. He strained his eyes in the darkness. Bending 
the branches of the shrubbery aside with one hand and 
holding his revolver in the other, he made one or two 
more steps hit wattl, now tiptoeing and holding t e 
branc hes so that they would not snap or rustle their leaves 
and so betray his presence. He was about to drop to us 
knees and try to move still a little closer when he stepped 
on a dry twig. The snapping of the dead twig sounde 
like a pistol shot in the stillness of the night Kostya 
stopped at once to see what would happen. He held in his 
breath, and his jaw dropped with the tension of the mo¬ 
ment. He did not have to wait long. 
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From a point no more than nventv vanls distant he saw 
the fiery tongues of a maehiue gun suddenly leap into the 
dark. At the same it want lie fell down, struck by a bullet 
in the thigh. As he rolled owr into the undergrowth, he 
pulled his whistle ft out his Utah pot let and blew it for 
all he was worth. That was the signal tor the eompanions 
he had left behind to open fur. hi a moment machine 
guns were rattling horn both soles, ami Kostya hugged the 
ground as t lose as be < unld to es* ape the showers of bullets 
that raked the shrubbery, 

When the fusillade subsided, Kosiva tried to raise him¬ 
self to his knees but he totmd that Ins leg would not sup- 
port him.Thepamuasagomditg h was nut the sharp pain 
of a clean pttm title, Inn a brass. dull at hr as if his leg 
were being twisted mu of its mk ket. if*- untld feel the 
warm blood suramin;,; down Ins lore ami along lus calf. 
He tried to slit his Hornets hr tom set tin.; a tourniquet, but 
Ins strength failed him. It was that that the Japanese had 
used explosive bullets: an oidinatv steel jatketrd projec¬ 
tile umld not have t a used tin* gaping wound Kostya felt in 
his thigh, nor svoutd it hair sluitetnl the hone, He lay 
on his hatk. He took otf his leather belt and tried to 
twist it atouttd his tupmd leg. 1 hr rlfott tost him hii 
last mint e of rucigy, and hr sank hat k into srmitonsebus- 
aess. 

A heavy downpour of tain in the night brought him 
bac k to life, t It was it tint cb u p 11 s he thought he !uard 
there, tweuty feet away Pont lotto Kovtsa taised himself 
on his elbows and listened, J U> t« it was a.;, tin: first aery 
and then the sound ol a mot s.iinmii.; in disttess. The 
effort of mising himself t<* Ins dhows rsh.noted Kostya. 
He sank hat k again attd la*, stdl Ills b*g did not hurt now, 
hut his head pounded violrnth, He felt his wound. It was 
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still bleeding, and he tried to tighten the belt around it, 
but his lingers felt strangely numb. They slipped power- 
lessly off the leather. The moaning in the shrubbery turned 
into a death rattle. He thought of firing a shot to draw 
the attention either of friend or foe. To fall a prisoner 
into Japanese hands would he better than slowly bleeding 
to death, he thought. His bunds sought the revolver in the 
dark, hut he eould not find it. Well. then, if the gun was 
not there, he must try his whistle. He was fumbling for 
the whistle cord when the wounded man m the sluubhcry 
near by started to scream. What? Kostya rose on his elbows 
again. Had he heard aright? His breath came in quick 
gasps. His brain t lcarcd as if his head had been drenched 
by a shower of ice water. It could not he! Hail he heaul 
someone calling his name? I le listened breathlessly. 1 heie 
it was again: "Kostya, Kostya, hratushka!" 

No doubt of it now. I hat was 1 ago s voice, l hat 
wounded man in the < lump of hushes was Tago. his friend 
Tago, and he was dying. Kostya tried to call back, but his 
voice was only a whisper: " Tago, little brother, 1 am here. 

I will bring you watei!" 

He started to crawl in the direction of the moaning 
man. His leg now frit like lead, like a dead weight that 
kept him fastened to the giouml He rolled over and dug 
his nails into the soil and pulled himself forward a few 
inches. But now there was the cry again: Waterl fitst 
in Japanese, then in Russian. Kostya bit his lips and 
dragged himself another foot forward. His head was dear 
now. He could hear the other man's labored breathing.... 

The sun was rising above* the Manchurian plain and 
sent its first golden rays through the undergrowth when 
Kostya reached Tago*tt #itU\ A bullet had passed through 
the Japanese’s lungs. He was delirious with fever, but 
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he turned hi< 1 um> 1 iU»‘ Knw.m soldier and whis- 

|, .j i uc% u, thii v.u would tome... ” 

Kmrn evh.annd in the rHojt, di.^H-dlm lwaU on his 

,mdn\uhrd l\v^\ Then they 


lay tjuirth waiim^ 


















2 , Usseen’s Last Dream 

Usskkn HAD been in Singapore four years. It may have 
been five. He could not reckon the time precisely. For 
those years had passed as a dream. But it had been an 
evil dream, one of those dreams in which you are aware 
that you are dreaming anti from which you hope subcon¬ 
sciously, as it unfolds itself, that you will soon be delivered. 
There were only three or four incidents in those four or 
five years that stood out dearly in his mind. He remem¬ 
bered the dav when he had shipp'd from Canton and how 
he had been sick in die hold of the steamer, where hun¬ 
dreds of other young men, everyone as poor as he, had 
lain on the dirty floor for as long as it took lor the journey 

to Singapore. , , , 

Had it been winter or was it summer when he had 
started out on that great adventure? He could not, recall 
that any more. It must have been sumtuet, lot had not 
Kwan-Yin, his sweetheart, atcompanied him to the big 
city? Had they not walked the three days it takes to go 
from lamgtang to Canton, and had they not slept at 
nights under the themara trees by the side of the road, 
she with Iter head on his shoulder, so that by the light of 
the full moon he had lain wattlting the shadow of her 
lashes on her fate? On the tptay he had kissed her eyes 
before he walked up the gangplank, and she had given 
him the small wooden flute that her father had carved. 
Yes, it must have been summer, for he remembered the 
fetid smell of the durian fruit in the hold of the steamer 
and of the garlic and oil ami dried fish, I hen they had 
arrived in Singapore, ami he and his fellow passengers had 
been locked up. 
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chandise until his joints had almost, cracked. He had been 
too tired to eat and yet had not been able to sleep because 
of the pain in his muscles and his blistered hands, and 
because of the feeling of (laming coals on his shoulders and 
back where the sun had scorched him. And the next day 
it had started all over again, the same toiling and moiling 
under the eyes of a bulttuttu in a whitecoat, who st i earned 
and veiled until lie became blood-red in the face. Usscen 
had felt like laughing at hint, for when the man grew 
ami ry like that, he looked for all the world hke one of 
those red painted devils in the masquerade at the fan- at 
home in Lungtang. But his desire to laugh had been 
turned to bitterm-ss when the man in the white coat had 
mi lled a rubber mint heun from his pocket and had beaten 
him unmercifully on the heath Then he had thought 
isnin of the dav of with h KwamYin had spoken, the day 
when lovers will no longer part, and the tears had come to 

b nlLl expected his fellow workers to run to his side 
when the unmerited blows began to fall But they had 
remained at work. They had no ear for 1 m cries and no 
eye for his sorrow. 'They had only worked the hardei. 
Then he knew that mut h would have to happen before 
the day would finally tome and that the waiting would be 
long. And the next day it had been the same, lugging 
enormous bales and shouldering them and rolling than, 
with the overseer standing near by and watching him, uttt 
it had seemed to Ussern that he was no Bulger » 
but an animal, a park mule, a beast that . ^ 

without thinking, without a will of ui»own and wul u a. 
soul. And each night he had beat ocked tip tit|H•<« 1 
depot with hundreds of others ami had eaten his bowl of 

rice. 
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him that opium was the curse of the people and that so 
long as they indulged in its wasting delight, the day of 
freedom could not come. He remembered Kwan-Yin’s 
words. "We will remain what we are, the slaves of stran¬ 
gers," she had said. "It is to prevent us from thinking of 
our own condition that we are given the poppy seed." 

'Then one of the coolies with whom he worked, the old 
man who served as a water currier, had warned Usseen that 
no coolie ever left the depot alive unless he was crippled 
in an accident or was too sit k to work. Months and months 
had gone by after that, Usseen could not remember how 
many, but he had tome to know that what the old man had 
said was true. He had seen it with his own eyes: no coolie 
ever left unless the last ounce of his strength had been dis¬ 
sipated by opium anti he was no longer fit for work. When 
a man had readied that stage, he was simply dumped out¬ 
side the eotnjKnmd ami left to perish, and when the stock 
of human labor was depleted by many who could no longer 
carry on, a new gang of toolies was imported, and the 
process of using them up was renewed. 

Usseen hud pondeteti over this for weeks in his slow, 
patient way, He had thought of a [dan to regain his free¬ 
dom and had finally tarried out that plan. One morning 
he had pretended to stumble and had allowed the harrow 
to overturn so that an immense packing case had broken 
loose, t he case bud unshed Ids foot. The pain had been 
excruciating, atut the blows that the overseer mined on 
his head hud math* him lose < oust iousness tor a moment. 
But he had been tarried to the btmkhouse and had been 
given water to th ink, His foot had swelled and thiobbet, 
and no doubt stunt* hones had been broken, for after 
weeks he st ill could nth walk on it- 
Then the overseer had tome into the bunkhouse one 
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cooks had feel him on scraps and in the evening had often 
come to sit with him in the alley. Then his foot had 
slowly mended, and at last his friend had given him some 
old clothes and had set him to work sweeping the court¬ 
yard and mopping the kitchen. Then Usseen had eaten 
food such as he had never tasted, but rice, too, rich and 
tasty rice, with saut es and ent ries he had never dreamed of. 

So Usseen had made his start in life. Thereafter he had 
walked freely, except for a slight limp, and had had the 
scribe in High Street eompose many fine letters to Kwan- 
Yin, the beloved and gentle of heart. He had been saving 
a little money, too, and if he was careful, he had figured 
with his friend's help, if he was careful he would have 
money enough in live* years to go back to Canton and buy 
a small truc k farm in iamgtangand marry Kwan-Yin. He 
carried the money in a little sack. He had sown it care¬ 
fully together and at the* end of the sachet had tied a 
strong silken cord. In this way he carried it suspended 
around his neck, over his heart and under his blouse. 

Sometimes in the evenings he sat on the roof of the 
garage of the I lotel Europe and played the flute Kwan-Yin 
had given him. Hut they were not the quaintly sad tunes 
of his village that he played, but the songs they sing at 
weddings and festivals. 

Sometimes, too, he wandered through the streets, to the 
Chinese! quarter, where the houses are of cobalt-blue and 
the shop fronts are painted with gold and flames and fire. 
He stood outside the teahouses and looked into the flowery 
pavilions, where hung huge pictures of Chinese women. 
But the mote he stared the more convinced he grew that 
none of the women on the pic tures was as beautiful as his 
Kwan-Yin. The tic hly carved doors of the brothels stood 
wide open. I ie could see pretty c hildren in silk and brocade 
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with jeweled rings that sparkled in the red floodlight of 
the roaring dunce halls and tea joints.... 

And then the war had come to China. His friend the 
cook read from the newspaper about the fall of Peiping 
and Shanghai and of the Japanese armies marching south¬ 
ward, ever nearer Canton. He learned of the devastation 
and of the looting and burning and raping, and he had 
wondered anxiously what had become of his father and 
of Kwan-Yin. 

And so the years U;ul gone by, and the sack around his 
neck was bulging with money. Finally he had exchanged 
some of it for a boat ticket to Canton. He had not spent 
all his money: no, most of it was still in the sachet around 
his neck. That was the money he would use to buy a small 
farm and to marry Kwan-Yin. 

And so the day finally approached on which he was to 
sail. He had given up his job, but his friend had allowed 
him to sleep in the small mom above the garage until the 
day when the boat would depart. That night he felt very 
happy. He played his flute atid as he played he thought 
of the trees and gardens of I .ungtang and of Kwan-Yin and 
he imitated on his flute the laughter and the hand clapping 
of little children. But he could not sleep, so strong were his 
thoughts of the journey anti of Ids home. 

At the twelfth hour he walked out along the Esplanade 
and along 11 igh Street tint il he came to Sago Street. There 
he loitered until he saw a group of men standing around 
a storyteller. The man was a Chinese, and his listeners 
were for the most part coolies and street hucksters. The 
man was telling them of emperors and of heroes and of 
magicians who moved in brilliant golden garments and 
who played with fairies and princesses. Near by, a wajang 
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flamed up so like a palace of red and gold and silver that 
the reality was broken, and the listeners saw everything as 
in a dream. 

White balandas passed by, stopped a moment to watch 
the scene, shrugged their shoulders, and walked on. They 
did not see what the listening coolies saw in the glorious 
apotheosis of the night: women with the soft faces of 
flowers smiling from boudoirs of celestial luxury. The 
kong-ko was not only telling the story with his lips. He 
spoke with his eyes, with his face, with his body, and with 
his hands. His gestures expressed the finest soul things, 
his eyes flamed with all the passion of the personages 
of his story, and, with light, scarcely noticeable motions of 
a finger, he would give a turn to his recital that made his 
listeners gasp. The storyteller had that grace of gesture 
which the greatest European or American actor would 
envy him. 

Usseen had stood still to listen too. When the storyteller 
stopped talking, Usseen stealthily took a coin from the 
sachet around his neck and dropped id into the man’s tin 
cup. He asked him to go on. The man bowed to Usseen 
and began again: “One day,” he said, the sun-god was 
in an irritated mood. The offerings on the altars had been 
insultingly small. The sun-god therefore walked into a 
deep cave and rolled a huge stone in front of his hiding 
place and said to himself: ‘I will punish the humans now 
so that they will never forget me again. When daytime 
came and the light did not appear, and the cities remained 
in darkness and the fields could not be distinguished, there 
was lamentation throughout the whole land. The people 
in their millions lit their lanterns and went to the temples 
of the sun-god, and they burnt incense and fine sandalwood 
to his honor, and they placed chickens and choice viands 






IN THE STEPS OF THE SUN 297 

on his altars, and they sprinkled his statues with wine and 
with the perfume of the sweetest flowers. But the god of 

light still remained in hiding. 

“Then the Emperor, the Son of Heaven himself, went m 
search of the sun-god. He found the god’s hiding place 
and he spoke to him through a crack in the rock that the 
angry deity had placed in front of the cave. But the sun- 
god refused to hear the Emperor nor would he come out 
to look at the treasures in gold and jewels that the Son of 
Heaven had placed as an offering before the cave. Then 
the wise men of the realm—the sages and the priests— 
were assembled before the cave and each in turn pleaded 
with the god. But he grew more angry and hid still deeper 
in the cave. And as they waited the people came with 
torches and lamps and sat in great multitudes before the 
cave, weeping and wailing and imploring the god to come 
out and give them back the light. And the people grew 
more and more disheartened, and they fasted many days 
and many nights, even the women and the little children. 

“And when their despair was greatest, there came to the 
cave a dancing girl, and she painted on her abdomen the 
face of the sun-god and began to dance. And by the light ot 
the torches the face of the sun-god shone red and violent 
with anger on the girl’s belly. And when the girl turned 
her body now this way and then that way and placed her 
hands on her hips and squeezed the flesh of her abdomen 
in wrinkles, the sun-god’s face was seen to be grinning an 
screwing up his nose and pulling such grimaces, now ot 
anger and of comical mirth, that the Emperor and the sages 
and the people began to chuckle. First they laughed 
quietly as if they were but slightly amused, but as the 
girl danced on and her dance became wilder and faster and 
- grew more passionate, the face of the sun-god appeared to 
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be sneering and mughitn; and ui inkling Ius t Sun and clos¬ 
ing his ryes .usd what du* pudmd Un navel down, it was us 
if the suit god winked most tdo. i-md\, Him the KmjKTor 
ruaretl with laughter, an.! the sages shook with mirth, and 
all the people t lapped limit hands m ;,;! idm-ss. i hen the 
sun-gml suddenly tolled anas the stone from the tuveand 
peepd out to see what had * u«%nl all dm ninth, And when 
he saw the girl am! the jm imn.i himself tin her Iielty, then 
he, too, shook with lutghiri, am! at om e the light of day 
returned." 

l hestoryteller stopped "Ik* von know," he said, turn¬ 
ing to T wen, "what that dam 104 giilAname wav?" 

•'No." said {'wen, ' 1 do not know 
"Her name is K w m Yin," said, dir mm, "am! I have her 
here in my inutir, She will dim*' toj von, too, And he 
betkonrd l ’wen to follow him mto dm aU«v, 

Ami! Aserti went, ha dir mmim -it »>f a .-hi wholmrehis 
sweet lieat 1A name had -oit pi »■•*'*! h jui and had shaken hint 
deeply. Am! the stoivmllri took hun mto a small house 
and left him in a tuiturned 1 -»no to watt till he should go 
and tall the dam mg ..ul And, as l * v^m waited, a maid 
tattle in ami tr rod huu tra \nd hr dt ink of the hot 
beverage and inhaled tit*" tiagiam r nS the leaves, And he 
grew treat v with waum.;. at**! Im he td nodded on his 
breast, ami he fell adm-p Ihu n So n h<- w«*l.r, he was no 
longer in the sou ndlm *, h« /me lh- was h-in f ott the sea¬ 
shore, and hia head v, e- d;j*<!<!nn4 He tubbed his hand 
over his burht ad md d-m n hit soak, am! hr utisvetl the 
silken totd that had hem h»s ‘.mv itonnd Ins net k. 

Am! when the vast t» or, l v»reu It tew that the day of 
freedom Vvouhl nrvrj louir. 














3 . A Socialist Sentence 

Xu erf, were, three men in the train compartment when 
the American newspaperman entered at the Kharkov rail¬ 
way station. ‘1'hey were three Orientals; a Chinese, a 
Korean, ami a Japanese, all three of them scholars, who 
had been delegated by their respective universities in the 
East to attend a scientific congress in a central European 
country, ‘t hey hail come by way of the Trans-Siberian 
Railway as far as Moscow. After spending some time sight¬ 
seeing in the Soviet capital, they were now utilizing the 
month of time they had to spare in studying the f f other- 
chaos of the Union. 

“We are most anxious," said the English speaking Japa¬ 
nese member of the party, "to see the way the Bolshevik 
regime has dealt with the nationality question. While im¬ 
posing a polilit al unification on so vast and heterogeneous 
a collection of tribes and nationalities, Russia is at the 
same timeencoutaging the development of the individual 
national enhttres of all these peoples by stimulating their 
native theatets and literatures, even creating alphabets for 
tribes that up to the present have had no written language 
and creating a native culture where formerly nothing 
existed hut the most primitive tribal relationships. We 
want to see how it is done, how it works, for we consider 
this of the utmost imjxirtame. 

"Up till now." lie went on, "colonizing states have con¬ 
tented themselves with exploiting the riches of Asiatic and 
African peoples while taring very little for their cultural 
welfare. Imperialist exploitation has in many parts of the 
earth caused native culture to wither anti degenerate and, 
in some instances, to disappear altogether. Why is Russia 

m 
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proceedin',: in a iUlli-irnf m.umiT Whv is her objective 
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*| j u . conversation in fti«' 14th*. ay» output tincut was inter* 
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hint suileie4 mots muiho iminmenldr halls ami irrup- 
tions visite leant.,, Vhinn.l, that the onlvnvay to save 
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But their stratagem did not work in the case of the 
American newspaperman. He was too seasoned a traveler 
not to see through the ruse de guerre of the three Orientals. 
He moved some bundles aside and sat down in the corner 
seat. To the agitated signals from the men on the floor, 
he replied that if there were other passengers returning 
to their seat, he was prepared to argue it out with them. In 
the meantime he would remain where he was. A moment 
later when the train started up, the three Easterners laugh¬ 
ingly admitted that they had been vanquished. 

Their scheme received another jolt at a small station not 
far from Kiev. At that point another man entered the 
compartment, stepped over the baggage and the crouching 
Orientals, and planted himself near the window. The 
newcomer was a man of about fifty, with a greying mus 
tache and dark hair. He wore a leather cap and a coat that 
was badly frayed at the sleeves. His only piece of baggage 
was a large leather briefcase, which he held on his lap. It 
was shortly after dawn when he entered, but it was not 
until an hour later, when he accepted a cup of tea from the 
American newspaperman, that he was drawn into the con¬ 
versation. Besides Russian, he spoke only Yiddish, which 
the American newspaperman also understood, at least bet¬ 
ter than he spoke Russian-because of the similarity of 

Yiddish and German. . . 

The conversation thereafter was carried on m the fol¬ 
lowing manner. The Russian spoke in Yiddish, which the 
newspaperman translated into English.. The Japanese 
thereupon translated the words spoken in English into 
Chinese, and the Chinese in turn translated them into 
Korean. It was an awkward and cumbersome procedure, 

but it worked out fairly well. 

When the Russian citizen had learned the object of 



ihr usit of tlu' timv t »r n'uuK to the l SSR. lit* told them 
dial !icw.w.uwmi>ii «»t the stair judk ms and th.it he was 
on hd way to a small thiainim town to Snmh hearing the 
trial of a mutUtivt and to impose sememe. lit* invited his 
f.'Uuw travelers to h-avt tlu* t J ain at the next station, which 
u-as hut a few* miles larthrr up dm low, anil witness a $es* 
.si, ,u of a rural Hus iiiumit. 

•pids imitation was aurptrd t»v all, Although it was 
nr. f>sary t» obtain the ttam <on.hu ford awnem fur this 
iniiitupthm of the jouiurv and although tins important 
ju-:s..nage, when hr was Smalls h* and Mast ashvp) bone 
,,]■ ji u , baggage iatv sttemiomU ol»j<-« ted to bring a party 
t,i l.iraking the tides, onr Ain.-i it an dollar and the Soviet 
jud, ; r‘s elotpteni e met. atm* his ^tuples in time to allow 
tlu- ita veins to Irate the ttam at the nest station. There 

13.. ... <4,i} in the i ulwa*. a.tiiuti while thru hmt ran abut 
I'm -,>11111'*me to l*« 4 , alter dint hag/ n;e during the trial 

li was rat h mounts; when the judge atel his Sour guests 
cm,red the »outi huddmg l hr hath am! iMjtidnrs were 
,11ttetled with peasants who had * »»me to w turns the trial 
la '.pin* o! the rash hunt, the trmpnatmr in the court* 
,,„,m resembled that of a I mtnhhath. l hr ait was humid 
,md soggy. Two hundred m m*»tr pnmnn must have 

1.. ,:} j*,it k»‘d iit that room It was w uh the utmost diffh ttlty 
i!uii the Judge ami Ins tout grouts nude lio n way Inward 
llaoUgh the thlong, 

] he t otutt>i*i!n h««l rd near hie a tut d h't tuje hall or 
l'la WaU sneninghotm* ds.*u a loolt ot pasJur i he white* 
v. i,hrd walls wnr dn, <<;d *4 adostum-nM and sytubllt. 
Tlieie wir a tew bra* h»'s, Suit mo-O *4 the spri taints stood 
up. home sat on the floor m s* . u'-.n a nnail rostrum on 
v.luch stoml a rough wdn» nbh and two ‘hairs, the 
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Judge sat down on one of the chairs, leaving the other for 
a young man in a white blouse, who took notes of the 
proceedings. A scan It of the building for more chairs hav¬ 
ing proved unavailing, the Judge was compelled to ask his 
four guests to sit on the edge of the stage. There also sat 
the two lawyers: the state's or prosecuting attorney and the 
advocate charged with the defense, who was also in the 
state's service. 

The defendant turned out to be a peasant of about forty 
or forty five with a violent red beard and dear blue eyes. 
He was extremely nervous when he was brought in by two 
militiamen, peasant boys wlto blushed self-consciously 
when ordered by the Judge to take a seat on the edge of the 
platform by the side of hts guests and the la wye 1 s. 1 he tttal 
began with a speech by the prosecuting attorney, who set 
forth the fads of the «. ase, whit h were very simple. 

It appeared that the defendant had killed his neighbor 
in a drunken brawl. There hud been no provocation, the 
prosecuting attorney deduced. The two muzhiks, after 
drinking logethei for the better pan of a day. had suddenly 
and without appatent reason started to belabor each other 
with empty vodka bottles. It was in the course of this 
battle tltat the defendant had t rushed his opponent's skull. 
Sobered by the sight of blood, he had thereujMm run out 
into the forest to hide himself, but after a week he had 
returned to the village ami had given himself up to the 
police. 

Front time to time, as the prosecuting attorney recited 
the story of diet turn', the Judge would interrupt him and, 
addressing himself to the defendant, ask him if he had 
fully understood what was being said. The Judge spoke 
to the muzhik in the way a father might speak to his son. 
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you killed. . .. Therefore, I ask you: ‘Defendant, are you 
genuinely and deeply sorry for what you have done?’ ” 

The peasant stepped forward and crossed himself. “I 
am guilty, Citizen Judge," he said. “My crime is great. I 
do not deserve leniency. I have killed a man who was 
my best friend_" I le broke into sobs again. 

“Defendant,” said the Judge once more: “My verdict is 
that you are deprived of your civic rights for a period 
of ten years. But you are not to drink vodka again ... at 
any time. I further sentence you to plant your neighbor’s 
crop before you plant your own and to harvest his crop 
before you harvest your own for as many years as his own 
children shall not be able to tlo it. . . . Do you promise 
this?" 

“I promise." said the peasant, and he walked away. 

“That was a wise sentence,’" said the Chinese scholar, 
after the Judge's words had been translated to him. 

“It was a Jewish sentence," said the American news¬ 
paperman to the Judge. 

“No," answered the Judge with a Hash of irritation. 
"That was a socialist sentence! ’ 


4 . The Prepared Sermon 

Uj, „ a „ just r,urn .t miuII Breakfast and sat watching the 
sun mvs with golden hn step m .nut mu of the bowl of 
goldfishes on tin' windowsd! »d tm study when the bell 
MUST. He stood still .inti h**4»»t hi* wife shutHe through the 
lull and open the doot. Thm Su- heatd a sharp voice ask: 
“h this the home of Rabin J.» oh \\ at m i. 

could anyone want of huu at su early an hour, he 
wondered, Had some nwmhri <d !m «on.'u gation fallen 
sick? But if that were su. the* would tun !„• asking if this 
were hh home. The mrmbm u! his * o» negation knew 
that he lived hen* in iheUeish.u h-.ft.mr .uni had lived here 
for thirty seven year a. Thev did not nerd tu.e.k that <jues* 

lie tmild hear ho wife savitiyj that the Rabbi could not 
he disunited. tor this was the das he spent in pmpartng 
hissetnton hit the nevt Sabbath No vinous could he te* 
ceived at alt She was asking it the grmlntieu <**utd jwr* 
haps not re tutu . . . But site did not finish the sentence, 
or else it was di owned out hv ihr stamp of lu nv y hohnatlttl 
hoots. 

Eahhi Wat net went t«» the dum *»f his study and opened 
It. Before hint siood an s -V toast, Behind the S,A, man 

were four otlwr torn »n litown slnstv 

“Watnet/' said the f*s u S V is*an, ;d *u» ing down at the 
Rahhi's slippered ini, “pm ‘.out shoe mo You'te canning 
with us!" 

His wife tauir into rim omo that moment, hut one 
of the hnmndmts pmlm! bn Ua.k into the lull and 
slammed the do *4 shm Iwhmd hn 1 hr s A. man tan 
his eyes over the books on the shrives " 1 htow these totks 
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down," he commanded, "and let us see what the Jew is 
hiding behind them." The brownshirts obeyed the order, 
and the tomes clattered to the floor. The Rabbi looked 
as his precious volumes burst out of their bindings. 

"I assure you, upon my word of honor,” he said meekly, 
"that nothing is hidden here...." 

“Maul halt an!" cried out the S.A. leader and, turning to 
the other troopers, he added: "See if there are not some 
garbage cans outside. Get the stinkingest offal you can and 
dump it over these books. The Frau Rah Inner will have 
something to do while we attend to her holy husband at the 
Brown House....” 

He wanted to kiss his wife and reached out his arms 
toward her as they marched him through the hallway, but 
one of the brownshirts .struck him on the head from behind 
so that he staggered forward. They walked down the stairs. 
Although the heavy boots of the S.A. men made a loud 
noise on the wooden steps, the Rabbi noticed that none of 
his neighbors in the other apartments looked out to see 
what was going on. I le was pushed into an automobile. 

As he sat between the two soldiers in the rear scat, he 
stealthily felt the knots in the taitm, which is the sash pious 
Jews wear under their coats. He thought of his wife and 
mentally recited the words of the Twenty-third Psalm: 
"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death." 

He walked down the stairway into the cellar of the 
Brown House. His escort pushed him into a large room. 
The room was so brilliantly lit that it made him blink his 
eyes. He stood before a table at which an officer of the S.A. 
was seatetl. 

"Undress yourself," the officer said to him. "Take off 
everything, your glasses, your garters, everything.” He 
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still hear the strap striking his bare back, but it was as if 
the blows touched an object far, ever farther away from 
him. Then he felt a splash of water in his face, and he 
awakened as front a bad dream. I It; found himself lying 
on the floor. An S.A. man was kicking him in the side. 

He rose to his feet with the greatest dillieulty, but when 
he tried to move his wet hair front his eyes and his forehead, 
he found his arms so heavy that he could not lift them from 
his side. He noticed now that there were other prisoners 
in the room with him. One of them was a boy of sixteen or 
seventeen. He thought the boy’s face looked familiar, but 
he could not rec all where he had seen him before. If he 
had seen the boy come; into his room, the Rabbi thought, 
he might have* recognized him. Now, without, his clothes, 
that was impossible. The .S.A, officer was questioning the 
boy about a typewriter. 

“I own a typewriter," said the lad, "but I did not type 
those leaflets." 

“Does your sister type?" asked the officer. 

“No," answered the boy curtly. 

“7'od/m'ige/n/" the officer commanded. "Beat him to 
death!" 

Two men tied the hoy over the; barrel and started to 
beat him with Stic ks. ’They struc k at his head and the boy 
cried out a cause. "Harder!" said the S.A. officer, who was 
sitting behind the table. Rabbi Warner looked on aghast. 
He could see the blood runningdown the hoys face and 
falling on the cement floor in big drops, He felt sick. His 
knees began to tremble and sag. He hoped that the boy 
would lose consciousness quickly. But the S.A. officer 
ordered the men to stop the heating. 

"For the; last time* I ask you," the officer said to the boy, 
“does your sister type, yes or no?" 


3 , 0 I'll A I' I>AV ALONE 

“No," replied the b«»y again. 

1‘heS A. oHiter litar i>; aivm\ wrote down something on 
a sheet King in hunt ot him tut the uhle, ,md nodded to 
the two'men who stood on either side of the barrel. At 
once they resumed their beat hr,;. Rabbi Warner elotted hit 
eyes. At the same moment he metvrd a blow m the face 
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looked over the priumets, wlu * wnr m ill tr* it tug the phrase 
he had told them to te } **at 1 he mm.namle. * ame tuck 
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side ol it away. I h«tt be smpi ,r!< batk. The troupers 
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the Rabbi slowly pronounced the Hebrew words. But one 
of the other ollieers interrupted him. “Were you not pre¬ 
paring your sermon this morning?’’ he asked him. 

“Yes," said the Rabbi. 

“Well, you can preach it here to us. You’ll never again 
see your synagogue, for we’ve just burnt it. Go ahead, 
preach the sermon," he cried out. “All quiet now, every¬ 
body. Jacob is going to preach a sermon to us." 

“Could I have my hat?" asked the Rabbi. 

“Can’t you preach without a hat?" the olficer asked him. 

“Give him ins hat!" he commanded. Someone handed 
the Rabbi his hat. and he put it on his head. The sight 
made the S.A. men laugh the more. The man was naked 
and he was shivering. Drops of water still clung to his 
back. Then he spoke. 

"God create* 1 man in His image anti likeness," he said. 
“That was to have been my text for the coming Sabbath.” 
And he continued: “When it is said that God created man 
in His image and likeness, it means that man is both spirit 
and body. Man was given the Spirit of Chid so that, he 
should he able to dominate and rule his body, so that he 
could master over his every act and his passions and over 
the whole of nature... 

When he had spoken that far, some of the S.A. men in¬ 
terrupted him. “I.et us cut out the nonsense,” one of 
them said. "No,” others again insisted, "let the Jew finish. 
He is interesting!" The Rabbi resumed his sermon. 

“When we consider," he said, "that in creating man God 
poured out His own Spirit into him, our bodies are the 

temples of His holy Spirit.” But that was enough for 

the S.A. men. “Look at the temple of Jehovah,” otic of 
them cried out, pointing to the naked Rabbi with half his 
beard shorn away. “God’s image and likeness, hit, hal” 
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<«y a and look at that tine temple on the barrel over 

there!'''another man shouted laughingly a* they all glanced 

at the dead hoy. , , .. , . 

“Tell me, }aeoh.‘* one ot the men who had beaten the 

boy to death’said to the Rabin, "I am not a temple of God, 

amir 

4 *J)oth * Yen* you 4 it uttimlt tvpltcd Rutitit \\ urncr 
gravely, wictdiiig his stmm trail Vur *nmwv chc man 

struck Itttu tit cite Ue. 





















The Trouble in Flanders 

It was all because of the* comet, of the summer before. 
That had been the start of the troubles in Laag-Kapelle. 
For two whole nights everybody had seen it crawl through 
the sky with its red devil's tail trailing between the stars. 
It had come up in a wide curve from the direction of Hol¬ 
land, had crossed over the whole of the Flemish land, and 
then had gout* out by way ol tlit? sot, to the Ftench stele. 
That was the area in which disasters and calamities were 
going to occ ur, from I Iolland to France. You could tell that 
by the comet's course. The Pant oar of Wiersbekc had been 
in Laag Kapelle himself that evening. He had seen the 
comet and had shaken his head. "This is no laughing mat¬ 
ter," he said gravely. Now, wasn't that enough to have 
made any man tremble? Awl them there was Aloysius, 
the cross-eyed magic ian. He had told some people that 

he had heard the comet bark. 

That may have been exaggeration, of course. At least 
it is to be hoped it evas an exaggeration, lor a barking comet 
is the worst of all. It is a sure sign of a hundred years of 
war ami fail,in.- an,l mil in iflimL Aloysius may have 
been mistaken. He may have heard that dog of <<yriel 
Gtwlle about which the gentry of the chateau were ah 
ways complaining. Indeed, Aloysius may have been wrong. 
Yes, but you could not deny that he had the second sight, 
that same Aloysius. Hid not everybody in Laag-Kapelle 
remember how he had foretold the death of the King, aye, 
and the death of the young Queen Astral in a loreign 
country? Wasn’t that strange now? 

There surely was some, hi..* about ** Mow "or™". 

something uncanny and weird. Could it not be tiat le lac 
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extra-sharp hearing, (>«.? Who,an n il these things? Oh, 
wc all know that there an* ladies ami gentlemen over in 
Brussels and OUrnt who laugh in your taw when you 
speak of the HU k Nun ami *•! the mil rye ami «£ comets 
ami oi the werewolf. They an* so win*. They have seen 
so smith. Only, thry'w* never been to Uag K,apeU e in 
their lives. They've never even Been as las as Wimbeke, 
and (htil knows what <|ueet thin.;*, happened there. The 
/’,tt/oor etuthl tell theta a sti.»n,;e tale of that if he wanted. 
But he would not. of touts,*. " then's no use,” the Pas- 
ttwr was hound to sav. "those people will only laugh and 
they will go to then death in ignotamr, without ever hav¬ 
ing felt the |tte«*me of the element ny things/* 

N'ow. situe that mmei of the stmunei hefore last, you 
emtld siutjdv totnu on votn Imams the disasters that had 
come ovet l„ug Kapelh* and over toe entire land of Flan- 
tiers. Has auvotie eve* seen ot heatd o} stub dreadful 
dungs? lake the home of !‘ol IVmeis, the farmer who 
has the Big pastim* in lieu itom the < luir.m, That comet 
was not out of t!te sk v hefote hr hut tied himself while 
boiling the pig',* feed ! on tied It is foot so t rttelly that he 
had to sit still on a»hut ha *,*w weeks, Hut was no pleas¬ 
ure, von may he sum, with the hm,st standing hefore the 
<loot and his two hoys, Hahn and B.mdimin, away to the 
regiment. 

It was tlte same dn that the Scheldt htoke its dikes. All 
the helds wen* flooded, l he »5m k*tj »oop tame floating 
into tlte yatd in the ns.do at,-! bumped ittto the door, as 
if it wattled to say; "fine ate vout twenty three dead 
thickens, I’ol!" 

That night, too, Bid’s wifr he! .-tern Idttlt to twins. He 
had been alone in the house with let when the pains came 
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on. He had brought the rabbits into the room, and the 
goats and the two calves, for fear that they would drown 
outside, for the river had turned into a boiling lake. He had 
been splashing about in the stable with his aching foot, 
tying up the horse and the cows, when he had heard her 
cry. “Pol," she had said, when he ran into the house, “it 
has come." He had waded up to the bed and had looked 
at her face. Jesus, Mary! He would never forget her face 
that night. 

He could not remember how he had managed. Well, he 
would not have managed at all, that is the simple truth 
of it, had the Pastoor not c ome in. He had his cassock tied 
up around his waist and was wearing big fishermen's boots 
up to his hips. “I had a feeding I was needed here,” the 
Pastoor had said. And then the two men had gone to work 
with the pots and pans floating on the floor and the rab¬ 
bits blinking at them from the chimney shelf and the 
calves mooing. That is the way the two children were 
born. 

One was dead, and the other was horn blind, that was 
the little Miriam. But you had not been able to tell right 
then that she was blind. Fienc, Pol's wife, had noticed 
the blindness only the next day. But the Pastoor had seen 
it the first night. lie had covered up his perplexity by say¬ 
ing: “Now if that child had been a hoy, Pol, we would 
have had to call him Moses, for it is drawn out of the 
water. So we will t all it Miriam, for Miriam was the sister 
of Moses." That is the way the good priest had spoken. 
But he had merely said those pleasant things to divert 
Pol's attention from Fiene's suffering and to hide his own 
uneasiness. lie had confessed that much later, when they 
had stood together a moment in the gray dawn under that 



$l6 that hay alone 

leaden sky. "I thought for a while there, slut would not 
come through the night/’ the PmOur had said. “Neither 
did I." Pol had answered, 'Mult sullrring!" 

“God sends no mote suite ring that a human soul can 
bear." the Tus/oor had added. "I think the water is some- 
what lower!" Ami with those winds he had splashed off 
to go ;md say the earls Mass, 

Then Pol hail returned inside and had lot tied at his 
wile and the newihtld. It was not their lust. U was their 
eHuh. But it was the moo beaut tlul ihild he had ever 
seen. Looking at its ted little hands, hr had forgotten to 
draw* on 1th ptpe and h id bet out** all weak ttuttl he had 
gone out to sweat in.udet to led a man om emote. It was 
when he tettuned that Eime told him that tin* child was 

blind. . . . , 

Am! then, our evening a tnontlt later, it had died. Its 

the tome!," lime had s.ud. But Pol said: " Hut God does 
this to us, l will not put up with without a word or two. 
When 1 go to heart u, that wtll In- the lust thing 1 will 
ask Him to a*«ouut lot,... 1 !1 have to heat that Itom His 
own mouth. It's all sets well n. sae that God has His rea¬ 
sons. But this time He will hue to give me an explana¬ 
tion. Else 1 will mi«i be able to sing the hallelujah with 

the angels!" 

Pol had not been ,1111** t<» thin! of austhing else hut the 
{load <htid lot d tv e He h td i ItmTr T to the attu and had 
taken the ohlrt tluldfms io, nut *4 the box and had 
turned the w tugs fit tbr little mid that he had made tor 
Palter, his eldest, mm a, n hr bad thought how little Mir¬ 
iam would have bin,.Ted n, tin wings imtt. Then he 
had gone drnvn-a tin, ate! tin s both he! wept, three 
months Ittet, what l-Vne tod be h > ! been it work in the 
ftehls pulling up su v u Imth. be bad v ru bn ail in tears, 
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and she, falling on her knees, said: “Now I no longer have 
a little Miriam!" And then he had run over to her, for his 
soul was full, too. and he had taken Fiene in his arms and 
had promised her another child, anti then she had smiled 
at last. But to himself he had said: “Clod asks for children, 
and then He takes them away. Is that the way a Flemish 
fanner man would act?" 

They had worked only the harder, Fiene and he, in or¬ 
der to forget little Miriam. Their land was good, after 
all. That, too, teas a gift of Clod. A fanner is chained to 
his land. A farmer lives in order to work. Every morn¬ 
ing the fields awaken lutu and call him. Of course, you 
can leave the laud and go amt find a job on the quays in 
Antwerp, in the mines of Hainaut, or go to a factory. 
Many abandon the land that way. But once you have put 
your finger on that soil, your soul is pulled down with a 
pulley, as it were. Then the la ml becomes your life. You 
rise before daylight. For a farmer sleeps with one eye open. 
One night he listens to see if the rain has stopped and 
another night he listens tor the first drop of rain to fall. 
He ktiows. even in his sleep, what the plants need and the 
grass and the trees. When they are athirst for sunlight, he 
is athirst. When they tomplain and sigh because of too 
much water, the peasant sighs and groans and moans with 
them. He gets up in the middle of the night, looks at the 
moon, wets his finger to {eel width way the wind blows, 
cocks his ear in the diret tion ol the stable to hear il all is 
well there, and goes batk to bed. That’s the way it goes: 
day in, day out, in the rain, itt the burning sun, bent over 
the soil, < rawling over it. stamping on it, nursing it, sweat¬ 
ing over it on hands and knees, until his frame becomes 
crooked and gnarled from looking down at the land. And 
still the laud is a blessing. You feel the magic of the soil 
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in your blood whoa yon look at a pirn* of untitled soil and 
you stick the spade in the earth and you say: "God bless 
its both, you land of Flanders, hi'nlijk land, and me, your 

suit you fat old hl.H k wen* It. 

Thai is the way l*ol woiked and h >t ed the land. He 
would never get rich of it, he knew that. The chatelaine 
would not let hint. At New Year’s he would have to lift 
the heavv stone from the middle of the 11*war anti take out 
the hank notes fiom the tin hox, tin- hank notes from the 
hst harvest, and tatty them over with a smile to the chi- 
t*rtu atui think one ghm *4 the t hatelaine’s sour wine, so 
sour that he would. ttj**m e*un,; h.tme, run right into the 
enkiminft for a good pint «»1 mah l»**'r with which to wash 
his mouth. !*oor again. he would uuutet ft* himself, buta 
dean mouth at h ast. And Finir is home and waiting for 
me with the *hitdrrn, a»»! the pmk ami the {Hitatoesare 

on the table. . 

And then Hew* had bourne pregnant again, But the 

two sons, Falter ami Ihunhmm, had n**t * »*me home from 
the regiment, not even lot a wrrfA conge at Glmstmas. 
That had liven sttamr enough, strange, 1 mean, in a 
vaguely distiuietim; and pm mut* ms way, about which M 
wtmhl have piefntrd u»i «** speak to anytme, least of all 
to iuene. How that woman would base worried if she 
could have he aid the *4 Wwrslrke sjieak about 

those things in Wi,;!dmt \V«*hW« stahU*. when te 
had said that their was a r.uw danger of war, I hat you 
could nm say to a woman like I’Vttc, mat in the condition 


"Oh, tlmse bovi/* Pol had s ii*l« asnallv, as if it had been 
the first time that lie had gm-n the m utri any tht>u« ta 
all, "those hoy*. U Its, *4 * mmr thrvNr found dwmsdva 
•i swectheait ovri in dm«* Waltmi-m towns where they 
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are in garrison. What did Fiene expect? To keep them 
tied to her apron strings all her life?" 

That is the way he had spoken to his wife. And the 
Pastoor had backed him up. What would you, the Pastoor 
had said, that they come to Laag-Kapelle in the winter¬ 
time when you c annot step outdoors without sinking into 
the mud up to your knees? Would they be doing that 
now when they might be strolling up and down the line 
avenues of Litfge or Hassell and sit like kings in the mir¬ 
rored and gilded taverns of the big town, with their but¬ 
tons all shiny and their caps set to c atch some Marieken or 
Amelieken with hair as the golden grain? Was it likely 
that they would come running home to Laag-Kapelle and 
go wading in the mud and help their father perhaps boil 
the pigs’ feed or cut up the beets for the cattle? 

Oh, no, they would let Pol shift for himself. They knew 
he was capable of getting along without them. "No, no," 
the Pastoor had said: "Caul has put mati together in an 
altogether curious fashion, The one clay he's Mother's lit¬ 
tle baby and the next he's blushing and sighing and stam¬ 
mering, and his heart is shaking and trembling like Pierre 
Verloot's piccolo when he plays the Brahanfonne. Man 
hangs together in an altogether curious fashion, with hooks 
and eyes like a rich lady's dress. Even more mysterious. 
Once a boy like Palier hears a woman's laugh and gets that 
laugh stuck between his ribs, he's no longer a baby. You 
can't hold him, isn’t that right, Pol?" the Pastoor had 
asked. And Pol had assented gladly enough. 

But he had looked sideways at Fiene and had seen by 
her face that she believed neither him nor the Pastoor. 

And so Christmas Had been a lonesome and dreary time, 
not only at Pol's farm, but at most of the farms in Laag- 
Kapelle. That, too, had boded no good. For at Christmas, 



THAT hay AI.ONK 

when theChild Jesuittome, «• l'l.m'U vv everyhotly ought 
, t-ven hoih ought to be home to "okamtc Him. 

Then there it a >;hni «|«» V i„ '>•*’ ait. a ham»»<& 
miit.n it tor a (east nr a wedding. so iltat even the fields 
now still an.l the «hi.hens and the tattle Itenune aware 
fhat snnielhi.it; good and hean.iful is ahoul lu happen. 
Then there is her. on the table alter Mass ami fat mat 
,‘1 , iut . riee pudding .nuked in milk ht the angel, that 

eo,ne t« slug pea.. .e.n.h it. the snowy meadows. But 

|,came the angels don’t eat the t o e. the .Inhlren tmve tt, 
and the ('minor .nines to taste tt, and then I ni lakes his 
i lMm „„i.a from the . upho.nd and they all go on the 
through the . onttsatd and ...to the stable, singing 

and darning, the I'm/. 

holding the ends.il lost ass. »k m Ins hands, so ppiug high 
0.1 last like a little git I holding up hr. skirts, awl to 
thin-hair Unwim; h. the -M ■*» glad to wehome the 
new lord, ...nil the pigs -<i. I .l.rit snmns on, ..I the pen, 
"ml the ..the, look foolishly with big wide open eyes at 

;,U iht* nuiv .m»l . 

Happiness is no. something tlu, „ tlt.own mtnaumns 
i ,K t . It.ul viit! *u»lv .ti s < 1‘U‘bration. 

y‘O have .. let long M’i>. ere., .b ^ «««“*t*» 

'’'Ihu '.hh Tlu'is'.n' ts somethin.; .hra.if.tl had happ «4 
son,ethi.tt! to spoil the dr. ha the "hole ulbgu J 

emiht Mill not imagine ho" It h'd '« 1 "f ed. ho" ,h . 

mal had 1 ,token 1 . I’"> >h«' » " h ’" 

the hnll of mnm.’rtn > >•»■"> h"l . " 'I” ' 1l ’* “ *V’{“ 

tttltl limit-«,*ei»'t " I ’ !: ' 1,1 ' l^Jan 
as they wane sitting .host. •" < >r J 

uwt SU.in'rjrlv *tilr Ht jrjt.iit. 1 '' ' 

antdottht. the, had he .ml 1,1 e thutt.-e, sttokes 
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ing into the stable. When Pol had run out to find out what 
was up, he had seen the bull coming out of the stable and 
tossing a little goat on his horns and then trampling it to 
death before coming for the house, his head low to the 
ground, throwing up the clods of snow and charging for 
Pol with bloodshot eyes. I le had quickly slammed the door 
shut. But a moment later the whole house had shaken 
from top to bottom as if the lightning had struck. The 
door had cracked in splinters under the impact of the 
bull’s charge. But he had not broken through. The angels 
of Bethlehem must have been on guard over Fiene and 
die children. It was as if the Devil had got into that bull. 
From Pol's yard, the animal had stormed into Cyriel Ge- 
zelle’s plot, ripping the fence to pieces and tossing that; 
yelping dog of Cyriel’s high into the air, two, three, four 
times, before disappearing into the stable where it gored 
Cyriel’s fine hla< k mare. And then out again. It would 
have been easy to kill the bull with a shot, hut the garde 
chamjxUre had route running along the road, shouting at 
everybody that it was the bull from the chateau, that, mon¬ 
sieur le harem had ordered that no harm was to come to his 
bull, and that the farmers had to bring it back alive. 

What, were they to do under the circumstances? What is 
one to do with a wild bull that belongs to a man who can 
raise your rent overnight, who has a right to one third 
of your fleet c rop and your potatoes and cabbage, and who 
owns your house and can do with it what he likes? Ach 
God, it was good that someone had mastered that btdl and 
brought it lmc k to the c bateau stables. But what a damage 
had been done, and cm (Ihristmas, too! It is all because of 
that comet, Fiene had said, who had grown pale with fright 
when the animal had crashed into their door. 

And then in May it had come, the great calamity, Pol 
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had brought the news from the mairie in the neighboring 
commune, where he had gone to pay some taxes^ That is 
why the bells had been ringing all morning: d * n D , 
(the Germans) had attacked Belgium again. Oh, G ° d ’ and 
( t£ Sg so young, and his wife dead, and the old King 
dead. Wto was there to give him counsel and advice? 

On the fourth day those of Hoog-Kapelle, all t e 
men the women, and the children, had taken to the roads. 
They had been streaming past since dawn, carrying sacks 
and laggage and furniture and bird cages. The Mayor, an 
iSd around his neck, was wheeling his wife on a 

wheelbarrow. And all the children 

women were saying to Fiene as dierwent by. Beuer con* 
too, den Duts, he is burning the houses and slaughte g 

the cattle and shooting everyone he meets. 

But Pol had said: “I won’t go. Here is my place.^ Her 
T have lived and here I will die, if it pleases God. And 
, c * Deo ple had passed. Where were they going? 

IntoLie land of the French, into the sea? Did they think 

Ley could escape that way? They’re in Brussels 

tney com r At night he had said; They 

have taken Antwerp. Louvain is in flames. All the villages 
and eL Flanders are burning. Tomorrow 
morning they will be in Ghent and in Bruges. 

Abov! their heads roared the Stukas, like gray evil birds, 
dionfol down to peck at the buddings. They had seen one 
d o low at the parish church. Before it had touched the 

spire the building had seemed to lea P mto th f air an 
I_ Uen back in a cloud of dust. And then the mairie 
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den lhtts said the Pastoor of Wiersbeke, when he stopped 
in for a moment in the evening. “All along the road he 
has picked out the shrines and blown them away. Look,” 
he said, “this is a finger of the statue of Our Lady of Flan¬ 
ders. This is all that was left of it when I passed by the 
site this afternoon." 

Upon hearing that, Fienc had moaned in a strange way 
and had fainted. Pol and the Pastoor had lifted her on the 
bed. 'The children could not he sent to the attic to sleep, 
for the sky outside was full of the droning Stukas. 

“It’s the army they're after,” Pol said. And Fiene 
moaned again and asked where Palierand Baudouin could 
be. 

And so a few days had passed. She had a high fever. But 
the doctor could not he found anywhere. The Pastoor was 
busy here and there' amidst the ruins of the village, but in 
the evenings he dropped in. 

"Where are my hoys?" she had asked him. “Their regi¬ 
ment is safe," he lied. "They have passed the Net he and 
will soon he in the French land." Outside, the rumble of 
cannon tottld he heard, now near, then far off, “It's a 
night of thunder, a had night for the hoys to be out. Go 
out a minute, Pol,” she said, “and see if they're not com¬ 
ing.” 

"She’s losing her mind," said the Pastoor. “Is every¬ 
thing in readiness?" But Pol only wept. “I will be back 
in the morning," the priest said. 

That night the remnants of Palier’s and Baudouin’s 
regiment struggled through Laag-Kupelle, The King was 
with them and Prince Karel his brother. They stopped 
at the parsonage, and the Pastoor prepared a meal for his 
high guests. The King sat by the stove in the kitchen. 
Prince Karel stood in the doorway talking with some offi- 
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caught him in the face and chest. His uniform was burnt 
off him. His neck was all green. ., 

The Pastoor took the holy oil from his room and made 
ready to go. The Ring stood up out of respect to the Host. 
“I am taking Our I xml to a farmhouse/’ said the Pastoor. 

When he neared Pol’s house, the Pastoor sounded his 
bell. Ho had not been able to find a boy in the village to 
ring it for him. At the sound of the bell, Pol threw the 
door wide open to let Our I xml in. 

“Howart* my boys?" asked the woman as the priest bent 
over her. He notited that her eyes had become fixed and 
staring. 

“You had better light the candle,” the priest said to 
Pol, anti to Fiene he said: "Your boys ate well. Palier and 
Baudouiu, they are in Hoog Rapelle. They are with the 
King. All are well.” 

A Stuka roared overhead itt the darkness and threw a 
flare. Suddenly a gatish bright light shone through the 
window. For miles away the whole countryside became 
visible. Fiene stirred uneasily. The light had caught her 
eyes. All at out e she raised herself on the: pillow and said: 
“Why do you deceive me? You cannot deceive a motherl 
Look, look at the window! There are my boys! Dag Pal- 
icr, come in, boy! Why do you stand at the window, Pal¬ 
ier? Look, Pol, he has a wreath of green flowers around 
his neck! Look, there is Baudouin, too. He has flowers 
on his head! Dag Baudouin-dome in, my boys!.. 

The Pastoor of Wiersbeke said: “Nunc dimitte, Dam¬ 
me. .., Domine, miserere.*’ 

Pol stepped over and closed his wife's eyes. 



6 . On the Road to Baghdad 
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he had learned the lessons of desert warfare, General Wa¬ 
ved hail seen at once that the small force of regular troops 
at Britain’s disposal in the Near East would not suffice if 
the Germans should launch a really determined drive for 
Mosul anti the pipe lines running from the oil region to 
the seaboard of Palestine and Lebanon. England was far 
away, and the conquest of the island of Crete by German 
air-borne troops had shown that it would not be advis¬ 
able to denude Britain of still more of its defenders. Gen¬ 
eral Waved had thought at once of Lawrence and his Arab 
irregulars, who had rolled back the Turkish left flank in 
the Revolt in the Desert twenty-four years before and who 
had thus enabled Allenby to strike at Palestine and be¬ 
yond the I Ioly I .and at Damascus. 

But where look for irregulars now, men who would ride 
out into the desert and harass the enemy’s lines of com¬ 
munication, blow up bridges, shatter munition dumps, 
and raid the airdromes? Many of the Iraqi Arabs were 
dearly on Germany's sale. The network of intrigue woven 
by Raschid Caliuni Bey of Iraq extended over the entire 
Near East. 

Could Britain call on the Arabs in Palestine who were 
gathering in their mosques to hear the inflammatory mes¬ 
sages from the fugitive Mufti of Jerusalem, Hameen el 
Husseini? The ex-Mufti was openly calling the Arab 
tribes, not to the support of Britain, but to revolt against 
the British authority. 

Yet, auxiliaries had to be found. General Wavell could 
not remove any more troops from the Libyan front and ex¬ 
pose Egypt to a new drive by the Italians, who since their 
shattering defeat in Libya had been reinforced by consid¬ 
erable contingents of the German Luftwaffe. 

Why not call on the Jews? General Wavell wanted to 
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know. The Jews were not only willing, they were anxious 
to fight on Britain’s side. One hundred thousand young 
Jews in Palestine were clamoring for arms, pleading with 
England on bended knee not to be left unarmed in the face 
of the German juggernaut. The Jews had not Only trans¬ 
formed the Palestinian wilderness into a garden, but they 
had equipped the country with an industrial apparatus that 
was proving of the utmost value to the British defense 
forces in the Near East. Why not allow them to defend 
what they had themselves built up? 

But the Jews, General Wavell was told, had no trained 
forces. What was the sense and the use of allowing masses 
of untrained men to hurl themselves in the path of the 
Panzer divisions if and when they should come? 

Then, why had not the Jews been trained and armed, 
and why are they not being trained and armed now? No 
matter what happened in the immediate future, whether 
the Germans would undertake a drive for the Suez Canal 
then or later, before the war was over Britain would need 
every man she could get, Australians, Indians, Canadians, 
Jews. Even with all them she might still have to call on 
America for help. 

Practical strategist that he was, General Wavell knew 
that a war cannot be won by speeches, by dropping leaflets, 
and by chalking the letter V on the walls, but that for fight¬ 
ing you need men and arms and still more men and arms. 

That is why he did not understand, when he came to 
Palestine, why the tens of thousands of young Jews who 
volunteered to fight in Britain s cause were not being 
trained at a moment when the enemy was at the gates. The 
question he wanted answered was this: why does Britain 
dispense with the services of a nation which has shown it- 
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self loyal, which was eager to fight, and which possessed 
superb fighting qualities? 

That is the reason, too, that General Wavell, upon learn- 
ing that the Jews had built up a secret self-defense corps 
to guard the valuable Palestinian industries and farms dur- 
ing the periodic Arab riots, wanted to see the commander 
of that corps. 

But its commander was in jail. He had not been tried 
yet, fortunately, for a trial automatically would have 
brought the death sentence, mere membership in the de¬ 
fense corps being punishable with death. 

“Get that man out of jail,” ordered General Wavell, 
and ask him to come and see me here in Jerusalem!” 

And so it was that the rays of the morning sun spotted 
Major Saunders driving helter-skelter along the Mediter¬ 
ranean shore for Akka and back again in the afternoon. 
But on the return trip he drove an automobile. And in 
the tonneau of the war with him was the commander of the 
Irgun, the illegal National Jewish Self-Defense Corps. The 
commander’s name was Raziel, which in English stands 
for “Mystery of God.” 

There was nothing mysterious about Raziel’s appear¬ 
ance or personality. He was short and stockily built, with 
broad shoulders and powerful arms. He hailed from the 
Russian Caucasus but had early in life moved to the land 
of Israel, like so many young Jews, in the belief that at 
last his people were to live within walls of their own, free 
of the fear of massacres and persecutions on one pretext or 
the other, able to begin rebuilding the national life after 
twenty centuries of dispersion among alien cults and cruel 
taskmasters. It was a legitimate desire that had been sanc¬ 
tioned as such by the civilized nations of the world. 
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dicament to some night watchman, who smuggled him out 
concealed in a garbage can. Raziel reached open country, 
where he made himself known to some Jewish members 
of the regular rural police, who in turn ordered an airplane 
for him to fly to Haifa. This airplane made a forced land¬ 
ing at the same airdrome of Lydda Raziel had left but a 
few days previously. He was recognized again and was 
thereupon sent in chains to Jerusalem, being later trans¬ 
ferred to the dungeon at Akka. 

But even from prison he carried on as commander of 
the Irgun. Several of the guards were members of his 
illegal organization. They admitted friends and collabo¬ 
rators to Raziel’s cell, saw to it that the visitors got safely 
away before daybreak, and in addition kept him informed 
daily about the situation in the country. 

The Arabs were rioting again. Every day Jewish farm¬ 
ers were shot from ambush or killed by land mines placed 
by Arab insurrectionists but manufactured in Germany 
and Italy. The Jewish community had decided not to retal¬ 
iate. With admirable self-restraint the Jews refrained from 
the slightest act of revenge, in the belief that the British 
would soon overcome the seditious movement and the 
Arab fury spend itself. 

When Raziel learned, however, that the murder cam¬ 
paign was inspired by Axis agents, operating from Syria, 
he gave the word to the members of his organization to 
retaliate. “We cannot, 5 ’ he said, “allow ourselves to be 
slaughtered like lambs. Death is not a program for na¬ 
tional regeneration-We must learn to hit back.” 

Thereafter a. dead Arab would be found on the spot 
where a Jew had been killed on the previous day. When 
this method of procedure did not diminish the frenzy of 
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send him reinforcements, he would blow up the wells and 
refineries at Mosul, 

A special crew of a hundred and fifty German military 
mechanics was held in readiness on the outskirts of Bagh¬ 
dad to race to Mosul whenever Raschid Galiani should 
give the order to carry out the work of destruction. Upon 
learning of this plot, Raziel immediately sent whatever in¬ 
formation he had to the British High Command. General 
Wavell sent word back through one of Razicl’s partisans 
that he could not promise assistance: the British army had 
engaged the Iraqi but that it would take days, perhaps 
weeks, before he could break through to Baghdad. 

I his reply threw Raziel back on his own resources. But 
being determined to prevent the plot from being carried 
out, he took five of his men in an automobile and by a 
roundabout road raced back to British headquarters. 
There he obtained ten machine guns, twelve cases of hand 
grenades, and twenty-five revolvers. The material was 
loaded into five Fiat automobiles captured in Libya, and 
the caravan started back for the Irak capital. Twice the 
Jews were held up by Iraqi patrols, but they managed to 
elude their pursuers each time. On the third day Raz.iel 
was back in Baghdad. Right: under the nose of the rebel¬ 
lious government he took up a position where he could 
watch the German mechanical outfit that had been se¬ 
lected to t arry out the destruction in Mosul in the event 
of a British break-through. 

The Jews did not have long to wait. A few hours be¬ 
fore Raschid Galiani fled to Iran, he gave orders for the 
Germans to proceed with the demolition. But ten miles 
out of' Baghdad the German crew ran into Razid's ambush, 
lie had distributed the ten machine guns in five sections 
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7 . Another Day Will Come! 

Jerez is a soft, amber-colored wine that contains the es¬ 
sence of early morning sunlight, dewdrops, and satin. The 
late Sir Henry Deterding of Royal Dutch Shell, who was 
a connoisseur, admired both its Latin clarity and its oily 
smoothness. It is also the favorite drink of physicians, 
philosophers, and the Holy Father, Pope Pius XII, whose 
eyes sparkled as brilliantly as the poor Fisherman’s ring 
on his finger when I saw him drain a glass of it, in prefer¬ 
ence to the proffered champagne, at the prefecture of Li- 
sieuxbackin 1938. 

Jerez takes its name from a town in Spain. In that town’s 
neighborhood are some of the richest landed estates in the 
whole country. Ilya Ehrenbourg, who was a frequent wan¬ 
derer in Spain, thought that in Jerez originated the old 
Spanish boast that if Christ had looked over the Pyrenees 
he would not have been able to resist the tempter. The 
estates are owned by the families of Villamarta, Andez, 
Garvey, Queipo de Llano, Pared, and others. These own¬ 
ers have never seen their estates. Since the Gestapo has 
come to make life and the pursuit of happiness for the 
Spanish grandees once more secure, they live in Madrid. 
Before the Hitlerian deluge they spent most of their time 
in Paris, on the Riviera, on the Cote d’Argent, in Deau¬ 
ville, and in Arcachon-les-Bains. 

The peasants around Jerez go barefooted. They eat 
water soup with a few drops of oil in it. They sleep on 
the bare earth between the cattle. But the monks have 
had their salaries restored by the state, and the civil guards 
have returned to see that the peasants do not steal a hand¬ 
ful of straw from under the cows’ hoofs. 
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any way had anything to do with the Republic must pay 
the penalty of loyalty. Pablo Casals lies in the dungeon of 
Montjuich awaiting execution for having directed an or¬ 
chestra under the Republic. 

In Jerez there used to appear a four-paged newspaper. 
Its publisher was Sebastian Oliva, a day laborer who 
worked in Senor Pared’s vineyards. He had given the 
paper the name of Voz del Gampesino, which simply means 
Voice of the Farmer. Oliva was an old-time revolutionary 
who knew the inside of the prison of Jerez as well as those 
of Cordova and other Andalusian towns. He told me once 
that he had spent half of his life behind prison bars. He 
did not say this in any boastful way. He said it in the most 
natural way in the world, just as a man would say that he 
had been married twenty-five years. In 1936 Oliva was a 
man in his fifties, with hands as gnarled and broad as tree 
roots and with dry, burning eyes. He knew a little Eng¬ 
lish, for he had in his youth been to Cuba, where he had 
worked in the plantations. There, too, he had made the 
acquaintance of the prisons. 

His ideas were too naive and confused for politics, in¬ 
comprehensible to the landlords, but in his own mind they 
constituted the incontrovertible truth. He was a man with¬ 
out education, yet animated with strong feelings that 
burned in him like a fire. “I am for justice and truth,” he 
was wont to say, “justice and truth, nothing else.” Those 
words always came back in his conversation. “I do not care 
how many millions Senor Pared makes as long as he is 
just....” In his room Oliva had two books: the Bible and 
Cervantes. 

The monks of Jerez called him an anarchist, a Com¬ 
munist, a Red, an agitator, a destroyer of morale, a heretic, 
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an underminer of the family, and a libertine. He told me: 

I am only a farmer. They’ve hated us farmers ever since 
the days of Cain and Abel. But why should Andalusia be 
a paradise and the farmers live in pigsties? Is that justice? 
My neighbor Mauro Bajettiero has four children, who 
must remain in their hut because they have no clothes to 
put on their backs. They cannot go to school. Yet Mauro 
works from mom till night on Senor Pared’s estate, and 
he receives two and a half pesetas per day. Senor Pared 
owns sixty thousand acres of the finest land and an oak 
forest to hunt in. When one of Mauro’s children died last 
year, Senor Pared’s major-domo refused my neighbor per¬ 
mission to cut the wood to make a coffin for the dead child. 
He called him a damned anarchist for asking. Is that 
right? Oliva chuckled. “I was called a red tiger,” he said, 
for having published the circumstances of the child’s 
death in the Voz del Campesino . Would you not have 
published that in the newspaper you represent?” he asked. 

He showed me the article in question. It was a sober 
piece divided in two parts. In the first part Oliva had set 
forth in the simplest words the details of the tragedy in the 
Bajettiero family, how the breadwinner had to walk seven 
miles to work and back at night, how the children ate 
boiled acorns most of the time, how parents and children 
slept on a heap of rags on the bare floor of their hut, how 
Mauro had done time in the jail of Jerez for snaring a 
pheasant on Senor Pared’s estate, and how upon his return 
the youngest child had died of the "Blue sickness”: hunger. 

The second part of the article was subtitled: “But An¬ 
other Day Will Come.” In this part the editor had con¬ 
cluded with a somewhat naive description of what life 
could be like for men like Bajettiero and others if the 
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estates toulil be divided up into small parcels, if the monks 
would content themselves with teaching religion, if the 
government would abolish the civil guards—in short, if jus¬ 
tice could be made to prevail in and around Jerez. 

All this, it should be said, was not merely a dream with 
Sebastian Oliva. It was a program. He fully believed that 
the millennium could he dragged down from heaven. He 
also believed that the Republic would perform the mira¬ 
cle. With him the word Republic had an awesome mysti¬ 
cal sense. I It? pronounced the word slowly, with a certain 
solemnity, as a mufti would say: “Allah is great, nothing 
is beyond Allah's power!" It would, Oliva admitted, take 
some time to make the change, but then: “We fanners are 
patient." he hud wound up his article. “We can wait still 
a little lime longer.... In the end the Republic will tri¬ 
umph, and the wealth of Spain will belong to the people 
of Spain.” 

That was his conviction. He did not say: we must hurl 
bombs at the major domos and set their houses on lire or 
plunder the monasteries. He was convinced that drastic 
measures of that kind were not necessary and would be 
entiiely supeiftuous. The Republic was in power, the next 
elation would bring the friends of the farmers into the 
government, and the reign of heaven on earth would begin. 

Oliva did not know that there were men in Berlin and 
Rome and Madrid who had for years been planning other¬ 
wise. Franco launched his revolt to prevent Oliva’s mil¬ 
lennial dteam from materializing. To this end he brought 
in the Moots from Afrit a. the Condor legions from Ger¬ 
many, ami the colored arrow divisions from Italy. Do not 
all things wot k together for salvation to him who believ- 
eth? Junkets soon soared over the vineyards of Senor 
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Could it be that the monks had gone the way of the civil 

guards? 

So much the better! Well, then into the vineyards! 
Conte Fernando/, come Man to, where do we start to meas¬ 
ure your plot? As the peasants entered the monastery gar¬ 
dens, a salvo rang out. 'The shots came from the monastery. 
Six men fell to the ground, three dead, three wounded. 
The first salvo was followed by a second and a third. But 
no, no one was hit. The peasants had taken cover. In an 
hour’s tittie they were back in the village to deliberate and 
ta consult with Oliva. He s*ill counseled moderation, but 
he could no longer stem the tide. 

The peasants equipped themselves with amis and gaso¬ 
line t ans and advanced to the assault. The monastery was 
set on Site, and the monks surrendered. 'They were put to 
work putt tug out the flames as the fanners carried away 
the futniture to their hare huts. 

Maine Bajeifieio did not take any furniture. He had 
entered the chapel and espied the gold-stitched gowns with 
which the statue* of the Mother of God was draped. He 
removed tin* t lollies, thirty superimposed costumes, dona¬ 
tions from the rich ladies of Jerez. Now his children and 
his wife would have something on their hacks at last. They 
would also he coveted in the* night. They would not all 
die of the "blue sic kness," which is caused by hunger and 
destitution. 


When the rebels c aptured Jerez, Oliva had fled. He and 
other farmers, amongst whom was Mauro Bajettiero, man¬ 
aged to t eat h t ‘.otdova and joined one of the loyalist units. 
After the war they passed into Fiance, where they were 
sent to the pt isou c amp of Ceres. Two years they waited 
in we.uitiess. ’I’wo years, while Europe went up in flames 
and Franco waded in blood. 
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Then they were repatriated. They crossed the border 
back into Spain just as the noonday sun stood highest. 
Their names figured on the list that Franco had sent to his 
old teacher Marshal Petain. Behind Oliva’s and Mauro’s 
names appeared the words: “Accused of blasphemy.” 


8 . The Unsaid Prayer 

His hands trembled a little as he poured himself a cup 
of tea. There had been so much work that day. First there 
had been the evacuation of a hundred children from the 
village. That was in the morning. Then there had been 
a tedious delay at the railway station, when a last minute 
checkup revealed that two of the children were missing. 
Could it be that they were among the victims of last night’s 
air raid? Perhaps the morrow would tell, when the war¬ 
dens should have removed the debris above the shelter 
near the church. Then there had been a burial. That had 
taxed his strength to the utmost. He had been with the par¬ 
ents of William Gillespie, a pilot in the R.A.F., who had 
been shot down over Middlesex a few days before. What 
could one say to a father and mother of an only son? That 
he had died so that Kngland might live? That sounded 
quite inspiring and touching in oflicial orations, but Mr. 
and Mrs, Gillespie were amongst his dearest parishioners. 
He had to give them a ray of hope, something to cling to 
in their cruel bereavement..,, 

The Reverend Thomas Baxter heaved a deep sigh. He 
was no longe r a young man. 1 le was verging on sixty-three 
years, though he bore few of the signs of age; his hair was 
rather grizzled, but not grey; his eye was mild, but clear 
and bright, Mr. Baxter had tome to Hampton Road forty 
years ago. It was bis hist parish; it would probably be his 
last. I le had dreamed of retiring in a few years and devot¬ 
ing the remaining years ol his life to some scholarly work 
from width the arduous duties of a rural dean of the 
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And yet, more was to come apparently, for what else could 
the government’s announcement mean? In his imagina¬ 
tion, the prospects of the future tended to grow more and 
more terrifying. The calamities in store assumed almost 
monstrous proportions_ 

His wife was calling from the other room, and he and 
his daughter reached her bedside simultaneously. "Have 
you heard from Gilbert?” the woman asked. She referred 
to their son, a lieutenant in the tank corps, now on duty 
in Europe. He had a letter from Gilbert, he reassured her, 
and the boy was doing well. He was going to read the letter 
more carefully as soon as he had washed up. He had only 
glanced at it in the afternoon when the mailman had 
pushed it in his hands. He asked his wife if she would like 
some tea, but she did not answer him. 

As he spoke, the sirens began to wail. The woman on 
the bed stirred restlessly. “Who is that crying?” she said. 
“Someone is crying!” 

Father and daughter exchanged a significant look. Mrs. 
Baxter’s mind was wandering again; the weeks and weeks 
of fever had affected her brain. Mr. Baxter felt his wife’s 
forehead and stooped down to kiss her. Then he walked 
back into the sitting room and took his son’s letter from 
his pocket. He turned at once to the last page, the page 
that had disturbed him most when he had glanced at it 
in the afternoon. The boy’s letters had been so optimistic 
in the past, so full of good cheer, that this latest message 
with its note of somber despair had upset him the more. 

“It is your conviction, I know,” his son had written him, 
“that what we are facing is the consequence of sin and that 
it is not for us to apportion the guilt. . . . But the conse¬ 
quences of sin fall upon the innocent and the guilty alike. 
Here in the first line, between two raids, two bombard- 
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afraid of death for himself. What he feared was sudden 
death or. as he had often said, to be cut off in a flash and to 
pass to his judgment unshriven. He had always prayed to 
be spared from sudden death, to be granted at least a mo¬ 
ment of recollection, that he could turn his heart again to 
God in penitence anti faith before leaving this life. No, 
on the whole he was not afraid of death. 

He was afraid for his people, his parishioners of Hamp¬ 
ton Road, for England. What we are facing? he thought 
again, as he had written to his son: "What we are facing 
is the consequente of sin: sin of pride, sin of fatness, sin 
of self righteousness. If there were only an acknowledg¬ 
ment of this, if there only would he contrition and peni¬ 
tence, then we t ouhl again pray for fortitude... 

‘The rattle of mat hiue gtm firing in the sky above shook 
him front his meditation. "They'll soon be coming back 
this way," said his daughter. "< htr fighters art: trying to in- 
teurpf them. I hope they’ve dropped their bombs else- 
whete. so that they will not be forced to unload again in 
our neighborhood," 

He nodded bis heath The firing grew heavier. In the 
tlistame wete some heavy detonations. He thought of the 
sermon he was to pt eat h the next Sunday. The fortitude 
for whit h we ought to pray, he thought, is not that the 
natural vimie of man which enables him to square his 
shoulders and determine hist muse, tome what may? The 
fortitude for which we ought to pray is a gift from the 
Holy Spit it, a gift whkh enables us to face the evils we 
most dread, a gift whit h enables us to resist mere reckless¬ 
ness that appearance of courage, which is not true cour¬ 
age. This Ghiistiuu grate of fortitude would not, to be 
sure, banish feat, It was not a sort of Dutch courage; but 
it would enable men to control fear. With Christian for- 
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over the Channel. Fighting planes threw out Verey lights 
to show the oncoming bombers their targets. All at once 
the air was filled with the c rash amt thunder of exploding 
projec tiles. Fite two men crouched behind the trees at the 
roadside. I he bomb fragments whistled about their heads. 
Mr. Baxter c overed his ears with his hands, but his eyes 
turned in the direction of his own cottage, above which 
another parachute light was slowly floating to earth. He 
could hear the whistle of the bombs as they rained down 
in the vie initv of his home. “Merciful heavens,” he said, 
“if we at e going to esc ape this, it will he a wonder.” 

'I here was a deafening series of explosions. By the flash 
of the striking bombs, he could see his cottage wrapped in 
flames and smoke. Then, just as suddenly, the lbck of raid¬ 
ers passed, and all that could he heard was the rattle of ma¬ 
chine guns from the British fighter planes chasing the in¬ 
vaders. 

Mr. Baxter ran hack to his cottage. He was breathing 
hard, The farmer was rac ing along behind him. 'The fust 
glow of light had appeared in the east wheat they readied 
the place*, The cottage was a heap of rubble. Mr. Baxter 
threw ctff his coat and started to pull at some of the cracked 
limbers. The* two men worked in silence. But they were 
soon forced to give up. Then Mr. Baxter sat clown on the 
stone* bene h in from of what had been his house and stared 
at what had lux omr the tomb of his wife and daughter. It 
was daylight when the village people c ame up. 'rite parson 
was just pulling a sheet of paper from his jacket. On the 
paper in* had written out the prayer he had intended to 
intone the next Sunday. 

He glanc ed at it and read: "O (hid, who art the Author 
of i tear <• and Lover of cone tact, pour clown now upon the 
German people the blessing of Thy love and understand- 
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9- At Sea 

It was the thirteenth day since he had set out from the 
base at Kiel. His instructions had been to cruise in Nor¬ 
wegian waters and watch for possible English raiders and 
for convoys on the way to and from the port of Murmansk. 
But only once itt ail those days since he had left the home 
station had he sighted an enemy craft. That had been on 
the third day out: a British destroyer racing at top speed 
through a choppy sea had betrayed itself by the thick 
clouds of smoke pouring from its funnels. For a few hours 
he had given chase itt the hope of intercepting the Eng¬ 
lish vessel, lint towards evening, just after he had given 
the order to man the torjtedo tubes, the F.nglishman had 
run into a fog bank; when it had lifted, there had been no 
trace of the enemy. Thereafter he had drifted lazily in the 
general direction of the .Scandinavian coast. When the 
weather «hanged to dear sunshine, he had taken it easy 
cm deck. 

Lieutenant Commander Gustav Mahrendorf was a 
Frisian. He had beam an instructor at the Oherrealschule 
in Kmden when the* war broke out. Like all the men from 
his district, he had been appointed to one of the naval 
bases cm the Baltic and had spent a year in training for sub¬ 
marine warfare in K tel, 1 le was now making his first trip 
as commander of the l b:nt> and was set retly happy that so 
far there had been no catasion to give battle;. 

Not that he was aftaid to fight, it was not that. He 
felt that then* was something treacherous and shameful in 
the unitin' of submarine warfare. It did not comport with 
his ideas of chtvalty and German frankness. He would 
much sooner have shipped cut one of the battleships and 
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sailed up to the enemy in full sight, decks cleared for action 
and the guns stripped for an honorable, aboveboard con¬ 
test of skill and might. He loathed the idea of crawling 
over the bottom of the ocean and of sneaking up like a 
crouching tiger on some unsuspecting freighter and then 
of sending a torpedo crashing into his fragile hull. Of 
course, he realized that it had to be done. He knew, as did 
everyone else, that Germany was forced to make up for her 
naval weakness by craftiness and ruthlessness in order to 
break the stranglehold of the British blockade, but to say 
that he carried out his task with relish and pride would be 
wrong. 

He hoped for a speedy end to the war. He wanted to go 
back to his study and his books and to complete the volume 
of poetry he had started just when the mobilization order 
had reached him. And then there was his wife Magda, of 
course, and their little girl Hilda, with the golden hair, 
who was just beginning to talk. He had been obliged to 
send them away from Kiel three months ago because of the 
constant air raids. They were staying with his parents now 
on the farm in Holstein. At least they were safe and had 
enough to eat, too. . . . How long would it be before he 
would see them again? He was wondering about that as he 
slowly paced the deck in his hip boots and looked on the 
endless expanse of gray-green water and on the waves 
splashing against the steel of the conning tower. He took 
a notebook from his pocket and wrote down a few words. 
He always did that when a thought or an idea for a poem 
crossed his mind. He would work it out later, he thought, 
tonight in his berth after they had come to a halt and most 
of the members of the crew had gone to sleep.. .. 

If that Gestapo man would only go to sleep, too, or husy 
himself with something else besides sitting by his side and 
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watching his every move,... Why had that man come with 
them on his journey, anyway? Was the government afraid 
that he would nut c an y out his duty or that his men would 
mutiny, as the Kaisers sailors had done in the last war? 
Commander Mahreudorf resented the presence of that po¬ 
litical c ommissai on hoard. I he man himself was not a 
pleasant fellow in the first place, he was taciturn and mo¬ 
rose. Surely not the ideal person to stimulate the morale of 
the crew or to keep them in good spirits with his short 
answers and freezing looks. 

Kurt Seitz, was the* man's name. He hailed from Ham¬ 
burg. At least, so he said. But that might well be a lie, too. 
For he could not understand a word of the Frisian or Hol¬ 
stein dialect, He spoke like a Prussian landlubber, like a 
Berliner. He said 'To//" instead of u Gott," and “yefun- 
dt’n' instead of "ge/midcm." And then, those shifty evil 
eyes. The man behaved like a born spy. I low many times 
had (amtmuuder Maluendorf not looked up from his plate 
at the mess table to find the surly eyes of Seitz on him in 
a strange, cpiiz/ic al, suspicious way. No, frankly he did not 
like the man. But then, what of it? The patrol would soon 
come to an end, and they would he in Kid for two weeks' 
leave of absent e, and he would run up to his parents’ place 
in the tummy anti see Magda anti Hilda and forget about 
Seitz, and on the next trip there would probably be an¬ 
other politic al in spec tor along, a more amenable fellow.... 

No, it would not be long now. He had just verified the 
contents of the oil tanks. They were half empty. He 
wotthl have to run in at Trondheim or Bergen or prefer¬ 
ably at Kid, of course, in a few days, anyway. Perhaps he 
wotdd find time* on the next occasion he was ashore to fin¬ 
ish that poem cm the sea he had in mind. He ought not 
to dday long with that poem. I le had it all in his head. He 
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below he gave the order to submerge and took up his posi¬ 
tion before the periscope. 

"There‘s an Englishman about six miles off,” he said to 
Seitz, who stood beside him. "It must be the ship about 
which headquarters radioed us this morning. Well be in 
a position in less than an hour. It’s strange, I had not no¬ 
ticed him before... 

"You were probably occupied with other matters,” re¬ 
turned the Gestapo ollicial icily, and his eyes stopped sig¬ 
nificantly on Lieutenant Mahrendorfs big notebook, 
which protruded from the [xx ket of his jacket. 

Mahremlorf flushed crimson but did not reply. His 
eyes were glued to the pet is< ojk\ In the misty blurb on the 
sea spattered glass above the surface he could see a black 
speck emerging. He turned the knobs on the instrument 
to get < lea ter visibility. 

"Is it a freighter?" asked the man by his side. 

"It’s a passenger liner.” returned Mahrendorf. 

The Gestapo man grunted with satisfaction. “Must be 
a troopship bound for Russia," he said. 

Mahrendorf shouted an order in the telephone. The ship 
lunged forwards and gathered speed. 

"This will mean the Iron Cross for you,” said Seitz to the 
Commander. 

"That is, if I sink him," returned Mahrendorf. “And 
that is not so < main. He has seen us. He’s beginning to 
zigzag. Well have to be careful, I le has a gun aft and 
may start to throw off depth bombs. I must get a mile 
closer anyway, before l can do anything_" 

The Commander grew suddenly silent. He wetted his 
lips and swallowed hard. I le was almost crushing his fore¬ 
head against the glass. 1 le could see the deck of the steamer 
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io. Peradventure! 


In this, the tenth hour of the day, the sun was begin¬ 
ning to truss titc Hudson River. The daily journey 
through a thousand centuries neared its end. Already 
the candles were being lit for the homecoming, and God 
was standing in the doorway looking for IIis messenger’s 
return. Shadows were installing themselves on the New 
York side of the rivet as die roar of day softened to a 
zooming murmur. In the trees was heard the rustle of 
the wings of sparrows stirring in their first sleep. Objects 
were no longer isolated hut were blending slowly in a 
gloom that was like a solemn anguish mounting in the 
measure that the light receded. Behind, in the sun’s path 
lay the world as a dar k, deep abyss. Quenched now were 
the red flatties of noon. Where the zenith had been 
passed, tonents of rain washed the battlefields of the 
morning. Ovt-r the domed cathedrals and the teeming 
cities of Isotope the moon had taken over the vigil, hut 
the mean lay wrapped in brooding darkness as in that 
timeless bout when the Spirit hovered over the waters. 
A hank of mist obs< ured the New Jersey shore. It was 
a cloud of midsummer vapor, soggy anti heavy with mois¬ 
ture. Into this wall of white steam the sun moved like 
a dripping,«huriot and then disappeared as behind a vast 
curtain of iuminmis white. fsven the strings of electric 
lights, whit h usually sparkled in the blue twilight like 
superimposed tiers of jewels, had become invisible, 
wrapped as they were in that liquid shroud of heat. 

‘rims, I tet ailed, 1 had one evening watched the Dead 
Sea vanish from sight on the road from Hebron, when 
I had set out to see the pillar of salt in the Valley of the 
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Plain. And there, too, I remembered, alone in the wilder¬ 
ness with a dooms-day color filling the sky, I had felt 
afraid as never before on any battlefield. From the flint- 
covered path that I was treading Abraham must have 
looked in the direction of Sodom, that morning when 
he rose early to see the smoke of the country go up like 
the smoke of a furnace. And I thought: if there had only 
been ten or even five righteous men in Sodom, this 
immense desolation before my eyes would not have come 
into existence, and here instead would be a plain filled 
with orchards and meadows and towering cities, with 
cool fountains and little children in the squares clapping 
their hands in joyous play. 

Do not all the old legends say that it is for the sake 
of a handful of righteous men, not princes or mighty 
ones, but humble men in whose hearts there is no guile, 
that God until this day preserves the world from destruc¬ 
tion? In the Talmud it is the Lamed Vov, the thirty- 
six unknown who live in each generation, to whose vir¬ 
tues and ideals we owe our continued existence. In the 
Bible their number is less. It was of tha,t legend in Gene¬ 
sis that I thought on the road from Hebron. It came back 
to mind once more as I watched the sun become blotted 
out in a pall of white through which shimmered the 
lambent flush of distant flames. 

And Abraham drew near, and said. Wilt thou also 
destroy the righteous with the wicked? 

Peradventure there be fifty righteous men within the 
city: wilt thou also destroy and not spare the place for 
the fifty righteous that are therein ? 

That be far from thee to do after this manner, to slay 
the righteous with the wicked: and that the righteous 
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should he as the wicked»that be far from thee; Shall not 
the Judge of all the earth do right? 

And the Lord said, if I find in Sodom fifty righteous 
within the city, then / null spare all the place for their 
sakes. 

And Abraham answered and said, Behold now, I have 
taken upon me to speak unto the Lord, which am but 
dust and ashes. 

Peradventure there shall lack five of the fifty righteous: 
wilt thou destrov all the city for lack of five? And he 
said. If / find there forty and five, / will not destroy it. 

And he spake unto him yet again, and said, Peradven¬ 
ture there shall he forty found there. And he said, I 
will not do it for forty’s sake. 

And he said onto him, Oh let not the Lord be angry, 
and l will speak: Pewdventure there shall thirty he found 
there. And he said, l will not do it, if / find thirty there. 

And he said. Behold now , / have taken upon me to 
speak unto the Lord: Peradventure there shall he twenty 
found there. And he said, l will not destroy it for twenty's 
sake. 

And he said, Oh let not the Lord he angry, and I will 
speak yet hat this oner; Peradventure ten shall he found 
there. And he said, I will not destroy it for ten’s sake. 

Wh«*» I had mtd the old story once more I fell to 
wondering: if Abraham should have taken his immense 
compassionate < outage in his hands just once more and 
had asked the Eternal if for the sake of five or of four 
or three He would not have destroyed the city, what 
would have been the answer? And if we were to ask that 
question in out time, in this year of grace tqqt, what 
would he the answer? And further again who are few 
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wholly righteous men for whose sake the Judge of all 
the world is willing to suspend judgment over a world 
that is wallowing in the blood of His children. And my 
mind s eye ran over the great and the mighty ones, the 
men in the first ranks, whom all the world sees and who 
are almost deified themselves in our time, the prelates 
in purple and the duces and Fuehrers and those that 
make the universe ring with the rattle of their sabers and 
with the clink of their spurs and with the thunder of 
their voices—the men who are like earthquakes and fires 
and who go through the world like a great storm wind. 
Is it for their sake? 

God is not in the storm of passions raised by the dif¬ 
ferent political movements, not in the earthquakes of 
those sudden national renewals that have not a single 
solid basis, not in the fire of demogogic words that in¬ 
flame the crowds. God is in the murmur of the still 
small voice. He is not with the brilliant, loud-talking 
majorities, for there is nothing official about Him, and 
He does not conform to the fashion of the day. He to 
be allied with minorities. Is it not from extremely small 
minorities that the most worth-while things in life have 
come? It may well be that God again makes an alliance 
with a single individual, as with Abraham or Elijah, and, 
if so, it is to such a man that must be applied the word of 
John Knox which is inscribed on the Reformation monu¬ 
ment in Geneva: “Un homme avec Dieu est toujours dans 
la majorite!” (A man with God is always in the majority!) 


Leonhard Ragaz 

The dead Beethoven was found in a half-sitting pos¬ 
ture with his wide-open eyes frozen in a horrible stare. 
To the neighbors who opened the door of his room in 





IN THE STEPS OF THE SUN 3 6r 

the morning, it seemed that death had snatched him away 
while he was in the full fury of one of those leonine fits 
of rage which seized him more and more frequently 
during the latter part of his life. The body was seen to 
he leaning somewhat, forward. His fist was clenched in 
an expressively menacing gesture towards heaven. This 
macabre spectacle of a dead man who seemed still to be 
speaking shocked Beethoven’s good neighbors not a little. 
At once the thought of impious irreverence and blas¬ 
phemy entered their minds. For no decent. God-fearing 
citizen of their acquaintance had ever fared forth to meet 
his Maker in so patently rebellious a disposition as the 
dead musician s defiant attitude hut too clearly sug¬ 
gested. Fists should not he found clenched on deathbeds, 
but ha mis gently folded in pious resignation, as if im¬ 
ploring the divine mercy. Even a lifeless body should 
somehow indicate by a posture of decorum that in the 
last hour of tonseiottsness there had been nothing like 
a battle or a stormy debate, but rather, filial submission 
to God's will and some evidence that he with the cruel 
reaper had been "greeted as feet of friend coming with 
welcome at our journey's end." 

Yet, I have wondered more than once if, after all, there 
was anything impious in Beethoven’s final gesture of 
angry protest -that is, if piety anti godliness arc not 
judged by the usual standards current in Christian cir¬ 
cles, but when we measure them by the Bible, where 
men ate to he found striving ami battling with God and 
crying out: "l will not let Thee go, except Thou bless 
me": where men do not long and languish, but where 
they hunger and thirst for righteousness; where insist¬ 
ently, night and day, the frenzied clamor goes up for 
justue, am! where there is violent protest and direct 
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opposition to God’s decrees, even in the matter of death 
itself. 

No, it is not impious, and surely not un-Biblical, when 
Franz Polgar, in reporting the circumstances of Beetho¬ 
ven s death, declares that the Last Judgment will consist 
not so much in man justifying himself before God as 
God justifying Himself to man—for instance, to Ludwig 
van Beethoven for having deprived him, him, of all hu¬ 
man beings, of the power of hearing. 

I know a man, the most modest, most self-effacing, and 
gentlest of human beings, who challenges God every day 
of the year, and who at times actually upbraids the Most 
High. That man is Leonhard Ragaz, the Swiss Apostle 
of the Social Gospel. At the same time, I must say that 
I do not think God is at all displeased with Ragaz’ bursts 
of anger. For who, after all, implanted that immense 
passion for the Kingdom in the heart of the Swiss prophet 
—that overwhelming longing for a world of reason and 
justice in which the lie shall be broken, pride shall be 
turned to shame, and the last shall be the first? Who, 
but God Himself, the God of Moses and Isaiah, of Jesus 
and Akiba, of Cromwell and Francis of Assisi, men who 
bent the will of God, who were so insistent that they 
at times succeeded in changing the mind of the Master 
of the universe and who forced Him by prayer and per¬ 
suasion, by imprecation and by threats, to set wrongs 
aright, to frustrate the plans of the evildoers, and to help 
in the advance of His own Kingdom. 

“It is true, I do grow impatient at times,” Ragaz said 
to me one day, just after the Nazi hordes had trodden 
into the mire the political structure in central Europe, 
which his friend and disciple, the late Thomas Masaryk, 
had set up and nurtured to life. “I grow impatient,” he 
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said, “when I do not immediately see the role God plays 
in this spectral agony of our dying world-that is, when 
I see injustice triumph and justice flung into the discard 
like a soiled rag. I cry out, 'Yes,’ and I say to God: 
‘Why dost Thou not intervene? Art Thou asleep per¬ 
chance or weary? Why dost Thou not rend the heavens 
and come down? Is this not Thy cause that is suffering 
anti the advent of Thine own Kingdom that is being re¬ 
tarded, not to speak of the nameless sufferings of Thy 
children?" 

"But today I see the light," Dr. Ragaz, went on, after 
a pensive interruption, " rite evil situation in the world 
will anti must grow and become a great deal worse yet. 
Humanity will have to drain this cup to the bitter dregs. 
It tanmit he otherwise. Let us he honest about it: the 
world will not accept Christ until the hour of its ulti¬ 
mate ami supreme distress. Jesus acknowledged this Him¬ 
self. < Inly the tenor of violence has become so great, so 
absolutely unbearable that men ery out: ‘Mountains fall 
upon us ami hills cover us,' only then. He said, will we 
see appear the sign of the Son of Man, the sign of the 
('.mss. 

"Did you ever hear that story," he asked suddenly, 
"the story of that priest in the Alcazar of Toledo who 
tame to the commandant with a suggestion of surrender 
or, failing that, at least of sending the women and chil¬ 
dren away to safety? ‘Lite commandant turned the priest 
away wit It the words, ‘Man, don't bother me. Give us 
absolution, and we will all die together!’ Well,” resumed 
Raga/, "if Christ is not able to inspire His followers with 
the same heroism as those Spaniards displayed, then His 
cause will not oulv be lost in our time-then it is lost 
now!" 
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kingdom of God. kike Lenin, he restates and reshapes 
and tegiotips his ideas, always in the simplest of language, 
until his hearers not merely catch the drift of his argu¬ 
ment, hut become drenched and permeated with his 
thoughts. 

I never saw Dr. Ragaz in the pulpit of Basel's great 
cathedial. When I came to know him he had long since 
abandoned his chair in theology at the University of 
Zurich in order to go to the proletariat, to the poorest 
and the outcasts. My visits to him took place in the Gar- 
tenhofstrasse, in the eloisteral study with the soundproof 
doors and the dominating, life-size portrait of Blumharclt, 
who was the fu st minister of the state church in Germany 
to give up the pastorate in order to become a Socialist 
deputy. 

In his study Leonhard Ragaz was all serenity and peace. 
Yet, he was visibly an extremely lonely man, as the 
prophet must be lonely, because the people for whom 
the prophet enters into battle can never rise to the dan¬ 
gerous life of the spirit. 'Ibis, indeed, is the mark of 
the true prophet in that, from his loneliness and bitter¬ 
ness, always and again he returns to the people with 
renewed love, whereas the demagogic and egotistical agi¬ 
tator soon conceives contempt for the masses. 

Ragaz is a prophet—that is, an activist: lie demands 
deeds, not worth. To the prophet spiritual values exist 
to be translate* 1 into reality; words must, become flesh 
and blood, ideals take tangible shape in human relation¬ 
ships. The prophet’s activity is directed chiefly against 
the existing, against the traditional, against the petrified 
religion of width the priest is both the custodian and the 
benefit ary. 'Hu: prophet is the revolutionary who wants 
to break up the old fotms, to infuse new life into with- 
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to set* * ivilt/atton and puMs* and private hie finding 
ievivifi< at ion in a u* ted l* mvobmniun mien a! ol the 
tatist? of Jcstts—dte .Vo «<* Mmt:i«-a» hr puts it. What 
this has meant in pubh* dwhtiu. in u»tfriin>-„ in tomiant 
struggle, hut also in oum„,ltt |*et >» ‘»mon »an m an ely be 
imagined hv done who *ling n* the nation that the Swiss 
Republu t auies mi as an island *4 pe.ie demo* uiy in a 
sea ol foul toiahtaiunnm. Hag.*/, bn one, has known 
otherwise a long time The geared piro long has tried 
to sileme him by imming hno When this nirthml of 
(tret* ion failed, SwiO ir *;orr tabillH Is.**! W» oUJsr fust to 
ridicule and frets, thru to mwrpirintUW<n an«l violent 
demituiation. I he * **4 and »-din tr4 v holai was turned 
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fever-brained zealot; the champion of nonviolence 
:>iritual defense was branded a destructive Bolshe- 
he man with a I'.uro{>can following and a world 
it ion was dismissed as a parochial little busybody 
nterfered vociferously in things of which he had no 
.edge. 

. at each new betrayal of the Swiss people’s demo- 
faith. at eac h retreat from the ideal, Ragaz openly 
meed the lUtndesrat. And at each successive piece 
gandage pulled off by the international statesmen 
rneva, who were the honored guests of the Swiss 
bite, the voice of Ragaz thundered through the city 
.via like those storm winds in his native mountains 
iierce autumn night. 

en the man's mail began to be opened and his 
on ostracized from the society of die Amtiindigen. 
urse, those Protestant ministers whose conception 
r Kingdom of God, over there as over here, is per- 
tranquillity and respectability and unction and 
cess, and comfortable parsonages and fat posts on 
tioual boards, who deny Christ by the very fact that 
rave never known what it is to have oppression, let 
martyrdom, in this world, early took a hand in 
cliting the upstart Prophet. They assailed Ragaz’ 
notation of the texts, his unseemly familiarity with 
dty, his orthodoxy, the unambiguity of his language, 
petitiousuess. The little bookshop he ran for years 
used. His monthly magazine was censored. Alpine 
its turned into sec tet service men noted down his 
aw and searched for evidence of subversion in the 
;ls. The Volkshoc fist htile, where he lectured every 
to crowds of workets, was taxed out of existence, 
ooks were proselibed in a gesture of appeasement 
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to the hurnduties <4 p.ulwment* .in.I lihiatirs in the 
Retch. In tin* end the son* .4 William IVIl, /wingH, 
and Pestahv/i in the Kd»tal (‘mm*ti tot hade hint to 
stjK*ait. Raga/ tv a*, redtnrd to siatkesi p*n< m. 

Hw own writ faring lUC,Uh nothing (ft (ItC 

Prophet, Hr it nut *mh doomed to fosudimw, hr is often 
an ounast flout soviet*. i hr ptdd?« s*'^«'h jeer at him 
is a Utopian dframn and ihunuM thru Itriuhtncn 
hound him horn thr nun In |4„ur where In* would sjteak, 
.Stilt Ik; u'lintK in ihr ini!i .4 oppoddon and |«ijmtar 
disfavor. Hr take*. hi. life tn tm hand, fir whips his 
jteopk hr*atnr hr hoe, them, Hr want < so nt hi. people 
grrat and thrtrhitr brlmks ihmn "Hr is a inrtr itwrti* 
mrnt, a tumt{>et thtottgh whs* h thr dn me v.*s»r grown 
audihlr; a |dow in thr hand. ««t sin- I U tual Plowman, 
jnihapsouiv a»ouihn-aibk thu wu ,i tlur up on the pyre 
in order that Hud's fur jjmv hr* owe uubir," 

But hr h human. too, the ptopfu-t Hr h.t. hi*. moments 
of anguish and duuht and tav.oude I n* thr ta.k is un- 
giatdnl, and hr would Mm hr m pea* r with thr wot Id, 
not always Mtiun.; and * asttg.aitw* tod druouw i»tg, Per- 
haps Tlum want Id a send an-nhet. utd fnrtm.th, I have 
not the gift of language. drmnjtrd \!.nn Pr*flaps the 
ideal tould hr stated Ire. SmiU'-dh, tr.v miplnuly, (Un 
we not tnmptomi.r ot tond-mr 500 4 huh-** Why should 
I ituttt the WOJidA hst?rd an*! • ootrmpt ‘ 

The ptopht t ha* a dual h.t’dr to iv.i.;r, against the 
wot Id outside and ,upturn luomdh to keep thr faith, the 
certainty of salvation. 

pur seats Rag.*/ h.e» not otdv hrrti pirdittim; the 
ratasttophr that has m»w hri-db 0 Wr.ion * tvtli/atton. 
hut he has warned hi. ndh.w *nurm that neithet the 
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so-called neutrality policy pursued by the Federal Coun¬ 
cil simultaneously with its outright contradiction—the 
militari/at ion of Swiss national life—would save the old 
democracy of William Tell from destruction by totali¬ 
tarianism. In the end, he told the Bundesrat, which is 
composed of representatives of big business, you will not 
even resist the pressure from Berlin and Rome. You will 
capitulate voluntarily (as did actually happen on March 
st, when the Swiss Federal Council voted unanimously 
to accept the New Order in F.urope). 

“And then it will be seen,” he added, “that all the time 
you prided yourself on your ideals, you were, like the 
governments of Holland anil Belgium and France, only 
paying lip service to democracy. Not force of arms or 
superarmaments were the safeguards of the small Euro¬ 
pean countries, but an international order based on jus- 
ti( e and respect for minorities. This order,” he told the 
Federal (umm il. "you have always sabotaged. You ridi¬ 
culed it, you called it unrealistic, you were embarrassed 
that the scat of the League of Nations happened to be 
on Swiss soil. You laughed about the dreamers of human 
brotherhood, all because you found it more profitable 
to have strife and war and bloodshed and misery in the 
world. You wotshiped the totalitarian idol, which pre¬ 
serves your 1 lass interests, in your heart before you dared 
to set up in publii your abuts in its honor. .. 

"Even so, is it not a pity,” I would say to him, “that, 
in the disasters you see coming over mankind, the good 
must suffer with the bad, the innocent with the guilty?” 

“But there are no innocents," Ragaz would reply. 
“The guilt of ‘the good’ resides in the fact that they have 
given power to the evildoers. It is through their coward- 
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"How did rul v;e» oil the thrmsr" wu ad. m**, Where 
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|how? who knew thr ditb'lcli< e brfwrrjt i;ood and nil, 
between tin* lir and, thr noth l *»d thry vpak, did they 
raw* thrri vot. «■. ... I u.r.m do* irpranutivn of 
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writ* siknt, silent m all l.tn n uu;n And I vtv lliaf thr t‘«H 
of irtrwttt tU% •*%«I ir*»id*'*> n*a .ad*,, ,n a Kww hittan lia* 
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it m ant’d wiili Muoohui’s sua*«h mt Rome oi with flit* 
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history when Christianity, with its faith and love, with¬ 
drew front the world or, rather, created a private sphere 
for the exercise of Christian virtues. Quite consciously 
and emphatically did this occur in Tutheranistn, though 
fundamentally this lies in the essence of ccclesiasticism 
and therefore has come to the fore everywhere. If the 
Roman Catholic Church, superficially seen, does make 
a claim to the moral leadership of society, this is funda¬ 
mentally rat Iter a hierarchal than a theocratic claim. 

'That, however, the same abdication should have fol¬ 
lowed in Protestantism is, according to Ragaz, the great 
catastrophe and the guilty tragedy of the Reformation 
anti of I>emo< racy, for it reduced the reformed church 
to a mere religious business, a private undertaking, 
whereas that dumb, as it slatted, was to have been an 
advance guard of Cod’s Kingdom in this world. 

It is more than a toinddem e that what Ragaz calls the 
abdication of detent y was preceded by decades wherein 
that abditation was preached and practiced in the most 
smug anti seif satisfied manner in our Protestant churches. 
We have seen Protestant theologians declaring that the 
Reformation itself had been a mistake and that the 
dumb should <online itself to meditation, preaehing of 
the word of Cod ami letting it wax and grow as best it 
can (but not too high or too richly). Under this dispen¬ 
sation the prayer: " Thy Kingdom Come," has become 
as meaningless mumho jumbo as the jittery incantations 
of the Australian hushman. 

"We have gone so far m our Protestant churches," 
he told me out e, "as to damn and discredit profane 
humauitatiamsm, socialism, and education, forgetting 
that nothing else remained to the world-conquering di- 
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thought, with h t.imc two the tan 1*1 with Jesus* 
hut to take noMHiiiM.aiii.il fonin and m seek ,iml mani¬ 
fest itself in other wavs, -nun* tin* * Hun It denied it the 
light of day. MisUiunm and ridightetimriit .uni sodal. 
ism had tn do what tin* dumb negle*ted n» do, for 
humanity, for equality, for lihmy. . . .** 

Jiheti $rhw fiber 

Thi* ridi diversity of hi* talents H tun the most inn* 
[Mutant diaiatterhtn of \lbrn .S>«hwrtt/rrN |H‘iHtutaUfy. 
Musician and historian. thr.»!**,;i.in, philosopher, and 
mettitus, luuufH-.ia and \hi* an, a *-.ntrtupSattvr spirit 
and yet an aside man * ail these *ptaUiies and aititbutes 
nuty give tin* outsider an impiessiou <*t * *mfmrd imetests 
rather than of j;tr.«»ra, S« hweitrei’s lit*- at tpdtes its 
great sigtdfitawe onh hnanse of tin* harmonium way 
in wtudi he <omldor» throe talon*, lit a pieeminent 
degree he has united the utge to self tralwatiou with the 
<mirage of self te.unrion. 

As a religious histmnut H* Hweiinu gained a mote than 
European tennwu brfou* the hint World War, HU 
works usheml in a tuns' rj.t *4 development in the tie* 
[ailment ni hivtori* a! * t nn inn, Sumo.; from the Mew 
siah setiet, he uraird that mittrpti*-n *4 the hwnrital 
Jesus width is ha rd on site ru h.uuh-d* al prim iplr, He 
elahorasetl this « mio eptiotr in a wmitm »4 Irametl books 
that gained him an immense mpn t. " l Hr teal under¬ 
standing of Jesus i> tints *4 Will to will," he said itt hii 
Quest uf {he /eon. "We must tty and tome 

to feet the hetoir in Jeon," 

When, after long yeais itt Afrit a as a utedtral man, 
Schweitzer published jnotr irhgto hhmd* ,tl works, 
among others his tirmendnm Tod mid //o Intfipretert, 
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he had carried out that demand for the heroic by found¬ 
ing his mission station at Lambarene: he had brought 
about a harmony of action and words. 

World fame he first gained as a musician. In 1908 
appeared Schweitzer's /. S. Bach, in which he explained 
for the first time the colorful plastic style of a composer 
whom men had seen previously only as the pure mathe¬ 
matician of music. The book, rich in detail, led to a 
new basis for the presentation of Bach’s works. In Muhl- 
hauscu, under Munch, and in Paris, under Widor, 
Schweitzer developed into one of the foremost organists 
of our time. But not into an organist: Schweitzer, who 
is a descendant of a long line of organ builders, wrote a 
manual for the construction of these instruments. The 
organ is a mysterious instrument that through long cen¬ 
turies of evolution grew from the shepherd’s flute into 
a mighty, seething sea of tones. Building one requires 
a vast and comprehensive technical knowledge, though 
factory construction has caused it to degenerate into a 
hanging tattlehox. In combating factory construction 
and striving to return to the genuine old organ, with its 
fine and beautiful sound, -Schweitzer was struggling for 
<ultuie and tradition. 

I mall how Dr, Schweitzer came once to 7 ,utphen in 
Holland to preach the Christmas sermon when I was a 
guest at the manse. He arrived on a Monday, and Christ¬ 
mas fell on a Saturday. We did not see the great man 
all week, until finally, passing by the cathedral and hear¬ 
ing the organ, we found Dr, Schweitzer, covered with 
sweat and dttt, up in the loft busy cleaning the pipes. 
On Christmas he not only preached the sermon, but also 
played the organ to the astonishment of the churchgoers, 
who, upon entering the cathedral, looked up in amaze- 
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inctu when dies In-ml irtf .uni Wiid: "Is that 

tnir old organ!' An hhi-hup >.<dubh<m odd me that 
vSthweit/er did the Miisr- chit:.; imr in tjmda. iUu there 
he worked tor two mouths heboe lie had the organ hack 
to what it should base bun. 

t his matt, who was t*ndev«>t of thudogv at the Uni¬ 
versity of Sttasbouu and S«» whom the whole thrologkal 
world listened with rrsjm I. sudduds stamd to study 
medium* and alter graduation went ott to tin* darkest 
heart of Alika, to work there amongst one of the most 
hatkwartl tribes «d Ida. U Uis drjtamtte was tailed t 
breath with uviU.ution. a Slight itoiu reality. Ihtt the 
limitary was um*. 



he wanted to sarr s»mh or In on; )*o and relief into 
the Uses of the moa »mdu pm Urged ui hmnan brings, 
He went away silrnth. Ihtt m ht» muni thetr was the 
feeling that he went to do hr* ?att in atoning fat the 
Western wot Id * ttraimeut *<i ihr mutn of the most 
ruthlessly exploited toutinrut in tin* not hi 

Personal! v, I hue o«< iun< h unh in the m<*j.d future 
of m.utkiutl to l««d with no;< h b‘*pr on the attempts to 
evangelize the non < dutsti u* po. *plrs . ot thr pagans, at 
they are still i ailed In rndm tt mating them with that 
worn-out and antiquated umh*4»>e,v wlmh is the thief 
stotk in tude of tin* aunagr udedon.uv, Ihr task of a 
(lluistiauitv iMim i»ms >#{ in. i,d ».nlin,; it to hiiug reli¬ 
gion down loan Ur.mn to earth -that $-», fumt the realm 
of illusion to that oj mu. tilde re,dim S' s position of dnr* 
trines and even iadj< al turn inn is no? mom;!* when it 
leases union* bed ihr mm a! duonsn .tod abnormalities 
of our Western I!Um*uu world It t-» tot that te.oott 
that I tan imtstet no euthu.u-.m f«a the t hnstiaM/noj 
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of Moslem or Buddhist. Who needs the preaching of 
the Gospel more-the Chinese coolie who labors in the 
rice fields or the plantation owner with his passion for 
profits and that, other passion for Oriental nanas. But 
whatever the answer may be, I believe with the Salvation 
Army that charity begins at home. The Apostles of Jesus 
also started their work in Jerusalem. 

Can you think of the Twelve Apostles marching into 
Europe behind an army of triumphant plunderers, with 
the Gospel in one hand and the sword in the other? What 
kind of a civili/ation is this, which, while priding itself 
on its science, its culture, anti its decency, seeks to make 
proselytes for the ideas of God’s fatherhood and man’s 
brotherhood in other parts of the earth, meanwhile hid¬ 
ing the poverty, the ignorance, and the race discrimina¬ 
tion in its own bosom? It is a civili/ation with a popular 
stamlattl of morality uot quite on the level of the Ten 
Commandments-a morality allowing nations that invoke 
the friendly name of Jesus to arm themselves to the teeth 
and to play their gruesome game of blood and greed? 
It must be said with deep compassion and with a deep 
sense of shame also that our Western world, which seeks 
to convert the pagan East, itself swarms with pagans, both 
male ami female. 

Gwthc wrote once: "Laws bring order and destruc¬ 
tion, religion elevates and persecutes, morality ennobles 
and damns. In that way the letter, which in itself is 
indispensable, cut t ies death into every domain of life. 
But the man of love, whether he he prince, statesman, 
soldier, laborer, or farmer, finds in life a thousandfold 
opportunity to he helpful where the state, religion, the 
law, and dot trine fall short. In stillness he becomes a 
friendly ptotet tor of the spiritual possessions which 
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should be inviolable but which must always and again 
be disturbed....” 

In that sense Schweitzer’s work should be evaluated: 
as that of a silent protective spirit who goes his way 
unobserved, whether he is misunderstood or not. Com¬ 
passion and a profound feeling of responsibility for the 
harrowing condition of the peoples of Africa, which is 
for the most part the result of the influence of Western 
civilization, drove him to abandon his position in Europe 
and to take up the cause of “the brotherhood of those 
marked by suffering.” 

The right of the Western nations to dominate peoples 
that stand on a lower cultural level is accepted by 
Schweitzer, but only on condition that there is a serious 
intention to educate those peoples morally and materi¬ 
ally. For Schweitzer missionary endeavor depends neither 
on dogma nor doctrine, but of the simple Gospel, that 
teaches the liberation of the world through the spirit of 
Jesus, as it went out to man in the Sermon on the Mount. 

“The difference between white and colored falls away,” 
Dr. Schweitzer wrote, “as it falls away between a cultured 
and an untutored man when one approaches the ques¬ 
tions which deal with man’s relationships with himself, 
his neighbor, and the eternal. Christianity is for him 
the light that shines in the darkness of his fear. In the 
measure that he becomes acquainted with the higher 
moral concepts of Jesus’ teachings, something grows in 
him that was not there before, something becomes con¬ 
scious and something is liberated. He experiences salva¬ 
tion in a double sense: his fear disappears, and he ad¬ 
vances from a nonethical to an ethical idea of life and 
the world.” 

Schweitzer emerges from his isolation occasionally. 
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with a book on Indian Thought and Development or to 
lecture at Oxford as in 1940 or to undertake a series of 
organ concerts in Holland and Sweden, but only long 
enough to collect funds for his mission, where he is 
surgeon in chief in a hospital that he built with his own 
hands, preacher on Sundays, and also planter, smith, 
steamboat captain, pharmacist, treasurer, and judge. .. . 

Vet, his life must not be considered in its separate parts, 
hut in its unity and fullness and in its deep, compre¬ 
hending humanity. 

There is no sentimental piety in Albert Schweitzer, 
no fanaticism with rigorous demands. He goes his way 
calmly, is lull of humor, has an extraordinary sense of 
adaptation, hut also a mysterious shyness. He shrinks 
from publicity. In everything he undertakes he is ani¬ 
mated by an incredible gentleness and an all-embracing 
sense of responsibility. 

Respet t for life! Respect for all that breathes! In this 
idea St hweit/er sees the real solution of the question of 
the relationship of man to the world. He is the mission¬ 
ary who has understood the true object of missionary 
endeavor: to bring light to those who sit in darkness and 
to redeem oneself by expiating the sins of Christendom. 

Gunther Dehn 

Then there is Gunther Helm. X do not know if he is 
still alive. For he was one of the first men to be arrested 
by the Na/is when they tame to power in 1935, and he 
has seldom been heard of since. Dr. Dehn was the pastor 
of the Lutheran thurch in Wedding, the working-class 
district in Berlin. He was the friend of "the proletarian 
youth" anti had luge numbers of Communists amongst 
his heateis and followers. Unlike Martin Niemdller, the 


minisUi of thr ihuoh r.t '.hr oc4» umIO.* U.ndnn Mtburb 
who WJK run* Hr 4 to-in Ilf, < h oin 3 hr \.», H lift an* 
he U*4 lt> >U!r * of ;?o! .4 * 0 , If 4 MU .‘1 4ll.ltK but 

who It.nl tut *|u.on-J vails ,tn4 whu or.rt omr*l a word 
of .u-uijst thi’ 4is>,i"f-'u,* -1 v. ?.» » orntj-ulMiucnwr- 

hut, .urn Srtnirn ;.n uh.i throne* , 0*4 j.jojjium o( 

the* Hith mo !*uw the ?u*>« h*>m Ih IMm w,t« their 

<tpfrt»nmt *»it ?i*» i 4 1, tn4, iU<u* til, religious 

gmomts. 

Hr h»<W4 the .1? i.tu *u»r, uhit H t 

ill own ilitimiv ,»ffl thr tmmsuhu 4<*iin ,iumh «f 

itS»4 blno4, ,1> thr scout ft «<! she v,;i»<h, ,\|. 

ihntj r ;!t uhs,M'tdi<-!*,\, ,t .•! H r ,! limit in the- 

oloyv, totalhrt M**h,>t ,m }? ir ni„n, Un jtrsue, 

‘Inut**,tk%, ,m4 .*4iili,?u ,-f, the j,.tj 5 t-i i‘f,r woiL'iV 
OltsMIthMUm:-* ,«!4 yh.fx the l «sij»u»j,tm fa 

♦nit tit nr '*4 thr le t » n or.!,or tut» s»-.ilttv the 

N'U;tt n! hjuthrtb‘,,,4 .tr ! ho* h t?si to >4 t.n4, 

III tfUtlthrl Iteh!>'*, Ir thr -njurj-lr ,h*4tmt 

I'.tSttUU ,i|4|ir,Ur>l tst 4 )»it.*3h. Off, il/ht. Hr '>hmml till* 
anti'tlhtiUj.m * i'-'-i <4 thr .;tn <<ms \,ui jiutver, tint 

lift ,UiM‘ I)| ts» ttllfl Mr to r Ui r, « hour }, 4 ) .tfl.ttH Of III 
HilUtlUttoti uf tuft)!! inr.u-if) >, l,of hro ,»Htr of I’ 4 %t MtH 
rwtnul tuist Uon, *,,,ho H t, ;h.o, ,4 joourt tito*, iht* otjti* 
v^trw •»,;.»» o? 4<T(!i' * t ,*5 y. ..*» 0J.4 .not the htitmtth 
Altiou of nuu *. f, ra.ot 

Wit,II ft-OM 4fl, he r 4 | hn */,',!* t * t,; * i-ivt followers, 

W-M to lonml A ttt'V, 'uoni I ho ,.3 r Hon tltr jtfrtjtkn 

Itrlon^rit to thru •,>,»•}J.*«4» 4 , Un-U c.t «,»>llr hrlott^ to 
thrit owtutv , , , lhsn>eo oj f |,*<o,r*l the 

jtrojtlr tv tilt thr lull vo i/.hs tlw vr ;,u4r ,m4 their 
giml, Jrw> uonh* ,m coo shf* n:s.--«ul v,,u*m. He 
















IN THE STEPS OF THE SUN 379 

lifted the bowed heads and made die slaves free. He 
taught men that if they were equal in God's sight, they 
were also to be free in their mutual relationships, that 
no man should have power over his brother, that freedom 
and equality were divine laws and as such that they were 
inviolate. He taught that might can never be right, but 
that in a well ordered society power should be a service, 
to be taken up voluntarily for the sake of the common 
weal. That was the society Jesus founded. 

'‘But what do we see in the world? What are the 
primes and those in authority amongst us, are they ser¬ 
vants or overlords? For nineteen hundred years the one 
generation is passing the teachings of Christ to the next 
and all pretend to believe in it. Yet, what change did 
that faith bring about in the world? The oppressed and 
the suffering are still waiting for the promised liberation. 
And this is not betause the word of Christ is untrue or 
impotent, but because the peoples have not understood 
that for the realization of those promises they must exert 
their entire energy and show their own unshakable will. 
Instead of being watt Ihul, we have fallen asleep and have 
neglected to do the one tiling which could have brought 
the victory of Christ's ideas—we were not ready to die 
for the truth. Now this has changed. The working class 
is on the march. To those wlto have ears to hear the 
voice of the future is audible as it says: ‘The liberation 
is near.’ " 

Normally, a Christian should lie loved and esteemed 
by everybody. He should be an ornament in society and 
looked upon with favor by his fellow men. Men should 
speak well of him and dte him as a model citizen. Gun¬ 
ther Helm taught his hearers that stub eulogies formally 
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sary of Christ is the godlessncss of pious formalism. . . 

But who would accept with a calm conscience the 
hatred of everyone? Do we not all desire to be loved 
anil esteemed? Who takes a delight in being calumniated 
and slandered and jeered at? Is it not easier and more 
pleasant to row with the stream than to be deprived of 
civic rights, to be dragged out in the middle of the night, 
and to he beaten up in a concentration camp? Why 
should a Christian, the man who believes in brotherhood 
and peace, be the subject of opprobrium and persecu¬ 
tion? What gain is there in that? What profit? 

Dr. Delta's answers that only those who endure to the 
end will be saved. Whoever does not hold out is lost 
spiritually. Blessed are those who are persecuted for 
righteousness' sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
Blessed are ye when men shall revile you and persecute 
you, attd shall say all manner of evil against you falsely, 
for my sake. Re joke, and he exceeding glad: for great 
is your reward. . . . 

Dr. Delta was arrested at the same time as the poet 
F.rieh Mtihsant. Upon anival in the concentration camp 
Muhsam's ears and nose were cut. Three days later he 
was trampled to death by a stptad of Storm Troopers. 
Of Gunther Delm bis relatives heard only once. He sent 
word through a pi hotter who was released that he was 
forced to strati h the dirt away bet ween the cobblestones 
of the camp's parade ground with his fingernails., . . 
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to build the following spring. Those were the things that 
passed through his head, nothing of more consequence 
than that. 

I Ionium de Vriendt always sat there by the side of the 
well in the evening, thinking and ruminating and turning 
things over in his mind. Sometimes, it is true, one of the 
men or women from the Irish settlement, eight miles up 
the road, his nearest neighbors, would pass by and, seeing 
him there, stop a moment to c hat with him. But most eve¬ 
nings he was alone. It had always been that way, always, 
that is to say. situe he had taken up the homestead thirty- 
eight years ago. 

Now, was it thirty eight years or was it thirty-nine? Let’s 
sec now: lie was wondering himself. He had left Holland 
in the fall ol m*<u! ami had tome to this section of Timis- 
katning in northern Ontario the following spring, just 
when the snow was melting. 'Lire intervening winter he 
had spent in North Bay with his family. It had been a bad 
winter, told and raw, a winter stub as he had never seen 
in Holland, ami they had been hungry more than once, he 
and his family. Btn in the spring he had gone to the land 
offit e. ami the officials there had looked over the map with 
him ami had pointed out a district where there were free 
homesteads tot the taking. Anti then they had assigned an 
Indian guide to go with him, and this man had wandered 
through the foiest with Herman tie Vriendt and finally 
had shown him those plat es the men in the office had indi¬ 
cated on the map. 

De Vriendt had been thirty years of age then, the father 
of three small t hitdreu who had been horn in a village 
near Zaaud.un in Holland, where lie tiad been employed 
in a sawmill ftom the day he left school. It had taken all 
the money his wife had iuhet ited from her parents to trans- 
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lay buried there not fifty paces from the well. If she had 
hesitated, if she had been as fearful back then in 1902 as 
he had been, he would not be sitting here now. He would 
still be in Koog. near Zaandam, a day laborer with his sons 
day laborers and his daughters married to other day la¬ 
borers. 

He lit his pipe, and his eye caught: a couple of belated 
chickens coming in from the forest’s edge. The birds dis¬ 
appeared into the door of the cellar that served as their 
coop. Herman thought of the time when he had dug that 
cellar. That had been in 1903. It was the first thing he had 
done after he had built the house and after he had made a 
small clearing in the forest. 

Why had he dug that cellar and made it as wide as a 
barn and then roofed it over with a mound of earth? Why, 
you ask? I le hail simply dug it to have a place of refuge in 
c ase of a forest fire. Indeed, it had saved him and his family 
hatk in ipu when the fire had swept through northern 
Ontario, consuming villages and settlements and mining 
lamps and driving die people from their homes. How 
many hail petished in the smoke and flame that year no¬ 
body would ever know; settlers in lonely cabins, prospec¬ 
tors taught staking out a t latm somewhere in the depth of 
the forest. There must have been hundreds upon hun¬ 
dreds of vii tints, I le did not like to think of that terrible 
summer when the sky had tarn purple for days and then 
gradually had turned blat k, and the flames had come hear¬ 
ing down on his house with the mar of a tornado. How 
had he saved the house? He had saved it by hanging wet 
blankets over the log walls ami by standing on the roof 
with his boy Hendrik and spilling the water over the 
blankets from the battel they had hoisted up. 'They had 
saved their lives and their house. It still stood there, and 
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The Mounted Police had stopped at the house one day, 
and one of the officers had walked over to Herman's grave 
and had asked the father: “And who is buried here?*’ He 
had told the man in his broken English, but the jxdiceman 
must not have understood him clearly. He had asked for a 
shovel or a spade, and had begun to dig up the hotly. T his, 
Herman de Vriendthad not permitted. He had ordered the 
policeman off his place, saying that this was his land and in 
the grave was his own boy—lie was to sleep on without 
being disturbed. And all the things that followed: the jour- 
neys to Elkhart and finally the magistrate’s suggestion that 
the body be dug up and transferred to the cemetery in the 
village. 

Those people had not understood him at all when he 
had told them that he and Kee wanted to keep their boy 
near them andnotfar away in some strange cemetery, amid 
strange people. It had taken a long time to straighten out 
the affair. But in the end it had all blown over, and I let - 

man was still there now in his grave next to his mother, 
and all was well. 

But that had not been the only time when Herman tie 
Vnendt had run up against the authorities. No, the polk c 
had paid him a second visit that might have been fraught 
with far more serious consequences. That had been sev- 
mi years later, in the course of the terrible year of uyji, 
whenhecould not sell any logs or timber, when the: grocery 
store in Charlton had gone bankrupt, and when hundreds 
of settlers had left their holdings and had flocked to the 
cities, driven by hunger to join the crowds of unemployed 

Mo^TSf C6nterS in N ° rth ^ in*! 

whaT ri a T?’ WhCn DC Vricndt had that 

hat remained of the grocery store’s stock was to be 

PPed out from Charlton, he had walked to the village 
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one night and broken into the freight shed by the side of 
the railway depot of the Timiskamtng and Northern On¬ 
tario Railway, hail taken a sack of flour, and had carried it 
home. 

What else could he do? The children he had left at 
home were the small ones. Hendrik, his second boy, had 
served in the Canadian Expeditionary Force in France and 
had been so severely wounded that he was still in Christie 
Hospital in Toronto. Of course, Herman knew full well 
that he had committed a crime when he broke into the 
freight shell and stole the sack of (lour. But again: what 
else* could lie do? i lis 1 liiidreu were hungry, ami Kee, sick 
with fever, lay in bed ou the sack filled with pine needles. 
When the Mounted Policeman stopped at the house and 
asked him about the flour, he had not denied that lie had 
taken it. '1 took it." he said, "Where is the sack?" the man 
asked. Herman led him out to the cellar. He lit the lamp 
and showed the officer the sa< k standing against the wall. 
"What's in this vat?" the man had asked, pointing to a 
barrel. Herman had lifted the lid off the barrel, "That's 
all wc had to eat this winter," said Herman, "pickled 
muskrats. . . 

Then they had stood there silently, the policeman and 
Herman, for a moment looking stptarely at each other. 
Anil then the poln email's eyes had suddenly become wet, 
and he had stalked out in big seeps, saying: "Cod damn it, 
Mr. tie Vriendt, this is a hell of a cold winter." 

I le was thinking of all these things now as he sat by the 
well. He chuckled a little when his mind reverted to the 
time when he hauled his own logs to the railway for the 
first time. He had hauled t hem on a sleigh drawn by a horse 
anti an ox. He had not been able to buy a second horse, 
but, learning that a man in the Irish .settlement had an ox 


390 THAI' DAY ALONE 

for sale, he had bought the animal and hitched it to xht 
sleigh alongside the horse. In that way he had gained tsw 
years, for it would have taken him that long to save up 
sufficient money to buy a second horse. 

The other settlers had laughed at the combination of the 
ox and the horse and the extremely slow progress he w,i* 
making in getting his logs out. But lie had made an extra 
trip every second day and had made that trip late at night, 
when there were no other sleighs on tlte road, and in that 
way he had transferred more logs to the siding than anvmte 
else that year. He chuckled when he thought of how he 
had beaten all the other settlers with his ox and his hot**•, 
It is true that Angus Maepherson, the Scottish settler, lit l 
tried to frighten him by saying that the Bible forbids the 
harnessing of an ox and a horse together ami that, U|w-s; 
finding the passage in the Book, he had been sorelv die 
turbed by it, but the Presbyterian dominie in Chariton 
whom he had consulted had reassured him that under the 
circumstances he had committed no olFense. 

Herman de Vriendt was a simple man. He let his rvm 
roam over the broad field of almost ripe wheat, splott hed 
with daubs of gold that the sinking sun sprinkled bv wav 
of farewell to the world. How many stumps had he nm 
pulled up from that field? Hundreds upon hundreds r,t» h 
year. People now came to look at his farm from great d« 
tances, and sometimes the Crown Agent would pass bv 
an stop with him for a short while and shake his head in 
a miration and mutter that it was almost incredible, "And 

“V hl V S J he W ° rk 0f one wa »*" ^ visitor would say, 
t ose ® s ’ f^ose barns, those houses. Aud how do you 
get sue ^ ne wheat and that barley over there? * flu* re tsul 
any like it to be seen this side of I laileyhury.. , " 
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"Oil, I just plow a little deeper than the others,” Her¬ 
man would say. "I break it up. It's good land though, 
that's the main thing. You couldn't grow good wheat if 
the land was bad. I don't let it get hard and t ake so that 
the melted snow and the rains run off. I let the water soak 
in. It’s harder work, to be sure, but look ... I have good 
wheat, too. That's my reward.” 

Good wheat! Why, Herman tie Vriendt had not only 
good wheat. I It* had fine bams, for he? had built some addi¬ 
tion or other every winter. Ills farm looked like a small 
settlement now, where thirty-eight years ago there had 
been a dense virgin forest. Then* were five families living 
on his farm. Voting fanners they were, who twrupied l)e 
Vriendt\s houses while they were < tearing off their own 
plates farther up the road, He Vriendt would not allow 
any settler to spend a winter in a tent. "That tost me my 
wife,” he would say, "The wintets ate too severe in this 
part of the mutin y for women audiliildren to lie exposed, 
You had better take this small house of mine for the winter. 
Next year you will have your own." 

He was vomiting the buildings tin the farm when he 
heard the door of the old log house open. His daughter 
tame out to take him inside, "Come, Father," she said, 
"it's getting mol. You must mute in, The sun is gone.” 
But there was still some light over the dark pine forest in 
the * list am e, The large house across the mail, which stotxl 
In the mi«Idle of another t h aring, was die one occupied by 
his son Hendrik and his family. The lamp* were being lit 
in that house, In the luminous ha/e that hung above the 
trees the smoke born several < himneys could be seen rising 
in straight < andlelike pillars toward the darkened sky. Be¬ 
fore walking h.« k with his daughter, He Vriendt took a 
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last glance at the scene: “Look, Cornelia,” he said, “God 
helped me to push that forest back with my own hands.” 
Then he smiled in the direction of the small garden: “Good 
night, Kee . . . good night, Herman,” he said, and went 
inside. 



12 . The Miracle of Arjuna 

The white men from the plantations would sometimes 
stop before the door of the old man’s hut in the evening 
and call out: “Hali, Hali, djangan takutl Hali, do not be 
afraid! Do not be afraid at all!” But he would first send 
out his daughter Onahassan or his boy Urdu to see who 
they were and if they were not drunk. For Hali could not 
speak with men when they were drunk. He could not bear 
to look on their faces when they had lost their dignity, 
when their gestures had become those of monkeys and an 
ugly red glow tainted their cheeks. And then, the odor of 
their breaths made him quite fearful. It brought back 
sharp memories to him of the hospital in Magelang where 
he had once been taken to undergo a throat operation. 
When Hali spoke to a drunken man, the sickening smell 
bi the room with the long white table and the glass cup¬ 
boards with shining knives came back to him. He shud¬ 
dered when he thought of it! 

Often in the evening, when the white men came to bar¬ 
gain with him, that same pungent odor of the hospital 
in Magelang seemed to return. It floated in the air, and 
clung to the leaves and the branches of the great waringin 
tree in front of the hut for hours after they had left. 
Hali could not ask the white men to stay away from his 
place when they were drinking. They were the lords of 
Kedu and of Semarang and even of Surakarta (where 
there was a sultan) and of all Java. He needed their 
patronage. To whom else could he have sold the tiny 
figures of buffalos and monkeys and elephants that he 
carved from the black horn of the buffalo. 

When one of the men of the plantation had completed 
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his term of five years and was about to leave tor Holland, 
he would always come to Ilali and lay in a stea k ot carved 
walking sticks and kris handles anti fans anti {wnholdm 
and fine bamboo boxes to take away for his friends ami rela¬ 
tives. But such a man would not come alone. When one 
of them was getting ready to leave, the white men were all 
in a joyful mood for weeks. They went around in groups, 
singing, talking loud, and always drinking that liquid 
whose smell Hali held in detestation. They would come 
riding to Hali’s hut in an automobile, and he could hear 
them from afar, blowing their horn, shouting at the girls 
in the village square, and chasing the chickens in all dire* • 
tions through the village. When they were in that mood, 
Hali feared white men. 

At other times he merely despised them ami had as little 
to do with them as possible. He tried not to think of them 
when he was working. 1 le had other things to think of. He 
was thinking of the profile of the all wist- anti all be.mttlttl 
Arjuna, the god of his people, and of how to carve the fa* e 
of the giver of life. 

For years Hali had tried to give the got! chat vague, 
dream expression which, he knew in his bean, must be 
hovering on the face of Arjuna, who is to he found in the 
twilight where spirit merges with matter. That was I Halt's 
sole thought, his obsession: to carve one perfect image of 
the god, an image xvherem the gentleness of Arjuna would 
be visible on the face and his love for men would be seen 
to grow from the lips and the forehead itself. 

Hali had tried many times, hundreds of times. Once or 
twice in forty years he had seemed on the point of stu reed¬ 
ing. Then he had trembled in anticipation and had p<4 
ished and rubbed and smoothed to give the t ight shadow 
to the nose and to implant that sad smite on the god * 
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face. But always, at the last moment, something had gone 
wrong: the hair had not come out quite right or the chin 
Bad receded too far; in short, the god had escaped him. 
By a fraction of an inch only, it is true, but it had not been 
a perfect image. The god had not spoken to him. Never 
yet in all those years had Hali succeeded in producing an 
Arjuna to his own satisfaction. To others, the imperfec¬ 
tions in the statues were invisible. His son Urdu would 
stand near him when an image was approaching comple¬ 
tion, and the boy would say breathlessly: “That is Arjuna 
. . . there you have him . . . now he is here.” But Hali 
would sigh: “Not yet, Do not be hasty. For if it is Arjuna, 
he will speak to me.” 

“Speak to you with the voice of man?" Urdu would ask. 

“No, when Arjuna comes,"’ said the father, “he will 
speak to my heart. 1 will know that my work is finished by 
the grace that descends in my heart," 

“Then when will it be?" asked Urdu. 

“Not until my knowledge is complete," answered Hali. 

“Anti when is your knowledge complete, my father,” 
Urdu would go on asking, as boys will ask questions and 
never end. 

“Not until I understand suffering as Arjuna under¬ 
stands suffering," he would say mysteriously. 

And so Hali went on carving. In the morning he cut 
from the buffalo horn the trinkets the white man bought 
from him, knobs for walking sticks, boxes for < igarets, 
supports for books, anti other such tilings. But. of after¬ 
noons he worked on a horn of ebony, black as the night. 
Then he went bat k in search of the smile of Arjuna, which 
is the answer to the mystery of life and death and of all 
the striving of man, i le ettt carefully, in small, deft strokes, 
tenderly holding up the figure to the light of the sun from 
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time to time. Sometimes, as he was carving, his breath 
would come as that of a man who carries a heavy log to 

the top of a hill and who is within reach of his goal. For 
Hali knew that in the last hours of carving an image, the 
slightest deviation of his knife, a mere slip or a scratch, as 
thin as a hair, might equally well ruin the face as bring 
forth the miracle of perfection. He knew that Arjuna 
would come to him in a Hash and that he wotdd suddenly 
hold the god in his hand as a materialized shadow. 

He was a wrinkled little man, clad only in a loincloth. 
His appearance filled the men of the plantations with 
mirth. Some of them would stand by and look on while he 
was carving. They would ask him why he did not semi for 
a model or for a picture of Arjuna so that he could imitate 
the lines of the god's face with precision. But this question 
only made Hali smile. I le knew that they who asked were 
only children. I le could not explain to them that there was 
no model for Arjuna in all the world, except the vision of 
the god in his own heart. But in order to say this he did 
not know enough words in the language of the strangers 
and to hide his ignorance he would grin at his questioners, 
and they would hurst out laughing. 

And then bad t imes came to thedessa of Pindoeng in the 
province of Kedu, where Halt lived. Fir st, the rice harvest 
failed, and a sinister blight struck the leaves of the tea- 
plant so that they shriveled up like old paper and crumpled 
to dust. And then war broke out on the other end of the 
world, and the white men stopped buying Halt's trinkets, 
for they no longer made journeys to Holland. He could 
not fathom the reason for the strange* tilings that occurred, 
anti neither could Urdu or Onahass.m his daughter, 
though they spent the afternoons in the village square gos¬ 
sipping with the other women ami girls. 
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The white lords came by frequently now, but not those 
of the plantations: other men, in khaki uniforms, who car¬ 
ried guns and sabers. And they looked in at Hali’s work¬ 
shop and took his son Urdu’s printed papers away, those 
papers the boy had received from the village hairdresser. 
And they said to Hali: “Watch that boy of yours, now, 
Hali! See that he has nothing more to do with anyone who 
speaks of independence for Indonesia. For if he does it 
will go hard with him and with you all.” 

And Hali had pondered over these words until it oc¬ 
curred to him that independence might be a strange new 
god whom the balandas feared. But it was Onahassan who 
explained to him that independence was not a god, but the 
hope of the young men who gathered at nights in some 
clearing in the palm forest. Urdu was one of them. 

Then Hali was sore afraid for his son’s sake and he 
sat for days thinking of what his own father had told him 
of the times when the people of Kedu were happy and 
built great temples like that at Borobudur, where dances 
were held by t housands of maidens and princes came from 
all parts of Java. In those days every man had his own 
house and his own rice field. Now the strangers who had 
taken Kedu by force owned the rice fields and the roads 
and the water wells and even the air one breathed. 

And times grew steadily worse. Not only were the white 
men no longer buying Hali’s carvings, but they asked for 
their money back, the few cents and dimes and guldens 
that they had paid him for the trinkets. They said they 
needed the money to buy flying machines and steel wagons 
in order to protect Pindoeng and Kedu and Java. They 
were speaking by order of the great white prince who 
ruled in Batavia. And Hali knew that he, above all, must 
be obeyed. 
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“But how is it," ashed H.tii of tlu* taxgatherer, "that you 
want to protect nu* and take the little money I have saved 
for my old age? You do not protea me, you take my pro¬ 
tection away, you are evil.’* 

Hali soon found out that those words hud been taken as 
bad words by tlu* tuxgatherer, 'The dessa chief had come 
running to his hut to say that he. Halt, was now also 
classed as a strong head, as bad as his boy Urdu, ... 

Once lie paid the taxes, twit e hr paid the taxes, three 
times he paid them, hut then tie had no more money. Halt 
went to the dessa chief ami told him: " This is the end of 
my wealth l have no more. Will 1 not he protected any 
longer?" 

But the dessa chief said; "(), we will see about that. You 
still have a buffalo, do you now" 

Upon hearing those wools ft out the dessa chief, Halt 
had begun to shake as a leaf. For the buffalo, which gland 
in the communal plot in the daytime anti width stood by 
his bedside in the hut at nights, was the darling of thy 
children, I le could find no wools to answer the dessa t Inti 
It was as if lightning had strut k him. I le wanted to ask the 
dessa chief if he knew what the katbow meant to hint atui 
to his children, that it had tome to them as atalf, that they 
had fetl it and nourished it in their hut, that tt understood 
their every wool, that it was like a sister to them. But the 
dessa t hief had already busied himself with other matters 
and did not seem to want to look in Halt's way. 

I low could he go ht «m* and tell ids children,., .? ( aittltl 
he take .Sluuui the buffalo and Uolu and Ouahassan am! 
hide in the palm woods, hum lues at nights to keep the 
tigers away, anti go peddling his ttinkers in other v iltagev 1 
No, for now he was too old for that. And then, every nook 
and corner of the laud was being seart bed and scoured by 
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: men of the government. They would find them in less 
,n a week. The dessa chief would pass on the word that 
li ami his children and their property had disappeared, 

1 searching parties would be sent out after them, 
.uni could not walk very fast, and they would all be 
night back, and all the people would see them being 
back by the police. And there would be the shame of 
,nd the punishment that, was bound to follow. No, that 
tld not be. He could not leave the dessa. .. . 

When I lali reached home, his children were sitting in 
; doorway. Shumi was standing near by, swishing her 
l to keep the Hies off. He went inside and brought his 
rk bench into the open to profit by the few minutes of 
flight that remained to work on his carving. But he 
dd not work. He could only sigh, and each time that 
looked at Shumi his eyes filled with tears. And then 
children began to weep, for they understood that it 
s because of Shumi that he was sad. 

Anti he said to his son Urdu: "Let us go into the fields, 
r son, and see the full moon." And when they walked 
t. Halt held his son's hand and told him that if the 
a*s were not paid by the morrow, the dessa chief would 
tel his men to take .Shumi away. They walked in silence 
■a long time, afraid to speak their thoughts. Then Hali 
>ked at the moon and tried to pray, but his heart was 
heavy as it had been in the dessa duel’s office that after- 
on. He could not find words to pray. He could only 
t up his anus and sigh. But Urdu said: “If they dare 
take Shumi, I will set the wheat fields on fire!” As he 
d these words, two men ran from behind the palm trees 
the edge of the field and seized the boy and led him 
ay... . 

The trial came swiftly. It was held on the veranda of 
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the dexxa house. All the people were present, awl they 
heard the witnesses wlu* det hired that I’rdu had been a 
leader in the mdepetidemv movement. that he was an 
agitator and a strong head. And it did not take the judge 
long to render his verdirt that l -rdu was to lie sent to the 
Djuttgel. to tht* mm miration tamp in the few marshes 
of New Guinea for his opposition to the government and 
for his advocacy til violent measures, And they led the boy 
a wav- 

Finally tin* morning tame when Ltdtt was to hr taken 
to the railway station with some tithe* men and boys, all 
< luineti together, and all destined to the prison ramp. Ilaii 
saw his hoy go by the hut, walking between rows of grn- 
damtes with fixed bayonets, and he ami thtahassan fob 
lowed the profession finin alar. In his hands Halt tamed 
the image of Arjuna on whit h he had tieeu working tint 
mottling. It was neatly tomplend Another day, man- 
other few hours it would hare been tombed. He was y« 
to bring out the shadow on the fate, Halt held the statue 
against his breast as he walked to the Mil way station, He 
tould see I'tdtt standing at the head of the protevtiuft of 

pristine!s. . ., 

Euan the distant r * ante the whistle of a tutu, and Halt 
felt Ouahass.in's head ag-timt his shoulder, Her subs shook 
hint. Halt took the statue in one hand and plated h bother 
arm around the git IS shoulder. With lux gnat Jed and al¬ 
lowed thumb he rttbbed the fate of the god- i he lain 
passed. It had only hern a sum,' of oil tats Wu another 
whistle wax heart!, ami a passenger train tame thtmdriittg 
into the station, Nt*w the pmotwts were marvtied mtk 
Iastt.tr, a small ran with batted windows, He «ould seidtts 
Iwiy f'rdtt mount the steps and disappear inside Thnt the 
train utoved off, Ihesruth it p.mnl the x}»« where Halt 
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id Onahassan were standing. Urdu pushed his face 
rainst the bars of the window in the van and smiled at 
lem. Hali smiled back. As he did so, he crushed his nail 
tto the statue’s face. When the train had passed, he looked 
: Arjuna again. Then his breath stopped, and his heart 
ounded in his throat. The miracle had occurred. The 
ad looked at him with the smile of one who has seen the 
nseeable, of one who knows all the sorrows of man and 
11 the joys that shall be his when the new day comes. 


/ 




V 


Irrevocable Hours 


H™ <li(l not drop ready-made from the sky, and the 
samurai of Japan are not swarming over the Asiatic con¬ 
tinent in response to some mysterious urge to see the 
world. After a summer night’s rain toadstools arc plenti¬ 
ful in the forest, and tulips do not grow from crocodile 
eggs. There are no accidents either in the natural world 
or in human history, and the mystic doctrine of sponta¬ 
neousness explains nothing. But if the nondrop, in falling 
from the clouds, could think and speak as you and I, it 
would probably say: "It is not an unconscious force 
directing me on my downward course; it is of my own 
free will that 1 have come to quench the thirst of the 
parched flowers.” 

Day follows night, and night follows day; the seasons 
succeed each other with unfailing regularity. Everything 
in nature, beginning with the majestic movement of the 
planets and ending with the grain of wheat fermenting in 
the furrow, is subject to established laws. It is the same 
with social phenomena. Wherever capitalism develops, a 
working class comes into existence and grows. Every 
phenomenon, whether it is a man on horseback, a famine, 
or a shortage in gasoline, has a cause. A particular 
phenomenon may be inexplicable and may remain inex¬ 
plicable for a long time. We may not understand at first 
glance why (hiring set the Reichstag on fire or why 
Rudolf Hess flew to .Scotland. But if these phenomena 
are inexplicable, it is because the relationship between 
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them and other phenomena escapes us for the moment. 
As long as the relationship is not established, a phenom¬ 
enon, whether in nature or in human society, may remain 
inexplicable and a mystery. Once that relationship is 
discovered, we have what we call a scientific explanation 
of the phenomenon. 

The will of man is not an exception. It, too, is subject 
to the general law of cause and effect. Man’s sentiments 
and his will depend on the condition of his physical or¬ 
ganism and the conditions in which he finds himself. 
Man’s will and human nature are determined by definite 
causes, whether he scratches hixftself behind the ear be¬ 
cause he has a pimple there, drinks a glass of water 
because he ate salt pork for dinner, or whether he runs a 
tank into a company of infantrymen because they are the 
enemies of his country. Sometimes it is difficult to dis¬ 
cover the causes and motives that make men act. Because 
it is difficult to find an explanation, it does not follow that 
no explanation exists. 

If man’s every action is determined by a cause, it does 
not mean that he has no free will, that he exercises no 
choice in the matter, or that he is a helpless victim of 
blind forces. Society is made up of an infinite number of 
individuals, all with sentiments, a will, determination, 
and energy of their own. One man may have more energy 
than another. One man may wish to go one way, and 
another may wish to go off in another direction. There 
is a clash of will and of desire. Everyone consciously 
follows his own objective. But in an organized society 
men have also a common goal. They have a common 
method of settling certain difficulties or of solving cer¬ 
tain problems. In common they make a decision that 
does not contradict the individual will of each. Five 
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men decide to lift a stone. Not one of them can lift it 
alone, but the five of them lift it with ease. The com¬ 
mon decision does not go contrary to individual desire. 
On the contrary, it helps fulfill the desire. 

It is the combination but also the clash of wills and 
individual desires that makes history. Incidents occur in 
history that at the time of their taking place do not at¬ 
tract attention or do not appear significant. Some inci¬ 
dents pass unobserved and perhaps do not merit a second 
glance. It is only in their relation to and in the interplay 
with other incidents that they rise to significance, take 
on flesh and blood, and sometimes even assume a decisive 
character. History is an accumulation of related inci¬ 
dents, a molecular process in which some molecules 
assume momentarily the salient importance of the key¬ 
stone in the arch. 

In each century, Leon Trotsky said once, if not exactly 
in these words, there is one decade that decides the 
march of events. In each decade there is one year, in each 
year one week, in each week one day, in each day one 
hour, and in each hour one minute that has determining 
force and character. And he cited the case of the Cossack 
soldiers who, instead of riding into the crowds of revo¬ 
lutionaries on the Nevsky Prospekt in 1917, winked at 
them. 






i. The Rejected Masterpiece 

During Tim long «mnm i afternoons of miij .1 voting 
man wearing a faded miltraiv gt ran oat and battered felt 
hat could be seen wandering up and down the prindpal 
streets of Mtmuh offering pit tun* post* aids fur sale to 
the tourists amt visitors who wen* plentiful in that city, 
in spite of the desperately l».ut tlines that had come over 
Germany. This young ns,to «,a ni ordinaly height, but 
he walked with a slight stoop .uni toughed iniesamly, 
the result, no doubt. of a wlntf of poison g.o that hr had 
inhaled while on a* rise u ivnr on the Woioh bunt, A 
heavy blat k tuusta* hr and long sttauds «»l unkempt hair 
made him look tmu h oldri that) hr wa. in trainv. 

It, was impossible to say uhethet the prison gas in his 
lungs or ids naturally bail phv mpte *awed hitn to walk 
with a slow and shim lung step, It wa. otdv t main that 
the years ol srrvitr in thr atm*, had failed to leave its 
stamp upon his pits da al brat tug. 

Listlessly amt almost suttejattioudv, as if he were 
inner!? ashamed ot what he was doing, hr drew the 
packet of post* aids front thr deep |«»krt .4 hi * osrroMC 
whenever he saw a pat tv of t*>i mu-. appioat h. lhit at- 
thottgh he pi .lived his wares as original, ham! painted 
sketthes and not meta ls * oh»m! \ •b.eogtaphs and trpm- 
du< turns, he had Hide tu« k to sritmg dime 

Night after night hr »tu4g«-,| ha* k, lotl.au and penni¬ 
less, to Ills (jtiattets in the Muurtgaoe, uftrtr hr dialed 
a room with five ot six offers young sum who weir, like 
himself, waifs ot the gtr.u mam *u 1 ut.ipr dut had just 
been stilled, i in the was home hr would o.*p .* * .man- 
ally in front of a K»ntitu^n, <a b.d etc. ate! look tort the 



IRREVOCABLE HOURS 407 

delicacies and rolls spread out in the show window. Then 
with a sigh or with a nervous shrug of the shoulders, but 
always with a bitter smile that distorted his face, he con¬ 
tinued on his way, muttering of the injustice that doomed 
a man who had served his fatherland faithfully and in 
perilous circumstances to wander through the streets of 
an opulent city as a hungry beggar. 

He could not look forward with a feeling of relief or 
anticipation to the evening. For he could not even be 
sure that a meal or food of any kind awaited him at his 
lodgings. His fellow occupants of the room in the Mus- 
tergasse were, like himself, as poor as church mice. If 
one of them had luc k in the course of the day in obtain¬ 
ing some work, running an errand or picking up some 
scraps in the market or at the kitchen door of one of the 
great hotels, they all had a feast in the evening. But this 
was a rare occurrence. Usually they shared a crust of 
dry bread that one of them had obtained at half price 
because it was stale or mildewed. 

After sundown they sat in the dark on their cots, talk¬ 
ing and smoking tobacco offal that they had picked up 
in the streets. Or they went to sleep. There was seldom 
the half shilling among the lot of them that the slot 
machine had to be fed before they could have a few 
hours of electric light in the evening. 

According to their custom, one man had to remain in 
the room during the day to tidy up, to take messages, 
and to cook the evening meal—when and if the where¬ 
withal was available. The young man with the bad cough 
was frequently selected for the job of housekeeper be¬ 
cause he had periodically to stay in anyway to replenish 
his stock of picture postcards. 

He painted those postcards himself: rural scenes of 
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Bavarian and Auntt ian fanuluHi-u, some a overed mnun. 
taintop*. he Ids ot lipe min, and gn*eti hilU will* small 
timbered r bahts on them summit. These were his 
themes. Yet, he m;ui nun out to skenh in the 
His plty.su al condition ,md a tcttain inborn Hstlessnes 
would nut have primmed him 1 st undrtiake mursions 
to the emmnvddr, Mamnri, hr * mnpbiiied be<}uciuiy 
that he had not tin* sm-inph tor hm»; suits. He painted 
from memory, and the hmdnd product-. «i his ait looked 
an ordinals . Thrv weir unde, mitiwiiiir pictures dm 
m>Mht hate hern tomidnrd urn unborn merit il they 
had hern done hv -,t book htldtru. 

Ncu-itheirs the u»n:t.; nun mm tamed hi^b iilu- 
sums alum? his unit < apa* Urns Hr mid lit, roomtiutei 
inure than »m«r that i{ hr nrsr ,;iu» due »*|*jf*eunity 
and the ji.;!;i kmd *4 In* ft.i, anr dut hr »mild 

make a name ha bnuvrk m the v-mld ut an. He fell 
sure though that Ur pea had to b‘rp un pitman*' ,utd 
that in the etui in would uw hi* wav iltmdis, 

he did nut sv.nif n< do am shun; rhr. Hr ua* an attk 
and as an aitia hr v,*<idd -an > red »n liSr U| nut ,|! .lit. 

Thing's v/etit 4 lU’dr near pi-rpej-.mlK Wills the six 
companion 1 , the l-dt satt.; vmm l wo «rf them lad 
gained employment huu «hr lil.ui Hmmeenip a wutt 
terror iM mptm.*nr u <>i }'„r.ksy m,t tu»ti*matint that 
aimed at the dunum-t .4 lur ondri the Weimar Re* 
puhlit hy v,obu m,; ,u.b piommrnt labor 

leadets and hVi.d eue'bv, vur who h»d bid a hand in 
fuuimlithn; Fir ‘I'm -1 :v< *-h, *, «d dr nets *;omn- 

ntrnt, 

It w,e. a danyjrmws { -b list; v. pud veil, and all the 
six tuinpansMsi*. m d.-,- \iuo>-{ ,-.hs- p? -hr-d la- it. now 

that two u| shut smwb.r* !«,.td u.-u u Ho u ,;ul*r tttt- 
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ployraent. Now they could eat and buy a few clothes, 
instead of going around in their old army uniforms. 
They could also afford a little jollification from time to 
time and forget their troubles in drink or by bringing 
in a prostitute from the streets. 

But in these celebrations the young painter never 
joined his companions. He remained morose and distant 
and frequently fell into long spells of silence. The more 
hilarious the party, the quieter he grew. More than any¬ 
thing else, he resented the presence of women in their 
communal room. He told his companions that he felt 
such a deep physical loathing for members of the oppo¬ 
site sex that their nearness nauseated him. 

Nevertheless, he did not leave the quarters in the Mus- 
tergasse to seek an abode elsewhere. He had come to like 
the easy and Bohemian life. Now that money was coming 
in and his companions were generous enough to share 
their new wealth, he could lead a life of leisure and lie 
dreaming on his cot as long as he liked and paint a little 
too when the inspiration and the desire came over him. 

The truth is, he could not have struck out for himself. 
He lacked the physical and spiritual stamina to stand on 
his own feet. For one thing, he could not have done a 
day's steady work. You could tell that by his thin arms 
and muscleless shoulders, a condition caused by attacks 
of rickets in his youth. He caught cold on the slightest 
exposure and had to watch himself carefully because of 
his weakened lungs. 

He did not object to his two companions’ criminal em¬ 
ployment. It furnished him with bread and leisure. He 
had given up painting postcards and peddling them in 
the streets. He was at last enabled to work on a more 
ambitious composition. He worked in one of the corners 
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of the room near the window. He painted in the after¬ 
noon when the others had gone out. In the morning he 
stayed in bed. At noon he ate some breakfast in a neigh¬ 
boring coffeehouse and in the afternoon he was at his 
easel for a few hours. But when his companions returned 
toward evening, he covered up the canvas and joined 
them in the discussions that ran to politics most of the 
time. 

He agreed with his friends that something must be 
done to bring Germany back to a position of honor and 
greatness among the nations of Europe and that the 
Republic was not succeeding in that task. But he, no 
more than the others, knew how to go about it. There 
probably had to be a revolution, a thorough houscdean- 
ing. But he felt no inclination to take an active part in 
anything that called for physical energy and exertion. 

Moreover, he had his own work to do now. lie placed 
great hopes in the composition he had started. lie did 
not conceal his expectation that the new painting he had 
started would set him on the road to fame. The painting 
represented a naked young man with blond hair tear¬ 
ing off a set of iron shackles that were fastened around 
his hands and feet. With his right hand the man in the 
painting had seized a hammer in apparent readiness to 
ward off an invisible foe. That blond young man was 
the symbol of the new Germany, and the red snake on 
which he was treading was the Weimar Republic. The 
painter hoped to submit this allegorical vision to the 
jury and to see it hung in a prominent place in the 
Munich Art Exhibition of the coming spring. 

He worked at his composition all winter. Several times 
he changed the attitude of the blond young man, each 
time making him look stronger and more virile. He also 
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enlarged, the head of the snake and even introduced an 
angel in the background. The angel was seen to be urg¬ 
ing the blond Prometheus Bound to greater deeds of 
valor. 

The painting was finally finished, and a frame was 
bought for it from the money donated by one of the 
employed roommates. 

On the evening of May 7 he carried the picture to the 
gallery. As he entered the building he was told by an 
attendant that the hanging committee was in session in 
one of the rooms on the first floor. He went up on the 
elevator and knocked at the door of the room the man 
had indicated. When he entered he stood before five 
gentlemen who sat ranged in a semicircle behind a large 
table. He said he had come with a picture that he hoped 
would get a place of honor in the exhibition of contem¬ 
porary art. As he spoke he lifted the cloth from the paint¬ 
ing and, holding it at arm’s length, exposed it to the 
gaze of the judges. 

One of the members of the jury put on his pince-nez 
and smiled. Another chuckled in a rather embarrassed 
way. But the president of the jury told the young man 
frankly that his picture could not be entered. "The com¬ 
position is bad,” he said, "the idea is crude, and the work 
is generally chaotic and disordered... 

The young painter did not wait for the president to fin¬ 
ish his criticism. For a moment he glowered at the mem¬ 
bers of the jury. Then without a word he picked up his 
canvas and ran out of the room. Downstairs he asked the 
attendant the names of the members of the jury. He was 
given a printed slip of paper containing the names. As 
he looked over the list he said to the attendant: "Three 
out of five are Jews, isn’t that right?” The man nodded 
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his head. The painter went home and wrote the chair¬ 
man of the jury a short note. The note ran as follows: 
Dies werde ich diesen Juden niemals verzeihen —This I 
will never forgive the Jews.” Then he signed his name: 
Adolf Hitler. 



2. The Warden of the Inheritance 

When Woodrow Wilson landed in Europe in Decem¬ 
ber, 1918, Remain Rolland addressed the President in 
these moving words: “You alone, monsieur le president, 
among all those whose dreadful duty it now is to guide 
the policy of the nations, you alone enjoy world-wide 
moral authority. You inspire universal confidence. An¬ 
swer the appeal of these passionate hopes! Take the 
hands which are stretched forth, help them to clasp one 
another. . . . Should this mediator fail to appear, the 
human masses, disarrayed and unbalanced, will almost 
inevitably break forth into excesses. 'The common peo¬ 
ple will welter in bloody chaos, while the parties of tra¬ 
ditional order will fly to bloody reaction. . . . Heir of 
George Washington and Abraham Lincoln, take up the 
cause, not of a party, not of a single people, but of all! 
Summon the representatives of the peoples to the Con¬ 
gress of Mankind! Preside over it with the full authority 
you hold in virtue of your lofty moral consciousness and 
in virtue of the great future of America! Speak, speak 
to all! 'The world hungers for a voice which will overleap 
the frontiers of nations and classes. Be the arbiter of 
the free peoples! Thus may the future hail you by the 
name of the Reconciler! . . 

I do not retail the newspaper in which I read this 
appeal at the time. It may have been only a pamphlet. 
But it was Laurie .Seoville, the tallest, sergeant in the 
26th Canadian Infantry and former collaborator of Josef 
Urban, with whom I was engaged in painting a backdrop 
for a field theater, who brought it back with him from 
the village of Audenge, where he had gone to buy some 
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coloring material. Coming down the road, he waved the 
document in his hand from afar and shouted at me: 
“Pete, we will be senators yet! . . . President Wilson has 
arrived to call the Parliament of Man! . . . This means, 
in the first place, that you and I are going to celebrate 
Christmas like real Pilgrim Fathers, for I have already 
espied in yon farmyard the turkey you will be allowed 
'to win’ for us after dark, and I know the very pot in 
which it is going to be cooked, namely: this old wash 
boiler!” With these words Laurie pulled aside the flap 
of the tent in front of which I had been taking it easy, 
kicked both our rifles out into the mud, and with solemn 
voice intoned The Battle Hymn of the Republic: “Mine 
eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord. . . 

Along with Rolland’s message the paper contained 
some excerpts from Woodrow Wilson's speeches about 
admitting the Latin American republics to partnership 
in the Monroe Doctrine, about the New Freedom, about 
the need to draw the free peoples of the world into some 
covenant—some genuine and practical co-operation that 
would in effect combine their forces to secure peace and 
justice in the dealings of nations with one another. “The 
brotherhood of man,” he had said, “must no longer be 
a fair but empty phrase—it must be given structure of 
force and reality.” The price of peace was stated to he 
impartial justice in every item of settlement, no matter 
whose interests were to be crossed. There was to be self- 
determination for small peoples, a respect for the life 
and culture of minorities. In the end the League of Na¬ 
tions, formed under covenants, was indicated as the only 
instrumentality by which the agreements of the coming 
peace would be honored and fulfilled. 
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Laurie Scoville was not the only one to be transported 
by joy over the news. Wherever we went in France and 
in the Rhineland to paint stage decorations for the the¬ 
aters of different army units that had been scattered by 
the Armistice, we met people who spoke of Woodrow 
Wilson with words that betokened an almost religious 
veneration. They seemed to feel instinctively that Wil¬ 
son, in thus stating the goal of American democracy, was 
giving voice to the ideals of humanity. 

Here, it was felt, was a man who was more than a 
politician or a statesman. Here was a prophet. To Laurie 
and me he was the warden of the inheritance of the 
Puritans, of the Covenanters, of Jefferson and Tom Paine. 
I I is arrival made us feel for the first time that the war 
had not been in vain, that we had been like soldiers of 
the Lord in a great and holy cause. There was, it is true, 
somewhat of a dictatorial, an almost theocratic ring, to 
the President’s words, but that we ascribed to the fact 
that he spoke with the authority of the chief of a nation 
that had brought the decision in the four-year conflict. 

I,auric Scoville and I saw the presidential train pass 
through the railway station at Conches, in the diparte- 
ment of the Eure, where thousands of Norman peasants, 
driven by I do not know what mysterious urge, had left 
their fields and workshops to stand for hours along the 
track and to kneel down when the coaches rolled by. 

Why? Did those humble people understand one word 
of Wilson’s tremendous phrases about open covenants 
openly arrived at, about victory in arms being disastrous 
to the ideal of an unselfish humanity, about making the 
world safe for democracy, or about a crusade to establish 
the reign of law in the world? 
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What interest had they in the theory of the freedom 
of the seas or in the doctrine of self-determination for 
Poles, Czechs, Yugoslavs, and Jews? 

They had heard mere echoes of his words, yet it was 
in those words, they knew, that lay the power, more than 
the formidable military apparatus America had trans¬ 
ferred across the ocean, that had brought about the col¬ 
lapse of the Teutonic alliance. They, the common people 
of France, no less than the common people of Germany, 
Italy, and eastern Europe, looked upon Woodrow Wilson 
as their spokesman, as their advocate and mediator. They 
felt that if he were allowed to carry his ideas into reality, 
that better day of which the generations of men have 
dreamed, and for the sake of which the martyrs and 
prophets of humanity have poured out their love and 
goodness, would dawn at last. 

The superintendent of a mission station in India re¬ 
ported: “Somehow these people have heard extracts of 
what President Wilson has said, and it has gripped their 
hearts as nothing else has done since the war began.” 
Writing in 1924, Dr. William T. Ellis said: * “The illit¬ 
erate millions of the backward continents knew nothing 
of the men ordinarily called famous in civilized lands 
but because of the magic appeal to the sensibilities of all 
human life, which were given the wings of the morning 
by the unprecedented propaganda of the allies, the Wil¬ 
son principles quickly spread to the uttermost parts of 
the earth. There the innate vitality of the ideals caused 
them to take root and to grow. As no other wholly 

* Quoted by Denna Frank Fleming, Ph.D., in The United States and 
the League of Nations , G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New York and London, 
i93*> P* 43* 
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human man has ever done, Woodrow Wilson voiced the 
basic instincts and desires of the race.” 

Of the human race! But not of the small minority of 
representatives of vested interests who, as always —et pour 
cause !—feared the triumph of the ideals of democracy in 
the world that was to emerge from the agony of four years 
of bloodshed. 

The war was over, the Armistice had been signed. The 
murderous game had suddenly come to a stop, but the 
evil passions and the hatred at the moment of disappear¬ 
ing were fanned back into new flame. The voice of the 
prophet was lost in the void. The advocate of perfect 
justice was turned aside by a handful of Americans who 
spoke as chauvinistically as the worst European imperial¬ 
ists. Wilson became enmeshed in a web of intrigue that 
stretched from the American continent across the ocean 
to Europe. While he yet spoke, the Versailles Confer¬ 
ence, behind his back, devoted itself to the installation of 
a new regime of force and to the humiliation of a de¬ 
feated enemy. 

Although the President’s statements on America’s war 
aims and the means he advocated to prevent a recurrence 
of the tragedy had evoked the almost unanimous concur¬ 
rence of the American people, the Congressional elections 
of 191H had brought a Republican majority to the Sen¬ 
ate. This majority, which stood under the influence of 
his personal enemies, let it be known to the world that 
Woodrow Wilson, when he came to France in the winter 
of x<)i8, did not represent the sentiments of the American 
people. This was at best a half-truth: that infinitesimal 
section of the American people that he did not repre¬ 
sent were the men who were fighting his every act and 
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gesture by injecting false issues into the campaign. When 
Woodrow Wilson arrived in France, Clemenceau, who 
asked after the first session of the Peace Conference (at 
which he sat next to Wilson): “What am I to begin, 
wedged in as I am between Jesus Christ and Napoleon 
Bonaparte?” (Woodrow Wilson and David Lloyd 
George) was perfectly well aware of the Republican op¬ 
position to the President’s plans. The old Tiger was on 
the alert the moment Woodrow Wilson set foot in France. 

Fundamentally, he did not understand a single one of 
the President’s motives. Clemenceau’s conception of 
honor and loyalty was diametrically contrary to Wilson's. 
The men were of different texture, as far apart as heaven 
and earth. Old Clemenceau, who had already passed into 
legend, was in turn pathetic, stupefied, and ironic as he 
fought Woodrow Wilson in word and writing, in public 
and in secret, because Wilson, as he thought, quite sin¬ 
cerely no doubt, had come “to close a door behind which 
the best part of France’s victory had been left outside." 

His thesis, as it is set down in Grandeurs et mistres 
d’une victoire, was: what do you Americans want here 
anyway at the Peace Conference? You did not make any 
contribution to speak of in the war. You hesitated too 
long, far too long before coming in. That delay cost 
France a million and a half dead. You lost a few men: 
fifty thousand or so. Now you want to shape the peace. 
What right have you to mix in our affairs? You have 
come with Fourteen Points and the plan for a League of 
Nations. We have agreed to negotiate on that basis not 
only to please you, but also to bring the German enemy 
to his knees. But do you now really expect us to conduct 
the negotiations on so narrow a basis, now that we have 
the upper hand? The Germans ac cepted your Fourteen 
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Points. That was a clever move on their part, at least so 
they think. We are of the opinion that they ran into a 
trap. In fact, we have them in the trap now. You do 
not think we are going to let them off as lightlv as you 
propose in your Fourteen Points, do you? 

“Ah, non, le Boche paiera! The most criminal nation 
on earth will now have to pay for its misdeeds.” 

Under Wilson’s pressure Clemenceau nevertheless 
withdrew his plans to make an independent republic out 
of the Rhineland and to carve Germany into its com¬ 
ponent parts. But only on the understanding that there 
would be a pact of guarantee—of French security—in re¬ 
turn. This Wilson could not promise and would not 
promise, for he expected that America would become a 
member of the League of Nations and that a universal 
league would be the supreme guarantor of peace, not 
only of the peace of France but the peace of the world. 

The treaty was signed: a bad treaty from Wilson’s point 
of view because it was a complete negation of the ideals 
he had set forth in his Fourteen Points. As it stood there, 
the Treaty of Versailles was unquestionably the breed¬ 
ing ground of fresh hatreds and renewed acts of violence. 
Yet, the President felt that his League of Nations, as soon 
as it started to function, would be able to mitigate the 
evils of Versailles and to redeem its worst features by 
international collaboration, round-table conferences, and 
supplementary covenants and stipulations. 

To make that League a reality he returned to America. 
He felt that all could be saved yet, that the Republican 
opposition could be overcome, and that the masses of the 
American people who had supported him could be per¬ 
suaded that entrance into the League would assure the 
peace of the world. 
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It was to gain the people for his ideas that he started 
on that exhausting campaign in the West. He was a sick 
man at the time. But he felt that if the Treaty were 
defeated, “God alone knows what will happen to the 
world as a result of it. Even though, in my condition, it 
might mean the giving up of my life, I will gladly make 
the sacrifice to save the Treaty.” He had grown old in 
the struggle, but the tom-toms were beating their trick 
music about the danger of entangling alliances, the 
adroitness and the pernicious intentions of Europe’s poli¬ 
ticians to drag America into new wars, and all the other 
appeals “in marked form” designed to delude the Amer¬ 
ican people. 

Nevertheless, Wilson was winning the day. Desper¬ 
ately ill, almost staggering on his feet, he continued to 
make speeches, saying on the last day in Pueblo: *'I am 
thinking of my clients in this case. My clients are the 
children, my clients are the next generation. We said to 
the men who lie dead in France that they went over there 
not to prove the prowess of America or her readiness for 
another war but to see to it that there never was to be 
such a war again. The children do not know what prom¬ 
ises and bonds I undertook when I ordered the armies of 
the United States to the soil of France, but I know, and ! 
intend to redeem my pledges to the children: they shall 
not be sent upon a similar errand, . . 

On September 26, 1919, he was struck with paralysis. 
Hxs secretary, Joseph Tumulty, tells how he entered the 
presidential drawing room and found him fully dressed 
and seated in a chair. “His face was pale and wan. One 
side of it had fallen, and his condition was indeed pitiful 
to behold. .. . Looking at me, with great tears running 
down his face, he said: ‘My dear boy, this has never 
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happened to me before. I felt it coming on yesterday. I 
do not know what to do.’ He then pleaded with us 
[Tumulty and Dr. Grayson] not to cut short the trip. 
Turning to both of us, he said: ‘Don’t you see that if you 
cancel this trip, Senator Lodge and his friends will say 
that I am a quitter and that the Western trip was a fail¬ 
ure ami the Treaty will be lost?’ ” 

The Treaty was lost in that hour when Wilson fell sick. 
Senator James Hamilton Lewis wrote later: “The 
former Presidents [William Howard Taft and Theodore 
Roosevelt j by their appeals in marked form, have de¬ 
luded the people against themselves and caused the Re¬ 
publican voter to stab his own children with the sword 
of future wars!” 



3 . Tiger in Slippers 

“I am an old man," said Georges Clemenceau. "In my 
day I have lived through a lot of noise. I cannot deny 
that my life has been an uninterrupted tumult. . . . But 
lately it seems to me that I am beginning to hear the 
muffled footsteps of the great silence. . . . You want to 
know how I spend my days? Very well, 1 sit here in my 
house and I wait. The summer I spend in the VentU*e 
cultivating my roses and looking at the sea. That is all 
there is left to do: I look at die sea anti I interrogate the 
heavens and I wait. From time to time I ask a few cptes- 
tions. I say to myself, now that the event it le draws to a 
close: what does it mean after all to have lived? What is 
life and what is death? Of what significance is it to have 
been born at all? 

"You may think that these tptestions show that 1 am 
growing afraid, that fear has tome over me as it comes 
over every man who grows aware that the end of his 
improvised existence is thawing near and that his per- 
sonality is about to be annihilated. ... It is not that I 
am afraid. No, I am stupefied, I am crushed try amaze¬ 
ment. To have lived? It is no more than the sensation 
of an imaginary fixation in an endless revolution of that 
wheel of things of which India glimpsed the existence 
and then conceived the irresistible temptation to free it¬ 
self. ... To die? Eh bkn. that is to continue, that is still 
continuation and so on forever in other forms that are 
eternally renewed. . . . 

“In the course of his long sojourn on earth man has 
only learned recendy-that is, within the last ten thou- 
sand years or so—to say the words 'beginning' and 'end,* 
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the words ‘creation’ and ‘annihilation.’ But these con¬ 
ceptions are of no historical value, except as representa¬ 
tions of primitive appearances. ... 

“What do we know? What is the sum total of our 
knowledge? We have not even the faintest idea of the 
meaning of life. We have guessed at it now and then, 
no more. ... A few conjectures, that is all that can be 
offered to man in return for a bitter and harsh journey. 
It would be wonderfully pleasant to be able to say that 
there is a paradise of felicity without end in the offing. 
But that is merely an aspiration to satisfy ancestral 
puerilities, one of the illusions the medicinemen of the 
Church keep alive. . . . Man is a phenomenon, voild. 
tout, one of the phenomena of the universe, and he has 
to accommodate himself to the other phenomena, 
whether he likes it or not. His adventure is of no greater 
importance in the blind scheme of things than this or 
that organic or inorganic; movement in the infinite 
world. ... 

“To suppose that this world exists in answer to or to 
fulfill human destiny is as infantile as to believe in 
oracles or in revelation. Go and ask your priests and pas¬ 
tors why he waited so long, their God I mean, why he 
waited until yesterday, after aeons and aeons of time, to 
make his revelation of salvation and of infinite happi¬ 
ness? What was he doing all that time, those hundreds 
of millions of years sinc e this earth came into existence, 
and why did he finally decide to pay attention in the end 
to his insignificant tooled-off ball we call the earth and 
reveal his plan to the ridiculous creatures that walk 
around on this the smallest of worlds? Why?... 

“Tiens, I have an idea: go and ask that cpieslion of the 
theologians, ces messieurs de Saint-Sulpice, yes, and pub- 







424 THAT DAY ALONE 

lish their answer in the American press. That will be 
interesting. I am giving you an assignment. I have 
found something for you to do. Their answer, whatever 
it is, will create at least some diversion in this world 
which is dying of boredom. Their answer will be part 
of the procession with which humanity has amused itself 
since its infancy—the procession of hereditary emotions, 
presented with pomp and floating banners, with songs of 
glory and crashing cymbals and tom-tom frenzy and in¬ 
cense and tiaras and images and emblems, all those other 
fictions that have been invented to keep man's eyes away 
from the void, from the meaninglessness of existence. Do 
I see you shake your head? Ah, you do not wish to ask 
that question? You think he needs silence, hein, the tkxl 
of the Christians, in order to gain the upper hand over 
us? Or do you also seek to retard the emergence of the 
thinking men after a hundred thousand years of man 
the dreamer? ...” 

He chuckled. I had not interrupted his monologue by 
so much as a word. I had come to the apartment in the 
Rue Franklin on the insistence of Harold S. Pollard, the 
editor of The Evening World, the newspaper I then rep 
resented in Europe. Mr. Pollard thought that it wouhl 
be worth while to have an expression of opinion from 
Georges Clemenceau after his phenomenal defeat for the 
presidency of the French Republic, the position he had 
so ardently desired as the crown of the Frenc h jieopte's 
approval on his life's work. 

It was not the first time that I had !>een face to face 
with the Tiger of France. More than once I had heard 
him growl that in his day on the A more ami I,Homme 
Libre journalists did not come to distutb old men for an 
interview but wrote their own opinions. I had tome pre- 
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pared to hear one sarcasm after another, especially at the 
expense of the American press, which Clemenceau knew 
well, having resided in the United States, and of which 
he nearly always spoke with withering contempt. But I 
had not expected that outpouring of pessimism.... 

Perhaps it was the disillusion of the last few days that 
had made him doubly bitter. What had happened? Since 
the signing of the Treaty of Versailles, which was his 
handiwork, Georges Clemenceau had lived a retired life. 
He had begun to work on those monumental volumes: 
Les Grandeurs et miseres d’une victoire, Demosthene, 
and Au Soir de la pensee. Politics still interested him. 
But he, as the author of the victory over Germany, had 
become a figure, probably intentionally so, au-dessus de 
la melee, above the everyday petty quarrels and wrangling 
of party politics. He had had his fill of parliamentary 
debates. The time for polemics was over. He had been 
in the thick of it since the days of the Commune of Paris 
in 1871, when he served as Mayor of Montmartre, the 
district where the barricades had held out longest and 
where the slaughter had been the most merciless. He 
had been in exile for his opinions and had returned to 
become le tombeur des ministeres: Clemenceau had 
brought more ministries to fall than any other man. 

Then in the end he had been the wheelman who had 
piloted France through the tempest of 1914-1918. He 
had been called to the bridge at the age of seventy-seven. 
When others faltered, he had kept the faith in final vic¬ 
tory. When P6tain had suggested surrender, he had dis¬ 
missed the ignoble maneuvering of the defeatists. Four 
long years he had been everywhere at once: day and night 
at the front, in the council of ministers, on the speakers’ 
tribune in parliament, attending the sessions of the High 
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Command when important decisions had to be taken. 
He had brought the traitors to book and to all the 
schemes and tricks of the intrigants and politicians he 
had returned his eternal: “Je fais la guerre!” He hail 
carried France under his heart for four years as a woman 
carries her unborn child. 

Then peace had come at last, and France had been the 
first Power in Europe. But from the moment the docu¬ 
ment was signed in the Hall of Mirrors and even before 
that, during the negotiations, Clemencean knew that 
France would have to exert all her energy to maintain 
herself in that dominant position, that there was a con¬ 
spiracy on foot to rob France of the fruits of her victory. 
Lloyd George and the British government wanted to re¬ 
vert to the old British policy of the balance of power. 
He saw the first efforts to lighten Germany’s burdens, the 
loosening of the shackles of Versailles: the surrender of 
the bridgeheads in the Rhineland by the British and 
Belgians, the whittling down of the sums of reparation 
the Reich was called on to pay, the initiation of the so- 
called policy of reconciliation with the enemy of yester¬ 
day by Aristide Briand. He was alarmed. 

Had it all been for nothing, the immense suffering, 
the long years of bloodshed, the destruction of the fairest 
provinces? Could the new German loaders,—.Stresemann, 
Muller, Bruning—be trusted? Were they different than 
those Prussian and Teutonic ancestors of theirs who had 
come smashing their way a hundred times from their 
arid soil toward the fat habitations of Celts and Gauls? 
Had the leopard changed its nature or only its spots? 
Did the world realize that France no longer had her 
allies of the war years by her side but that she stood alone, 
that the British persistently refused to guarantee French 
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security and that America, after making the world safe 
for democracy, instead of keeping it safe had washed her 
hands of Europe and was deploying her fantastic energy 
in the pursuit of an ephemeral prosperity? 

Although he had relinquished office, the Tiger was 
watching carefully. Brand's attempts at rapprochement 
with the Reich, the succession of concessions and allevia¬ 
tions, filled him with concern. He was fully aware, of 
course, that the policy of reconciliation pursued by Bri- 
ancl and the permanent staff of the Quai d’Orsay was not 
dictated hy any sentiments of altruism, but was a pis-aller 
to which France was forces! to resort because of England’s 
new polit y of restoring tin: balance of power, which under 
the circumstant es amounted to raising Germany from the 
pit of impotence into which the defeat of 1918 had 
plunged her. England wanted Germany to be a counter¬ 
balance to Ercnth influence in Europe and to break 
French military, economic, and political supremacy. For 
dancing so slavishly to London’s tune, Clemenceau 
looked upon Aristide Briand as a weakling. France was 
being robbed of the fruits of her victory by a Foreign 
Minister who had not die gumption to tell the Foreign 
Office that, if Britain would not support a realistic policy 
in regard to the Reith, France would go it alone. It was 
more than weakness to (llemeneeau, it came close to 
treason. 

'Fhe Tiger had been near bringing Briand before the 
High Gottrt in the course of the war, along with Joseph 
Caillaux and Jean Malvy, on a charge of treasonable 
dealings with the enemy, and he had more than once ex¬ 
pressed regret that he had not had the Foreign Minister 
executed. And now (hat his hack was turned and he had 
retired, the game had started ail over again, the game 
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of appeasement and surrender. They who were running 
the show must have thought that he, Clemenceau, was 
no more than a mummy, a tired old man who no longer 
paid attention, who was no longer on guard. 

“They have never forgiven me the victory," he said. 
“They will yet take revenge by robbing France of the 
peace.” 

But he would show that he still had a few more tricks 
up his sleeve, that he had not been called a tamheur de 
ministbres for nothing. He wotdd be a candidate for the 
presidency, now that Poincare's double term of of Ike 
was running to a close, and he wotdd resume his vigilance 
over France’s foreign policy from the ElystV 1 Palace. "If 
I can have one or two more years where I can supervise 
the business,” he said, “the peace and security of France 
will be safe.” Then they wotdd see how long Aristbk* 
Briand would last and how much longer victorious 
France would trail as another Portugal or African coiom 
at the coattails of Monsieur Lloyd George ami the British 
Foreign Office.. .. 

Pbre-la-Vicloire was so certain that he would be elected 
to the presidency that he had put on his dress suit the 
afternoon the National Assembly met and had his Ummt 
sine standing in readiness to speed out to Versailles the 
moment word came of his election to receive the acclaim 
of Senate and Chamber. It was Georges Mandel, his old 
collaborator, who mustered the courage to telephone the 
old Tiger from Versailles that Briand had outniaueuvered 
him and that Senator Paid Desehanel, an innocuous, 
meaningless, and shilly-shallying opportunist, who was to 
become insane within three months, had been raised w 
the dignity that Clemenceau had thought to lie his m 
“an elementary recompense" for services rendered to the 
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country. When the Tiger heard the news, he blurted out 
with characteristic terseness: "That’s Briand’s workl” and 
after a pause: “Eh hien, la France est foutue! ...” * 

My visit to the Rue Franklin took place a few days 
after these events. I was to pulse the mood of the disap¬ 
pointed old statesman and, if possible, have him say some¬ 
thing about the future of France. This was not an easy 
task, for had he known the real object of my call, he 
would most certainly have refused point-blank to see 
me. A little stratagem was therefore employed. M. le 
president had been reported to be paying an occasional 
visit to the Folies-Berg^res prior to retiring to the country 
for good. He was said to have ordered a coffin and to 
have given instructions that he was to be buried in a 
standing position, as his father had been. Those were 
the things I was to verify anti to have him talk about, if 
he could be led to talk at all. 

After the long monologue Clemenceau rose from his 
chair, signifying that the audience was at an end. He was 
going out for a drive, he said. He led me to the door of 
his study and I opened it. "Yon can say that I am in good 
health," he added. "Only, I will soon have to undergo 
an operation . . . on the prostate gland. That will make 
me a colleague at last, of Raymond Poincare:... 

"Monsieur Poincare,” I said, seizing the cue quickly, 
“is reported to have said to someone who came to see him 
on his ('state at Sampigny in Lorraine that the Germans 
will most certainly come hack again if they can. Does 
Your Excellency agree with that?” 

"For once I agree with my future colleague,” he an¬ 
swered with a smile. "Yes,” he went on, "when I said to 

* This may he translated as "Now Prance is sunk," though the conno* 
tacion is tar more Clementeauistiodly rude. 
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you tout it rheure that we do nut know anything, I 4k! 
not mean that we must not try to learn,.. , UV t an learn 
only by keeping our eyes open, by seeing, tt«»t In stormy 
for that will lead to blindness, Nor should we its to see 
as that philosopher who < losetl all the windows .tin! tltwt 
pushed his lists into his eyes in tinier to learn the set ten 
of the human soul and human destiny by inletiot obser¬ 
vation. For we know this ninth today that the thunn 
which have to do with man’s destiny «an be dn**»seml 
only in the light of his relationship with the nun era?. 
The first condition is to hate the t outage-anti that b .1 
rare thing in our time—to open the windows all the woe 
dows. and to It ok out and then to say what we see. 

“I am an old man." he went mi, 'YVsf rYulm.?, I ant 
like an old farmer who tabes himself up at the r od *4 ,t 
day, all stiffened by the dibit at the plow. Hr ,, t 

the fields and he wonder*. Hr wonder* what thr hoi re 
is going to be like. He wonders how mu* b of 1 hr .red Ik 
has sown is going to be puked up by the buds and r 
those eloutls massing on the hut i/un ate not going to wav. 
mu his furrows. I, too, look to see what is imiuit,; l 
want to know evetything, the be a that *au happen .ud 
the worst. ... 

'‘Will the Hermans tome b,e lr Well, bioon, 1 ,dv, r,» 
say, is a surression of stimn; wills that bate imp-d 
themselves. That is die onlv way to look at tlu* w„*M 
We have uimptered tfte Hetman., btu tins an* a uro«* 
people. They have a will, Thru wall h to make a 
hat k, as you say in English. Why>,,. Modem p (t . h>T-„n 
gives us the answer, l*sy. hulogbti sju-.ik <4 indmdiwb 
who have an inlet unity «nmplr\ the trim is uw HA 
ionable just turn*— a feeling <4 inf* »io»its with. *0 .. v 
peusation, an exaggerated need of tr*ogui'ion *4 v,i 
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pcriority. Of course, every psychological comparison of 
the imlivulu.il ami the nation is a lame one. Neverthe¬ 
less. there is no better image with which to explain Ger¬ 
man national sentiment at the present time. . . . They 
want to show us that they are not merely our equals, but 
our superiors. Am! they will not hesitate to beat this'into 
the head of the whole world with hammer blows. If they 
cannot uttslt our ideas, our tulture, they will strike at 
our skulls. That is the way tlte feeling of inferiority is 
going to express itself; by force... 

I did tint say what I thought at the moment-namely, 
that Monsieur Clement can’s own Treaty of Versailles 
seemed to he the politual instrument most apt to drive 
the German inlet unify tt.mplex to the sickly height of a 
dangerous ami motfal epilepsy. . . „ 







4 . The Price of Glory 

In Rome there once lived ,i man bv the name of Benito 
Mussolini. This Mmstiliui had the shun bowleg of 3 
peasant, but his features startlingly resembled those of that 
crowned anarchist, f lelbgabalus,, who diessed up to har¬ 
lot's finery anti who sprinkled his posterior with piwdeml 
gold in order to make the populate and the Roman Senate 
believe it was the sun. In the dead of night, when jw*u*«j. 
ous vapors come up from the Tibet, this Muvudmt at 
alone in an enormous room itt tin* Tala/,*** t Ihigi, *r< ising 
stan/as horn Dante's to httmrif, blooding out 

a map of the worhl, ami dt earning of ,m h.ihan unjirsuoH. 
From time to time he would step hefote a large minor, 
glower at himself or m ike the p«m* of t Urdu's sf.tf.oe ulm 
iug the legions of (>aul. lit ihe motitm.; hr put i-h a hat 
with a peacot k fenthri, stun led past the i auk. of the 
ten thousand dagger * at t ins, and muled bnudh when hit 
followers shouted: "put, rw, tthit*" 

lit Rome lived also tda« onto Manetati This Mam-nm 
had the misfortune of knowing Mtmoltm's tn 1n He 
wrote sarcasthally ami with deliberate onus tn the ssrw* 
paprs of the great impel turn and <4 th«* wane a *n the 
Chigi wlio was UMonjure it into rrthn In a sijokr ot the 
magic sword. ‘That was an emu The p.uadrs wrjr tint 4 
burh\s<jtie, nor was the tat bush with the white phmm a sub 
ject for t idh ttle. The fall.u v may j* rhajo hr ..uah-de!, 
if it is taken into consideration that thn Mam-nm w t%m 
ordittary Sot ialist win* 1 plotrd as gospel mob dn- du- 
tutus of the imeiuafjon.il labor » .m^iese-s, who 10odd 
the legality of the demo* ram pm «■ v<. ,u.d ‘.-.bo ta-be-,,- * jn 
the vote. A man of stub dosrhkr -.unpin ns t*»uSd u .a Ik 

at* 
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expected to understand that Mussolini was Mussolini and 
that castor oil may he utilized to other ends than that of 
export to America. Only the workers in the great factories 
of Fiat in Turin and Naples chuckled over Matteotti’s 
bit tug monologues concerning Benito’s toothaches, his 
preference for pig’s liver, and his insane fears that the large 
doses of mercury he had taken in his youth had made his 
hones brittle, 

Mussolini was s hu t of the government. This is a more 
exalted position titan that of feuilletonist for struggling 
provttu ial journals that want proof for their readers, fur¬ 
nished in fifty two weekly installments of equal length, 
that <md does not exist. It is also more munificent. How 
the < lunge came to he made was Mussolini's secret; his, 
the Lilliputian Ring’s with the scrawny neck, and Mat- 
teotti's. To only one of the three was the secret a deadly 
possession, and hr burned to reveal it to the world. Why 
should kings tall in trvuhubinaries? And what had been 
the ((tad /no t jH<> that had led Victor F.mmanuel of Savoy 
to fat ilttate the blat kshiits’ march on Rome by furnishing 
a Pulm.mn tie luxe to their leader? 

When a man is t hat getl with the conduct of the highest 
politic .a offite, he cannot he expected to occupy himself 
with petty, evei vday details of staiet raft—for instance, with 
so iu< onsetjttential a stifle as the st/e and the make of the 
ittsttumeuis of tutttne to he used on political opponents 
in the t ell.us of the Regina Onelt. One has tine's assistants 
when one is oi/w tie/ got rrun ami art hitect of a world 
imperium in the making, Mussolini's first helper was 
FilijieUi, who published the ('writ're lUtliano. His task 
was to ptint at least out e a dav that the Duee was ahvays 
tight, that he was as good a musit tan as Beethoven, as holy 
a saint as Saint Ft ate is, as ntohmnd a thinker as Nietzsche. 
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as courageous a soldier as Garibaldi, as immortal a hern 
as Caesar, and as divine an empire builder as Atevmdsr, 
That was the ministry of culture; essentially a 
of a voluminous historical eiu y< lopediu amt a kttmdrii^ 
of superlatives. 

Then there w:is Signor Carlo Domini, Domini uut 
charged with a more virile mandate; he had been set fu 
watch and crush tin* Dates enemies. The esthete of lie 
original Fascio—he never smoked a t igarettr without!»« 
putting on his gloves-Dunum tonhl he retted ujeott to 
proceed in all matters with rehnemeut and disc r»tmmwi;i, 
He had practised viviseaion on sftay dogs at the I lusuw,? 
Society before coming to the light. Mussolini »tn 4 ' a 
felicitous choice when he selected thimini. 

One day Matteotti wrote a new ant* !r. The workers 4 
the Fiat Motor Works pasted it up on the walls <4 t 4 ;t 
factory. Its title was: “Mussolini Isa Humbug/' and b? 
subtitle: “This Clown Will Steer hah into the tU*H;dtv. 
Mess of All'rimes.” Matteotti also iutemtpied the I him 
speech in the Chamber ot Deputies and ihne.it 
mounted the speaker's tribune himself. 1 he Dm r ten 
not so discourteous as to interrupt in turn, lie observe] 
a perfect decorum. Arms folded, lips put sett, .nid * hot in 
air, he sat in stolid silence during; Mai trot ri'% liar augur 
But his eyes traveled over the faces of the deputies nun! 
they came to rest on Dumitti, t hen ttie Dm r's «hut uiiw 
down slowly, and he < losed tits eyes. Was this a gesture «4 
assent, of drowsy mitun iation hrfote the vibrant. tut ott< 
trovertible accusations of Matteotti.’’ h may have srr«tr4 
that way to a casual observer. To Domini it was a stgmf. 
And the signal read: the time has come. 

Matteotti had not a few folio wets himself, mans him 

dreds of thousands more, iti fact, than Mussolini. It wum,| 
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therefore he no easy tusk to put him out of the way. An 
attack on his person by squadristi as he was leaving the 
Chamber or the newspaper cilice was almost sure to be 
followed by popular demonstrations and... by retaliation 
-retaliation on the person of the capo delgovemo perhaps. 
Mattcotti was known abroad. Vienna was even then await¬ 
ing his arrival. To make a move against Mattcotti might 
conceivably lead to international complications. The re¬ 
gime was not strong enough yet to defy world opinion. 
Moreover. England had shown itself not quite unsympa¬ 
thetic, and a linant ial loan from London would by no 
means tome amiss. A statesman must feel his way cau¬ 
tiously. Dumtui's mind revet ted to the past. In his grand¬ 
father's < lay a small whin* powder in the wine would have 
been suflu ient. An agent tould have been sent into the 
streets oft lie darkened old Borgn, a musk over his face and 
a poniard under hist ape. to await and seize the propitious 
moment. Had that method not become antiquated? 
Would not the English so- through it at once and laugh 
theircynical little laughs and -who knows?--'kill the move¬ 
ment and the imperium with ridicule? Surely to make 
Matteotti disappear was not a matter to he undertaken 
singlehauded at least, not without some advice from the 
Dtue himself. 

Mussolini hat l easily observed the worry on his helper’s 
fact*. In the totridur of the (‘hamher of Deputies, just 
before stepping into his tar. he temarked with a signifi¬ 
cant smile in Dumtui's dim tion that an automobile is a 
most convenient aoessoty to politics. Was this the remark 
of a vulgar patvetut who had been a foot l(K).se vagabond all 
his life? Or another signal? 

Domini saw the point. Was not the Duce always right? 
Mussolini praised the laborer of the soil and rural poetry. 
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Nevertheless, he was not to be included among the enemies 
of the machine. He knew it, the Duce, that there can be 
no great imperium without big industry. 

In Rome there is a Colosseum and an airdrome, antique 
shops with faked antiques and chemical laboratories in 
which a new brand of poison gas is being perfected. Every¬ 
thing has its rightful place in Rome. In the neighborhood 
of the Eternal City are some godforsaken districts, the 
fever-ridden Campagna, ghastly deserts, swamps stinking 
with miasma—for instance, Quartarella. But Signor Fili- 
pelli owns a magnificent motorcar, a red-lacquered Fiat, 
a twelve cylinder six-seater. 

When Dumini praised the virtues of the automobile to 
his friend and colleague Filipelli in the Cafe Colonna, he 
was not talking heresy. He was an orthodox blackshirt. 
The automobile! Dumini blessed the new era. Only now 
did he understand the full beauty of Marinetti’s futurist 
poetry. 

It is a hot day in July. The crows sit yawning on Ber¬ 
nini’s columns in the Piazza di San Pietro. The Pope's 
apartments bake in the merciless fire. Fortunate Romans 
roll away from the solar inferno to the Alban Mountains 
and the shores of Ostia. Those who remain in the city 
drink lemonade and sigh. The speculators’ voices in the 
alleys have sunk to a whisper, for the sun burns, the lira 
melts, and the English loan is evaporating. Guides show 
visiting American women the ruins of Vesta’s temple. 
The cats of the Forum have crawled into the deepest 
caverns. Those who are against the great imperium eat 
cheap water ice, and those who are for it do the same. 
The blackshirts are sticky with sweat. The sun of Italy 
rises, but nobody has the strength to yodel Eia, eia, alala! 
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Mussolini sits in the Palazzo Chigi. The building has 
cool chambers and white marble floors. The Duce holds 
water ice in contempt. Water ice has nothing in common 
with imperium and mare nostrum and forests of bayonets. 
The Duce thinks of Tunis and Nice, of Malta and Dal¬ 
matia. How can this clan of mandolinists be turned into 
a nation of steel and the picture-postcard peddler on the 
Corso be transformed into a legionnaire? The Duce thinks 
of the arch of Titus and of that other, more distant arch, 
on the Champs Elysees. He also thinks of Matteotti. What 
had that Socialist pig reproached him with that morning? 
That Fascism had no philosophy? Ah, that we will see. 
Mussolini begins to write. It is a letter to Giovanni Gen¬ 
tile. “What Fascism needs quickly and at once, Professor, 
is a philosophy-Yours is the task to furnish the move¬ 

ment with a philosophy. . . . Fascism must have the his¬ 
torical tradition it lacks at present. ... A philosophy to 
justify our existence!" . . . 

To Mussolini this does not look like a tour de force. 
And to be sure, every realtor knows that if a suburban 
subdivision lacks a sewer, it can be dug. All you need is 
good will, co-operation, and a little money. When no his¬ 
torical tradition and philosophy exist, they can be created. 
If only the fundamental directive is kept in mind: to side¬ 
track the results of decades of proletarian history, to frus¬ 
trate the solution of contradictions rooted in the country’s 
social structure, and to prevent the triumph of the Socialist 
resurgence as against bourgeois decadence. When that is 
Home in mind, everything becomes permissible and pos¬ 
sible: sophistry, misinterpretation of history, a false front, 
the Roman salute, the assassin’s dagger, a Cossack beaver. 
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invincible legions, murder, and castor oil. Is that not a 
dainty dish of philosophy to set before King, Pope, and 
motor magnates? 

Giovanni Gentile is one of the leading philosophers of 
history of our time. But not even he can produce a theory 
in justification of dictatorship and gangsterism—at least, 
nothing better than what looks to the disinterested on¬ 
looker like a beggar’s blanket consisting of patches of Con- 
radini’s Italian nationalism, Macchiavelli’s principle of a 
nonhereditary dictatorial leadership, and snatches of Gio- 
berti, Mazzini, Sorel, Pareto, and Nietzsche. Fascism has 
no theoretical past, and the only theoretical foundation it 
can be given is that it has strengthened the omnipotence of 
the state and that in its carta del lavoro, according to Wer¬ 
ner Sombart’s expression, it has given “the highest pos¬ 
sible synthesis of the power and authority of the state still 
compatible with the capitalist system.” 

Karl Marx, whom Mussolini called “our common teach¬ 
er” in a letter to Lenin, analyzed, in The Eighteenth of 
Brumaire, the natural inclination of the petty bourgeois 
to hide behind the specters of the past when historical evo¬ 
lution pushes him into the political foreground. “Thus 
Luther put on the mask of the Apostle Paul, the revolut ion 
of 1789 till 1814 draped itself successively in the garb of 
the Roman Republic and of the Roman Empire. . . . But 
upon a closer inspection of this trick of political conjuring, 
a startling difference is revealed. The heroes, Robespi¬ 
erre, Desmoulins, Danton, Saint-Just, Napoleon, as well as 
the parties and the masses of the old French Revolution, 
dressed as they were in the Roman costume and using a 
Roman phraseology, nevertheless fulfilled the historic task 
of their epoch: the reorganization of modern bourgeois 
society.... No sooner was that task accomplished than the 
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antediluvian colossi and with them the resuscitated Ro- 
manitit —the Brut uses, Gracchi, Publicolas, tribunes, sena¬ 
tors, the Caesars even—disappeared.” 

Whereas the dilferent layers of the middle class in the 
revolutions of the past quickly became aware of the sig¬ 
nificance of current events and utilized them in the name 
of a progressive ultra!. Fascism, after fifteen or sixteen years 
of power, was not clear yet about its own ideological mean¬ 
ing, because its power remained uncertain and because it 
was unable to set up an ideal that reflected present-day 
reality. Fascism was a masquerade from beginning to end, 
a tragicomedy without precedent in history. It was forced 
to present itself, Igua/io Silone said once, as that character 
in one of Pirandello's plays who at a masquerade ball had 
dressed himself in the costume of Henry IV, the Holy 
Roman Emperor. In a fall from horseback, this person 
loses his mind anti is thereafter convinced that he is in 
reality Henry IV. He has his house transformed into a 
medieval court. Pages speak to him in an archaic language, 
and messengers bring him letters from Matilda of Tuscany 
and from Pietro Dami.mi, who ate both intriguing against 
him with die Pope. The folly does not last long, hut in the 
meantime suth curious events happen that the sick man 
cannot straighten things out again when he recovers his 
sanity. He remains the prisoner of his illusion and for the 
rest of his life iscumpelh’d to persist in the masquerade. 

That is the way it lias gone with Mussolini. He could 
no longer take off the makeup that he put on before the 
March on Rome, I laving let! his party to victory, he<ould 
no longer tevoal what tr.mspited in the wings and what 
was the objei t of the masquetade, IU* was doomed to play 
the C’.aesar of < arntval till the end of his life, to twist his 
facial must les in one grimace after another, now pushing 
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the Roman chin forward, then assuming the Napoleonic 
stare. This obscene mixture of the past and the present 
made Italian national life resemble a film, unreal, imper¬ 
manent. To millions it was a nightmare, and even to those 
in whose interest it existed it seemed like a phantasmagoria. 

While Mussolini is ordering a philosophy by mail, Mat- 
teotti also writes. In his small apartment the atmosphere is 
suffocating. He must finish his article quickly. For to¬ 
morrow he is off for Vienna. Strange, is it not, that the 
passport should have arrived so promptly? He had ex¬ 
pected a refusal. Mussolini must think that he is going 
to remain in Austria for good, that he is afraid to face the 
music. A fool, that Mussolini! But his days arc numbered. 
In a week Matteotti’s article will be in the press, and the 
world will know the Duce for the treacherous eowartlly 
sycophant he is. He thinks of triumphators, does he? Well, 
the workers of Fiat and the Aventine Coalition will show 
him a triumph he has not bargained for. 

Matteotti’s thoughts also fly beyond the limits of the 
peninsular kingdom. He will show in his article that what 
the workers of Italy do will have an important bearing on 
the international situation. ... In Germany the chances 
of revolution have been thrown away. But Russia is hold¬ 
ing. All the interventionist armies could not crush Mos¬ 
cow. . .. The English dock workers have refused to load 
war material destined for the Soviet’s foes. England is 

stirring. If England moves, Italy will be next_And so 

far as the arch of Titus is concerned, had not the poverty- 
stricken, untutored sectarians of Judea proved themselves 
mightier than Rome’s demigods? 

Matteotti has written nineteen pages. He has shown in 
what direction Mussolini is leading the country. That will 
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make the King look up and perhaps make him reconsider 
Ills choice for the premiership. Mussolini is heading for 
•war. Sooner or later he will plunge the country into the 
abyss. War is the last thing that the House of Savoy wants. 
Little Victor Emmanuel still trembles when he thinks how 
near he came to losing his throne in the last. And now 
war again? After Caporetto and Gorina? War! That 
specter would stir the workers. Did they remember: the 
frostbite in the Alps, the famine in the cities, the shells of 
the Austro-Germans, the hundred-mile-long strings of 
ambulances on the roads in the Venetian plain? . . . Yes, 
and after that he will show the world who this Mussolini 
really is, what a contemptible cur, what a Judast . . . 

Matteotti has smoked many cigarettes while writing the 
article. He has completed one page on which he had begun 
to reveal Mussolini’s secret. Then he stretches out his 
hand for a fresh cigarette and frowns. The box is empty. 
He rises and says to his wife: "I will he bark in a minute. 
Just going around the corner to buy some cigarettes... 
Quickly he walks along the blistering Lungo Michelangelo. 
Speed was the essence of the hour. By rapid maneuvering 
it is still possible to isolate the Fascists in the Chamber of 
ID ep uties and throughout the country. But in a week, per¬ 
haps two, Mussolini will surely dissolve the Chamber, put 
the press under the ban, and forbid the holding of meet¬ 
ings, One week, ten days, perhaps a month! 

A red-lacquered Fiat limousine stops at the corner. Five 
men jump out and surround Matteotti. They do not wear 
blackshirts or uniforms, just ordinary civilian suits. They 
lift him bodily off the street and throw him into the ear. 
The matt at the wheel steps on the gas. The motor roars. 

Nobody pays any particular attention to the red auto¬ 
mobile. So many cars are rating for the mountains where 
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it is cool or to the shore where the breeze comes in from 
the Tyrrhenian Sea. Moreover, the curtains of the car are 
drawn. Who knows if there is not a pair of lovers or 
newlyweds inside who do not wish to be seen. . . . Signor 
Filipelli s car swiftly serpentines its way through the nar¬ 
row streets. Inside are Dumini, four of his assistants, and 
Matteotti. Filipelli is not of the party. He is waiting at 
the office of the Corriere Italiano. 

. Mussolin i is waiting at the Palazzo Chigi, which takes 
its name from a Pope who always kept a coffin in his room 
and who drank from a cup shaped like a skull. Reports 
have come in that opposition to the brigands’ regime is 
waxing in the country and that the movement is crystal¬ 
lizing itself around Matteotti. Matteotti is preparing for 
battle. Mussolini does not like battle. At the front he 
always managed to have himself transferred to the rear on 
some pretext or other when an offensive was impending. 
He attributes the glory to himself afterwards and will take 
responsibility for what is about to occur when it is quite 
safe, when Matteotti is dead, all the man's friends are assas- 

jacket'of Fascism. Wh °^ e “"“7 * helpless in the strait 

Dumini works with precision. He has two extra pairs 

fglo»eswith hiin thi s Ju l y day. Af ter throwing Matteotti 

to the floor of the car, three men sit on his chest while a 

« fe 1 cSe a ^ Si T f. m0uth ' Dum ”i is on his knees 
e chauffeurs side, facing backwards. He directs the 
struggle Matteotti is fighting back. He has shaken off Ms 

te he'' doolnob"t in n° ldi " g ‘ hem 0,1 wMe he 

l, d k ° b ' But Dummi is watching. Swiftly he 
eaches over and cuts the veins of the deputy’s left hand 

As Matteotti withdraws his hand in pain one It the helpers 
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seizes him by the hair and holds his head down. Dumini 
reaches over again and drives his dagger into Matteotti’s 
neck at the base of the brain. That is where the weapon 
sticks. When a man's ideas are too strong for you, strike 
at his skull, Stalin said once. Not the meek but the gorillas 
"will inherit the earth. 

Here is Quartarella. Here arc neither tourists, nor 
passers-by, nor shepherds. Only clumps of thornbush.es 
and sun. Silently the men drag the corpse from the limou¬ 
sine, over the asphalt into the shrubbery. Dumini has 
thought of everything. He produces two shovels from the 
baggage trunk. The men dig a grave. What they do is 
a noble task, one that will be well compensated by Mus¬ 
solini and sung by all the poets of the stmjmese —that is, the 
poets of rural, bucolic beauty. Is not digging related to 
agriculture? But it is easier to slaughter a human being 
than it is to dig a grave. The soil is arid, baked into brick¬ 
like hardness. The sun heats down on the gravediggers’ 
heads. After an hour they have only a small, shallow hole. 
Dumini says it is suflicient. The body is forced in. It does 
riot fit. Dumini jumps on it and breaks the backbone. 
Now it fits. A resourceful fellow, this Dumini. He will 
go far in life. 

The red limousine roars back to Rome. It is growing 
dark. The ear is one of many carrying people back to the 
city after having enjoyed the breezes of the country. The 
murderers are dismissed at the office of the Carriers. The 
reporters have long since* left. Only Eilipelli is still wait¬ 
ing. 

Dumini holds up his blood-soaked gloves. “Everything 
went off well,” he says, “except that there is some blood 
on the upholstery. Oh, yes, some women, too, were stand- 
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ing on the Lungo Michelangelo when we threw him in. 
They have seen, though they may not have recognized 
Matteotti.” 

“That is bad,” says Filipelli. “Let me telephone a mo¬ 
ment.” He operates the switchboard himself. A moment 
later he is back smiling. “We are going to publish the 
news that Matteotti left for Austria without even inform¬ 
ing his wife and will say that this is but another sample 
of Socialist heartlessness, cruelty, and materialism. Ha. 
ha!” 

Dumini washes his hands, changes his shirt, and goes to 
the cafe. He drinks lemonade. The conversation turns to 
the Duce’s plans to rebuild the Eternal City on the model 
of the Caesars. 

Night descends on Rome. A fresh breeze blows through 
the streets. People breathe deeply. The ruins come 
life: they are again the baths of Caraealla, the circus of 
Nero, the temple of Jupiter. The Arditi sit in the sidewalk 
cafes and watch the legs of passing women. Bats hap under 
the eaves of the Palazzo Chigi. The specter of the moon 
stands on the arch of Titus. The centuries play hide and 
seek and are mixed up in a jumble of shadows: Vestal vir¬ 
gins and blackshirts, Michelangelo and Marinetti, the 
Colosseum and the Cafe* Aragno, marble and cement, 
centaurs and motorcycles, melancholy and dust. 

In a high, cool chamber a man sits alone and reads. He 
has a bundle of papers on his table. 'I*he papers have just 
been brought in. I here are nineteen pages of rapid script, 
difficult to decipher because obviously written in great 
haste. The nineteenth page interests him more than the 
others. There he reads: “It may well be that the fate of 
Italy was decided on that day when Mussolini accepted 
the seven-million-lira bribe from the Fiat Motor Works 
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In that hour Fate began to write a new page of Italian 
history.. . 

The night is calm. The moon is sailing through the 
ruins. Through the open window comes the sound of a 
motorcar halting in the Piazza Colonna. Filipelli and 
Dumini have come to bring their report. Mussolini looks 
on the column of Marcus Aurelius and thinks of the im- 
pcrium and mare nostrum. He smiles. Danger is averted. 
Matteotti is no more. 



5 . Failure and Success of a Putsch 

In 1888 General Boulanger was the hope of the 
French Monarchists. The conferenciers in the night dubs 
of Montmartre sang: '7/ est beau, il est bon, il est brave, 
not’ petit general." General Boulanger had indeed on one 
or two occasions called the Republic: a pestilential disease. 
To call names is easier than winning battles and by itself 
is nothing extraordinary. In the witty salons of the Fau¬ 
bourg Saint-Honor^ the gran ties dames of the epoch often 
used expressions much more risque when they referred to 
Marianne. It had been noticed, though, that when the 
General spoke he had placed his hand with a significantly 
bold gesture on the handle of his sword. That teas more to 
the point. A good observer, say the Dutch, needs only half 
a wink. 

Such an observer was a young man of swarthy features 
named Charles Maurras, who in years to come: was to he 
recognized by both Mussolini and Franco as their j - 
sonal teacher and mentor among ant {democrats. Mann a* 
had his eye on General Boulanger from the moment the 
man began to rattle his saber. Maurras followed the Gen¬ 
eral around, wrote to him, spoke of him, and in the end 
succeeded in creating a movement which came to he 
known as Boulangism. The General was this movement's 
solar plexus, its glory, and finally the cause of its eclipse, 

Boulangism aimed at the restoration of the monarchy. 
Although there were not sufficient monarchists in France* 
to go around and make this possible, Maurras claimed that 
all that was needed was a bold stroke by une minmiti 
agissante, a small but militant minority, to set the ball 
rolling. The Bolsheviks have since proved Maurras’ theory 

*46 
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correct, though they have never given him credit for it. 
“Be resolute and the masses will follow you,” the young 
agitator counseled the General. "‘You will get along with¬ 
out the masses afterwards. But of this they need not be 
told till the hour comes for telling them.” 

After months of prompting by Maurras, the General 
agreed to try his luck. He was to appear on horseback on 
tire Rue Royale one evening, about the time when the 
theaters go out and the sidewalk eaf&s are crowded with 
patrons. Maurras would have his crowd of bravoes on hand 
and would raise the cry: ‘VI Vffiyste! A I’filysde!” The 
3£lysde is the presidential palace. The crowd was to take 
up the cry anti knock over the police, and some of the 
General’s military friends were to keep the troops in bar¬ 
racks while the procession of insurgents made its way up 
the broad avenue. The General was then to take posses¬ 
sion of the palace, c hase out President Sadi-Oarnot, and 
hold the place until one of the princes of the blood could 
come to Paris to claim the throne of Saint Louis. 

All went according to program on the appointed day. 
The start was auspicious. Boulanger duly appeared in 
gala uniform. He trotted past the Madeleine and swung 
into the Rue Royale. Maurras raised the shout. Thou¬ 
sands joined, and the Republic began to totter. 

It tottered for exactly half an hour. Then the oscillating 
needle steadied itself and remained that way for half a 
century. What had happened? The crowd had begun to 
sing: “ll est beau, il ext //on," etc. Everybody had shouted: 
‘VA PElysc'e,” and the General had cantered boldly for¬ 
ward. Tens of thousands of sympathizers had come up 
through the side* streets and now cluttered up the broad 
avenue. So great was the mob that it took General Bou¬ 
langer half an hour to advance a quarter of a mile. 
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that day alone 


Tust as he was turning the comer of the Place de la 
Concorde, a man fought himself through the crowd and 
handed him a telegram. He read the dispatch by the light 
of the street lamps. What he read there made him dis- 
mount at once, call for a fiacre, and return home. 3 wo 
hours later he was in the night train for Brussels 1 wo 
vears later he shot himself on his mistress* grave. It was 
Ihe announcement of her illness that had turned him from 

his design to become a kingmaker. ^ 

The hope of the royalists died m Brussels in iHHH, In 
the same city it was reborn in i m- Ami again Sharks 
Maums was the impresario. For forty long years 1m hat 
wandered in the desert in the cloak of a philosopher. I mat 
in a flash he saw the promised land. In the solitude he h.s*i 
learned that neither kings nor revolutions are math- on da- 
whim of a moment; that, instead of a general with blor.4 

mustaches, one needs a pretoti.m gnat d ami that the thrmv 
* militant minoiitv can best be ti.instated into reality 


bv a mob of ffaiijston* 

Y The gangsters hail been reunited and drilled, Thrv 
were his own camrloh du roi, or K tug's Henchmen; *Vtw 
Taittinger’s Jeuntsses /»ufrtofrv,or Pamotit’Youths** ten 
and Fram;ois de la Rta tpie's Legion of the Firry Com 
The wait was only for a t ame. an im idem, the poo hob., 
ical moment. That, too, <auu- in due time. It was il,: 
Stavisky scandal. Mannas felt so tenant that the Rrpubk 
could be brought to a fall ovrt dm affair that he nouiwi 
the Manoir d‘Anjou to 1 h* ready. I he Mamdi d Atipmu 
an unpretentious chateau tteai BneorU in whit h lived ik 
Due de Guise and his v«i, the t Mum* dr Baris. , . . 

If Guise should have mounted the tin one of Fi.ue-. k 
would have reigned uttdri the name of Jean Hi .md ha ok 
under the name of Hnui V. At the height of the «•&?• 
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vescence over the Stavisky affair, Maurras' newspaper an¬ 
nounced in dramatic headlines that the skull measure¬ 
ments, the facial contour, the voice, the color of the eyes, 
and the size of the feet of the Comte de Paris were exactly 
like those of still-lamented King Henri IV. This was not 
precisely a recommendation from the point of view of 
pulchritude. Henri IV had not been an Adonis. But he 
had been popular: a generous lover, rough of language, 
but of good heart. He it was who said that he wanted to see 
a chicken in every pot on Sundays. . . . 

The Due de Guise, “heir to the forty kings who in a 
thousand years made France,” was a collector of butterflies. 
This is an innocent hobby in itself and leaves a man ample 
time to administer some sugar plantations in Indo-China 
and two or three phosphate mines in Algiers and to clip a 
few coupons on Suez Canal bonds and Paris Gas and Elec¬ 
tricity after supper if the mood strikes him. It is all in a 
day’s work. Even pretenders must do something to keep 
themselves busy. How else keep up the pretense? Waiting 
to fill a throne is apt to be a tedious job these days when a 
paperhanger and a blacksmith’s son have cornered the 
European market, so to speak. 

It cannot be said that Guise received the long-awaited 
signal from Maurras with any show of exuberance. It 
may well be that the sickening pang of hope deferred had 
dulled the novelty. It may also be that as chef de la maison 
de France, he thought of his dignity. Whatever the case, 
Guise did think of one little matter which had entirely 
escaped the zealots of the royal cause in Paris. 

Guise informed Maurras through the brother of Colonel 
de la Rocque, who at the time was working as the chief 
liaison officer between the Manoir d’Anjou and the King’s 
Henchmen in Paris, that he would be willing to answer 
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the call o£ his people. Before packing his grips however, 
he wanted one thing cleared up- Then, as a good Bourbon, 
he showed that he had neither learned nor forgotten any¬ 
thing during the long years of exile. 

Which flag, Guise wanted to know, would float over the 
Louvre and the royal palaces when he should make his 
joyous entry and hoist himself onto the throne of Saint 
Louis? The tricolor of the Republic, of Napoleon, and of 
the July Monarchy? If so, he, the Due de Guise must be 
counted out. Never would he come to France so long as 
that infamous rag of international Freemasonry and the 
SHta remained the official standard. He would 
sooner stay with his butterflies and coupons. 

Maurras was busy printing proclamations to the Pari¬ 
sians- “The King is here at last: Vive Jean III!” But the 
Pretender’s message made him stop the presses. What? 
Start a debate in so solemn and sacred a moment, a quarrel 
over dressing before the goose was cooked, or plucked, . r 

even caught? Monseigneur was really too particular. TI* 

main job was to get into the Louvre, flag or no flag. A 
minor detail like that about flags could easily be settkl 
afterwards-for instance, after the hundred leading repuh 
licans, Herriot, Blum, and Daladier at their head (Maur¬ 
ras wrote), had been drowned like dogs in the Seine. Ciuk: 
replied petulantly that the tricolor must come down before 
he would take one step on the road to Paris. With him it 
was the reverse of the case of General Boulanger, the 
W dismounted -. 


stir from his high horse. 

The matter would have ended right then and there, tad 
it not been for the good sense of the Duke’s son, I tend 
Comte de Paris. The ancestor whom this young man wat 
said to resemble had found Paris well worth a Mass. Ik, 
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Henri, thought it worth a flag and even a whole bushel of 
flags. He informed the disconcerted monarchists that he 
xvould come to Paris even if Beelzebub sat on the roof of 
the Louvre. In fact, the scepter and the diadem stood 
ready, next to his father’s old butterfly boxes. 

That was the language Maurras liked. Now he could 
start the ball rolling. The Parisians were informed 
through the medium of a series of articles in l’Action 
Frangaise from the pen of Ldon Daudet that the Pretender’s 
son not only had the skull of le vert galant, but that he 
nourished some pretty progressive and advanced ideas. For 
example, the Comte de Paris had made a deep study of the 
Christian corporate state; he was an admirer of Mus¬ 
solini; he furthermore believed in the family, in religion, 
in law, in order, in social justice, in peace with honor, in 
a big army, in a holy crusade against Moscow, in freedom 
of conscience for Jesuits, and in Paris Gas and Electricity. 
In other words, he was a unique young man, quite like the 
five hundred thousand members of the Fiery Cross. Maur- 
xas told me once that he detested Americans because he 
said they are always trying to sell something. While selling 
the Comte de Paris to the skeptical Parisians, Maurras 
launched the second grand coup of his life. 

On February 6, 1934, his cmnelots du rai demonstrated 
on the Place de la Concorde in front of the Palais Bourbon, 
where the Chamber of Deputies was in session. Inside the 
building Daladier was defending some of his Radical 
friends against the Communists’ accusations that they were 
implicated in the Stavisky scandal. 

The demonstration took the government completely by 
surprise. Jean Chiappe, the police prefect, had gone on 
a vacation to Florence. 11 was not until he refused to return 
that it dawned on Daladier that there was a sinister con- 
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nection between the man’s absence and the riots that fol¬ 
lowed. The camelots demonstrated under the choral cries 
of: “France to the French! Down with the Jews! Hang the 
thieves on the lantern posts!” They came near breaking 
into the Palais Bourbon, whereupon Edouard Herriot, 
who presided, suspended the session and sent the deputies 
home for the day to their wives and mistresses. 

On the following day, the Chamber went into session at 
two in the afternoon. By that time the quays leading to 
the Palais Bourbon were guarded by detachments of the 
Mobile Guard; units of the regular army were camped in 
the side avenues of the Champs Elysees, and patrols of 
dragoons were riding up and down the Place de la Con¬ 
corde. Around six o’clock a group of young men, wearing 
the berets of the King’s Henchmen and carrying walking 
sticks with razor blades fastened to the ends, made a de¬ 
scent on the Place de la Concorde from the direction of the 
Tuileries terraces and, rushing past the dragoons, attacked 
a couple of motor buses and set them on fire. 

The dragoons promptly mounted and cleared the square 
with their swords. An hour later the Tuileries gardens 
were swarming with people. In one corner of the gardens 
I saw Maxime Real del Sarte and Maurice Pujo, the com¬ 
manders of the King’s Henchmen, holding a conference 
with the organization’s shock-troop leaders. In another 
section, near the Orangerie, were Andr£ Marty and Gabriel 
P<hi, surrounded by so-called “responsables” of the Com¬ 
munist party. Slowly the crowd filtered into the square. 
When at seven o’clock the troopers received the order to 
clear the way, they were received with brickbats and burn¬ 
ing hoops of straw, which the Henchmen deftly tossed 
around the horses’ necks. 

While this running fight was going on in the square. 
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a procession of ex-service men belonging to a Fascist 
veterans’ organization, the Union Nationale des Combat- 
tants, came marching down the Champs Llysees and was 
halted by a cordon of police at the entrance of the square 
between the two statues of the Horses of Marly, which is 
the place where the guillotine stood in the days of 
Robespierre’s Terror. Their leaders entered into an argu¬ 
ment with the police inspectors. Claiming that Daladier 
had granted permission for their demonstration, they de¬ 
manded passage. 

While the debate was waxing hot, the Communists sud¬ 
denly stormed into the square from the opposite side, 
sweeping the dragoons before them in one overwhelming 
mass movement. Only black-helmeted members of the 
Mobile Guard, Daladier’s special police, stood their 
ground at the Pont dc la Concorde. The Mobiles let the 
fleeing troopers pass through their ranks and fired a warn¬ 
ing salvo into the air. 'That volley exasperated the crowd’s 
temper. More thousands pressed into the square, with the 
result that the Mobiles were pressed so closely that they 
could not raise their carbines to fire but were forced to 
engage in hand-to-hand fighting with the mob. 

In the meantime the mounted detachments, which had 
passed through the lines, had dismounted on the Quai 
d’Orsay. They were patting their horses and nursing their 
bruises when they were attacked by a section of the crowd 
that had come upon them by rushing across the Pont Royal, 
which connects the Right and the Left Bank of the Seine, 
from the Louvre’s Pavilion dc Flore to the Rue du Bac. 

In a flash, dozens of horses were racing around with 
burning hoops of straw around their necks. The troopers 
had drawn their sabers, but they were being pushed into 
the river one by one. A good number of them were 
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drowned. The government never published the number 
of casualties suffered by the police forces. 

By that time fighting was general on the Place de la 
Concorde, on the quais, and the Champs Elysdes. Some 
machine guns on the terrace walls of the Palais Bourbon 
had gone into action. They were still firing above the heads 
of the crowd. Had they not done so, they would have 
mowed down the Mobile Guards, who had their backs to¬ 
ward them holding off the mob. 

But the firing did not disperse the mob. Something else 
did. A few minutes before ten o’clock, the Communists, 
who had taken the lead in the storming of the bridge in 
front of the Chamber of Deputies, suddenly withdrew 
from the battle. I saw the “responsables” going through 
the mob, ordering an immediate cessation of the attack. 
In less than an hour the Fascist organizations stood alone 
before the walls of armed men guarding the approaches 
to the Palais Bourbon. 

What had happened to make the Leftists withdraw from 
the fight at a moment when it seemed that the next push, 
by sheer weight of numbers, would have carried the mob 
right into the corridors of the Palais Bourbon? 

I asked Paul Vaillant-Couturier, the editor of Humanite, 
whom I encountered late that night “retreating" up the 
Avenue de l’Op^ra. He said the whole fight had been a 
tactical error on the part of the Communists. They had 
not realized that they had become the unwitting instru¬ 
ments of Maurras and the Fascists in general. 

“We thought at first that it was merely to be a demon¬ 
stration against the government,” he said, “In this we 
could join. But when we discovered that we were being 
pushed into something that was intended as a Fascist 
coup d’itat , we stopped immediately.” 
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“How did you find out that this was to have been a 
Fascist Putsch?” I asked. 

“Through Weygand!” he said. 

“How so Weygand?” I asked. 

“Our men on the Place dc la Concorde were told by the 
King’s Henchmen and members of the Fiery Cross that 
if we could reach the Chamber gates, Weygand would send 
one or two regiments to help....” 

The fighting was not resumed the next day. Daladier 
resigned under the cry of "assassin of the people.” Maurras 
raved and fumed in his newspaper, l'Action Franfaise. He 
could hardly say that the failure of the Putsch was due to 
the defection of the Communists. His militant minority 
had simply failed to carry the masses along with it. 

It was the second failure in forty years. But there was 
one phrase in Maurras’ article which blew the gaff and 
which gave away the fundamental purpose of the bloody 
masquerade on the Place tie la Concorde on February 7, 
l 934* It was this: "From this moment onward war with 
Germany becomes inevitable.” That was true. Having 
failed to install a Fascist regime by their own strength, the 
French reactionaries could only hope that in a war with 
Hitler France would be defeated and that the Fuehrer 
woultl install the regime they desired. 

On February 7, 1934, the basis was laid for what oc¬ 
curred in May and June, 1940. 







6 . Politics and Souls 

The bloody week of February, 1934, which saw thf? 
national army of Austria shoot down the Viennese Social 
Democrats has almost been forgotten in the presence o! 
the mountains of human woe that the ensuing years have 
accumulated. And indeed, gruesome and shocking though 
it all was—the unprovoked attack on the working-class dis¬ 
tricts of the old Austrian capital, the bombardment fcv 
artillery of the apartment houses, and the subsequec 
hounding and hanging of the labor leaders—it appears o 
but a momentary and minor disturbance when viewed : 
the light of such appalling events as the systematic exa¬ 
mination of the conquered Slav natious-thc Czechs, C - 
Poles, and the Serbs—and the indescribable horrors c 
dieted on the Jews by t he Nazi barbarians. 

How trivial an impression does that distant week ? 
fighting in Vienna make in the immense panorama of t r 
world’s tragedy today, when we see the shackles of slavr-' 
being forged around an entire continent? 

Yet, the fatal hour wherein Dollfms staged his is: 
guinary coup and destroyed what had been one of 
most hopeful and successful experiments in social i ; 
economic planning of the postwar era, that hour is ne> ? 
theless one of the decisive moments in modern htstor m 
more than one respect. 

For not only did the diminutive Chancellor, by hb u : 
provoked assault on the workers of Vienna and on tb*>? 
democratic institutions, disarm and destroy the only t’e .: 
that would have enabled Austria to put up a tlespti. ? 
resistance against the Nazi invasion when it came four wm 
later, but his action marked an important step forward .: 

45 « 
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the Vatican’s policy of reconquering what it had lost in 
Europe and in the world by the Reformation. 

It is true that a great deal of what Rome lost by the 
Reformation had been recovered long before Dollfuss’ 
exploit. Through the Counter Reformation and through 
the efforts of the nineteenth-century Popes, in all the coun¬ 
tries that had remained Catholic and also in many terri¬ 
tories that had become Protestant, the old authority had 
long since been re-established, albeit in new forms. For the 
Church had never abandoned its pretensions to domina¬ 
tion. It had merely changed the methods and the tactics of 
regaining a dominant position in a changing world.* 

The modem state grew up in the shadow of the Church. 
The noise of the struggle between Church and State fills 
the silent centuries of the later Middle Ages and the be¬ 
ginning of the modern era (silent, that is, in comparison 
with the tumult of our time). The Church definitely lost 
out in that struggle, but nevertheless this organization, 
whose motto is semper eadem, always the same, and which 
calmly attributes to itself divine approval, has never given 
up its ancient claims. These it has guarded till our day, 
along with the peculiarly ambiguous status of being both 
a world congregation of the faithful and a political institu¬ 
tion chiefly concerned with gaining and regaining power. 

If, after the Reformation, after the French and Ameri¬ 
can Revolutions, the Era of Enlightenment, the Age of 

* “Throughout the whole modern epoch and down to today the claim 
of the Papacy to authority has suffered not the smallest change, as may be 
studied conveniently in the well-known encyclical of Pius IX of Decem¬ 
ber 8, 1864 ... no historic document was ever more clear and precise/’ 
John Jay Chapman in The Forum Magazine of April 1925 on “America 
and Roman Catholicism.” 

A book proving again the papal* yearning for temporal power is The 
State and the Church by Ryan and Millar. This book bears the im¬ 
primatur of the late Patrick Cardinal Hayes. 
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Reason, and the dawn of liberalism, the Church could no 
longer overcome her opponents by being against the state, 
it set out to try and overcome them with the help of the 
state. The goal had not changed, only the means to the 
goal. Of course, the Church denies this. Ostensibly, like 
any other religious body, it merely seeks the salvation of 
souls and the triumph of Christian principles in society. 
But the Roman Church also retains a political organiza¬ 
tion that all the other Christian bodies lack. It is this 
political organization which makes the Roman Church 
one of the most important factors in a period of historical 
transition such as ours, when humanity is faced with the 
decision of continuing its march on the road toward de¬ 
mocracy or of reverting to a pattern of authoritarianism 
such as prevailed in those olden times when the suit of tk* 
Roman Church also stood highest. 

Now, it is true that, data supplied in the published 
works and in the public declaim ions of prelates and sf mkc 
men to prove the ceaseless striving of the Roman t Uumh 
for power cannot he so easily found as in the case of ut!w 
political organizations, where one always finds some Pm? c 
sor Haushofer or Baron Tanaka letting the cat out of sic: 
bag. As the oldest international organization in existed:, 
the Church has not only gained an incomparable authnmv 
and a respect, which in the case of American Protests: 
amounts to something like inviolability or untoiu liability 
but it has also acquired a vast experience by virtue of whtdt 
her prelates and princes with infallible instinct tie or «v 
a word more than they wish the public to know. A bi.dvy, 
who told tales out of school in the* same* boyishly bcusd ii 
manner as De Bono once spilled tin* beaus about Mui- 
solini’s planned aggression against Ethiopia would W in¬ 
conceivable. 



IRREVOCABLE HOURS 459 

Fortunately, however, not all Catholics are prelates, and 
therefore the world has come to know of the existence, in 
the bosom of the Church itself, of a exit ical attitude toward 
the Vatican’s renewed and intensified interest and partici¬ 
pation in world politics*. The actions of Dollfuss, to 
whom the pope’s Secretary of State wired the papal blessing 
on the termination of the blood bath in Viennat; the 
triumph of Fascism in Spain and the subsequent reception 
by the Supreme Pontiff of the leaders of the Falange; the 
praise periodically bestowed on the Fascist state of Portu¬ 
gal in the (hsarvatore Romano; the refusal of the French 
Benedictines to take up the task of “evangelizing” Russia#, 
anti the protests by the Patriarch of the Coptic Church 
against the Romani/,ation of the Coptic communion in 
Ethiopia after the Italian conquest,—these are but a few of 
the incidents that focused attention on the Vatican’s pro¬ 
found interest and role in the major events of our time. 

Although public pronouncements on this subject are 
n< >t pleat iful, act ions, which speak louder than words, have 
incontrovertibly established the fact, that the new world- 
political interventions of the Vatican date from the rise of 
Fascism. The predecessor of the present pontilf, Pius XI, 
initiated and intensified this new interest of the Vatican in 
world events. Before he commenced his reign in ujss, 
Pius XL as Monsignor Achille Ratti, was nuncio to Poland. 

I le was present in Warsaw in August, 1920, when the rapid 
advance of Simeon Budenny’s Red cavalry brought the 

# These mtiot are virtually all layman: William Tending, Georges 
Bemanos, Jo# Bergamfrt, Ft annuls Mauriae, Lament e Fernsworch, and 
mhrrs. 

f Reported in file RekfmfwU of Vienna, News Wiener Journal , and 
AV ur /mV? under date of February 14, 1934. 

t Reported in the Manure de France* issue of December, 1939, by 
Nicolas Brianchaninov, 
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Bolsheviks within sight of the Polish capital. While other 
diplomats fled, the nuncio remained behind. Polish his¬ 
tory books assert that he, General Weygand, anti Herbert 
Hoover are the men who organized the defense with Josef 
Pilsudski and that to their steadfastness and strategy must 
be attributed the “Miracle of the Vistula"—that is to say, 
the rolling back of the Red armies*. 

Upon his appointment to the archbishopric of Milan, 
which was the center of the Fascist movement, Monsignor 
Ratti made the acquaintance of the leader of that move¬ 
ment, Signor Mussolini, and recognized in him the incor¬ 
poration not only of anti-Bolshevik but of antidemocratic 
sentiraents as well. Although he was an atheist, and even 
a militant one, Mussolini’s olfer to recognize the Church 
as an ally in the light was not turned down. When, at du- 
inauguration of the monument to the Unknown Soldi*a 
in Milan Cathedral, Mussolini asked the Archbishop if hr 
could bring his blackshirts into the Duomo, Monsignor 
Ratti not only acceded to the request but saw to it that dm 
band of notorious assassins occupied the scats of honor. 

In June of Monsignor Ratti received the red hat 
from Pope Benedict XV and in January of the following 
year when the Pontiff died, the torn lave elevated him in 
St. Peter’s chair. In his reign, during the latte r pan «;f 
which Monsignor Pacelli, now, as they say in diplomats,* 
language, glarieust’mt'nL rvgnant under the title of Pius 
XII, functioned as secretary of state, the Vatican legaiwl 
a mobility of political action that was reminiscent of its 
role in the Middle Ages. 

Monsignor Ratti’s mission as nunc to to Poland had been 
to win back that province of the (Ihurth, which had fieett 

♦ Dr. Jan Romeyn* Mm him rnn mu*n TtfU, 

Amsterdam, 1917* 
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lost in the eighteenth century. He fulfilled this task with 
success. The Polish Republic organized that campaign of 
terror and forceful conversion to Catholicism which The 
Manchester Guardian, the most fearless and honest news¬ 
paper in the world, fully reported (also, several books have 
been published on the subject). All the reports give one 
sacl refrain of the persecution of the Ukrainian minority 
by the Poles. Here it was not a case of a few thousands 
but of a mass of ten million human beings who, in the 
years right after the First World War, and again in 1930- 
•; 1, were subjected to a terroristic drive for conversion on 
the part of Church and State. 

Those events, says Jan Roineyn, a Dutch professor who 
investigated the horrors and who has devoted a great deal 
of study* to the Vatican’s activity in recent years, lead one 
to ask whether the great French historian of the nineteenth 
century was not right in saying that the misery of Poland 
began in the sixteenth century when the French candidate 
scorned the Polish throne, taking with him the crown 
jewels but. leaving the Jesuits behind. The atrocities re¬ 
ported by The Manchester Guardian, Bochenfelst, and 
others are too harrowing to repeat; moreover, they are al¬ 
ways the same. The result alone is important. The result 
was that the Ukrainian peasant who had escaped from the 
oppression of ezarism fell back into the hands of Warsaw 
and Rome. It is hard to say which of them was worse. 

His land trampled by the Polish soldiery, he himself 
impoverished, his Orthodox—Creek Catholic—clergy ex¬ 
pelled, his schools and churches Romanized, it all meant a 

* Dr. Jan Romeyn: Cn'kt Urstek. chapter: "Do Paus in tic Politick” 
(The Pope in Politics), tfitgcversmaaischappy W. tie Ilaan, Utrecht, 

‘ 989 * 

f Arthur von hot henfcls, Das ist Poland! Siemen Verlag, 1934, Berlin. 
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triumph for the Roman organization, which recouped the 
loss in souls it had suffered when the Ukrainian provinces 
had been attributed to Russia at the partition of Poland. 
The campaign of terror in the Ukraine, which was a ruth¬ 
less attempt at Polonization of a racial and religious 
minority, was encouraged by Rome as an act ad majorem 
Dei gloriam. Did it not bring a few million schismatics 
back to the one true faith * ? 

Poland offers a sample of the way in which the Church 
works through the state and uses the state to gain her ends 
and also demonstrates the dual nature of the Roman 
Internationale. Apologists of Catholic action never fail to 
admonish non-Catholics critical of the Vatican's historv 
and its mode of procedure that it is time to forget the daik 
Middle Ages with their Inquisition and autos-da-fe, cm 
sades against Albigenses, anti campaigns of exterminator, 
in the Netherlands. Yet, in Poland it was shown that the 
Church is semper eadern: it never changes. It returns t*» 
the use of violence or at least condones it when it is a 
question of capturing souls or of extending its political 
power as soon as the opportunity presents itself. 

Upon attaining the high dignity and authority *.!’ 
supreme leadership, Pius XI, encouraged by his success 
in eastern Europe, initiated a vast program of action! in 
the rest of the world. First came the integration of vast 
masses of laymen iti the struggle for the (Hum h, a move 
quite in conformity with the programs of other world- 

•For propaganda purjmses the Chimb has always had a j5n-.1t d-it 
to say on the fate of the Christians in Russia, hut that Rome has in reaie.y 
no feeling of friendship or brothcihood lor the Orthodox Chun h. Imf, 
has persecuted its members when it gets its hands on them is pawd set 
in silence. 

t A study of the general policy of Pius XI may he found in I.uep 
Savatorelli, Pio XI e la sua eredita jKintilicale. Turin, I.immdt, nyy>p 
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political movements, such as Communism and Fascism, 
which had also come to the conclusion that nothing could 
be achieved without a mass basis. In the Church this move¬ 
ment has come to be known under the name of Catholic 
Action. The second point on the Pope’s program was 
missions, with a hoped-for result of reconquering lost 
provinces of the Church. Finally, the third point was the 
restoration of the papal state. 

The restoration of the papal state was accomplished in 
February, 1929, with the signing of the Lateran Treaty. 
Although the Pope’s new kingdom was but of small area, 
the Roman Pontiff became once again a recognized 
sovereign. But with the signing of the Lateran Treaty, the 
Church also regained a second lost province—Italy. 

The Vatican w;is given control of the Italian schools 
•with exception of the universities; Catholicism was ele¬ 
vated to the position of a state religion, a device by which 
all criticism is squelched automatically; divorce was made 
impossible; the spirituals received a salary, and the mo¬ 
nastic orders were recognized as legal entities and allowed 
to acquire property. The only one of the Pope’s demands 
that was not; acceded to by Mussolini was the incorporation 
of canon law in the civil code. So Italy became the second 
province Pius XI reconquered for the Church. 

Although conflicts between the Vatican and the Italian 
state could scarcely be avoided while Mussolini was con¬ 
stantly intensifying the totalitarian character of the state, 
after 1931 little more was heard of friction between the 
two, a circumstance that would tend to show that there has 
since been a progressive Vaticanization of Italy as well as 
a Fascistization of the Vatican. 

Austria was the third province reconquered by Rome. 
In that country the democratic evolution of social insti- 
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tutions was forcibly interrupted by Engelbert Dollfuss, 
who set out to build the corporate state on the basis of the 
ideals outlined by the Pope in his program, the encyclical 
Quadragesimo Anno of 1931. But in Austria the process 
of clericalization initiated by Dollfuss was interrupted 
when Austria was annexed by Hitler and the successor of 
Dollfuss, Kurt Schuschnigg, sent to a concentration camp. 

Ethiopia was the fourth province the Pope reconquered 
in 1936. But with this advance came two disadvantages. In 
democratic countries papal policy began to be viewed with 
suspicion. Even in Catholic circles, the distinction be¬ 
tween the Pope as spiritual head of the faithful and as a 
political figure was sharpened. The fear of some Catholic 
observers, expressed at the time of the signing of the 
Lateran Treaty, that the one Rome, in apparently regain¬ 
ing its independence, had in reality become the prisoner of 
the other Rome, seemed to be substantiated. The second 
disadvantage was that the ruthless conquest of a colored 
people by a white nation led to the gravest repercussions 
on the progress of missions amongst colored races else¬ 
where. The haste with which the Vatican strove to Cath¬ 
olicize the old Coptic Church of Ethiopia also produced 
considerable misgivings in Greek-Orthodox countries, as 
in Rumania, for instance, where the Vatican had initiated 
a movement looking to a healing of the Great Eastern 
Schism of the year 1054. 

Spain was province number five regained from the 
clutches of democracy. Whether the Vatican was involved 
in the preparations for the rebellion of the generals in 
1936 has not yet been established. But in Mussolini’s shop 
across the street they were definitely involved and were 
scarcely trying to hide from the world what was planned 
in Spain. The higher Spanish clergy were also au courant 



IRREVOCABLE HOURS 465 

with what the generals had in mind and took their side 
the moment franco started his rebellion. No disavowal 
of their actions came from Rome. On the contrary. Al¬ 
though there lived in loyalist territory as many faithful 
Catholics as in the rest of Spain, although the loyal Cath¬ 
olic Basques chose, in close community of spirit with their 
clergy, the side of the government, although the incon¬ 
ceivably backward social conditions in Spain could not 
have been unknown to the Pope, the Vatican did not hesi¬ 
tate to take its stand on the side of the word- and oath- 
breaking generals. To Pins XI and his Secretary of State 
the Spanish government was “a Bolshevistic sympton,” and 
apparently they agreed with Mussolini that no Bolshevism 
could be tolerated in the lands around the Mediterranean. 

But the choice of the Pope in the Spanish civil war was 
determined by additional considerations: a Catholic Spain 
means a Catholic South America and in that lies the hope 
of a reactionary turnover in Mexico and the creation of a 
countercurrent to the opposing democratic: currents that 
flow southwards from the great republic in North America. 

In the matter of blocking democratic influences in 
Latin America, effective support for the Vatican's policy 
is also derived from Portugal, which is the mother country 
of the most powerful South American state, Brazil. Portu¬ 
gal, where the Churc h enjoys a virtual religious monopoly 
and where Protestant groups are persecuted, is the pro¬ 
fessed model and ideal of the Vatican and of American 
Catholics. It is a land where a rigorous press censorship 
holds sway, where education is degenerating, and where 
the standard of living could scarcely be lower*. The influ¬ 
ence Portugal exercises on South America and especially 
on Brazil may best he illustrated by President Oliveira 

* William C. Atkinson, Fortnightly Review, August 1937. 
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Salazar’s summary of his policy in his book Doctrine and 
Action . He says: “We are antiparliamentarians, antidem¬ 
ocrats, antiliberals, and we are determined to establish the 
corporate state on the Italian model.... To believe that 
the liberty of the people is linked to democracy or par- 
liamentarianism is to be blind to the evidence that the 
political and social life of every period of history affords.” 

At the Genoa Conference of March, 1922, the Vatican 
made its first efforts to establish contact with the Bolshe¬ 
viks, its object being to review the question of a reunion 
of the two great halves of the Catholic: body that had be¬ 
come separated in 1054. The Bolsheviks flatly refused to 
enter into negotiations. Result: the Pope’s attitude to¬ 
ward Communism and toward the Soviet Union became 
more irreconcilable than ever and from time to time even 
assumed the form of preaching a crusade. 

It was this anti-Soviet attitude that led the Vatican to 
see not only in Italian Fascism a natural ally but also a 
possible ally in German National Socialism. Pope Pitts 
XII hastened, in spite of the* hesitancy of his Secretary of 
State, who was conversant wit h eondit ictus in the Reich, to 
enter Into a concordat with the Reich, scarcely half a year 
after Hitler’s accession to power. But this did not solve 
the difficulties. Quite the contrary. They were of a nature 
similar to those that had arisen in Italy in 19:51, but of 
greater magnitude, for German fascism Is more consistent, 
more thorough, than the Italian brand. 

Although an authoritarian and a totalitarian state may 
look the same from a democratic point of view, there 
nevertheless exists a deep abyss between them. As ready 
as the Pope was to recognize in the authoritarian form 
of government his own ideal, he could not accept without 
important qualification the concept ion of the state as a 
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totality. The education of the youth cannot be given up by 
the Church without giving itself up. Moreover, the Church 
as an international and in theory, supranational organiza¬ 
tion could never accept the Nazi doctrine of Nordic supe¬ 
riority. So while the Church’s position in Germany re¬ 
mains uncertain, the drive continues in another direction. 

Fascism is the synthesis of all the reactionary move¬ 
ments which were pitted against democracy in the last 
century and which were actively supported by Rome*. 
With the collapse of the French Republic and the in¬ 
troduction of the corporate state by P6tain, another prov¬ 
ince was brought hack to the bosom of the church. In 
the first week after Itis elevation to the dignity of chef 
d'etat, Petain restored the crucifixes to the schoolrooms 
and the courts and brought back the monastic orders. He 
received the blessing of Pope Pius XII ten days after he 
came to power: the Vatican knew well what the old man 
was up to. 'The public-school system of France, which 
was the most carefully nurtured institution under the 
Republic and which Rome never ceased to attack and 
undermine, is being dericalized, while the Vatican, with 
its eyes to the east, trains teachers and priestst for the 
moment when Germany shall have conquered the west¬ 
ern part of the Soviet Union. 

* Charles Ouignebcrt, professor at the Sorbonne, Le Chmtianisme 
meduhml et mMcrnc, Elummarion, Paris, 19*7, p. a(»7; lgoazio Silone, 
JOer Fascisms, Kumpa-Verlag, /unit h, i<i3l, p. a 33 ft seq. 

+ During the pontificate of Pius Xf several pedagogic and religious 
institutions were set up in Rome for the formation of a clergy and a body 
of missionaries that would he ready to take the field in Russia the mo¬ 
ment the opportunity should present itself This work is carried on 
under the direction of the jKmtifical commission "Pro Russia" in the 
Collegium Russkum, the Congtegation of the Eastern Church, and the 
Abbey of Cirotta Renata. Three periodicals are published dealing with 
the Russian phase of the Chimb's activity; Orientalia Christiana, Irani- 
Aon, and Russia at ChrHicntt. 



7 . A Pious Fraud That Is a 
Real Threat 

In the twenty-second and twenty-third chapters of the 
Second Book of Kings, the story is told how, in the 
eighteenth year of the life of King Josiah, i.e., in the year 
622 b.c., Shaphan, the King’s secretary, was sent to the 
Temple to collect from the public offertories the money 
deposited by worshipers for the repair and maintenance 
of the sanctuary. When Shaphan arrived at the Temple, 
the High Priest Hilkiah met him and said: “I have found 
the book of the law in the house of the Lord." With 
these words he handed him the document. After having 
given an account of his financial mission, Shaphan read 
the newly found law to the King. Upon hearing the 
word of God, Josiah was thrown into consternation. He 
tore his garments in token of distress and said to Shaphan: 
“Great is the wrath of the Lord that is kindled against 
us, because our fathers have not hearkened unto the 
words of this book, to do according unto all that which 
is written concerning us." 

After that Josiah proceeded to acquaint the pedple 
with contents of the scroll, for he seems to have made 
up his mind at once to make it the fundamental code of 
his kingdom. It is written that he concluded an alliance 
with his people before Yahveh, which means that he 
exacted a solemn promise from his subjects to observe 
all the prescriptions of the new code. 

The adoption of the newly found law as the supreme 
code of the land was followed by a number of radical 
reforms: the quarters of the temple prostitutes were de- 

468 
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stroyed; the altars to the astral gods were leveled with 
tire ground; the chariots and the horses consecrated to 
the sun, which Solomon had introduced into the sane-, 
tuary, were removed; the practice of necromancy, sooth¬ 
saying, and magic was forbidden; the groves in the valley 
of Hinnom, where children had been immolated, were 
disturbed, and finally, the priests and levites serving 
throughout the land on the hills and in the gardens dedi¬ 
cated to strange deities were ordered to come into Jerusa¬ 
lem, where they wore placed in the service of Yahveh 
alone. 

What King Josiah, or, rather, the priest Hilkiah, had 
discovered was part of the codex known as the Law of 
Moses, and can be found in Deuteronomy, the fifth book 
of the Pentateuch. Not that Moses was the author of 
that book, or that he had received it in some supernatural 
revelation on top of a smoking mountain in the heart of 
the desert of Sinai. 'Lite law that Hilkiah and his col¬ 
leagues had secretly drawn up in the colleges of the 
temple was simply attributed to Moses in order to give 
it the prestige of ancient authority and divine inspiration. 

As preliminary to their monotheistic reforms, Josiah 
and Hilkiah suddenly produced the Law of God as re¬ 
vealed unto Moses and declared to the astonished people 
that it had just been recovered from some dust-covered 
corner of the Temple library. A reading of that law 
showed that it was dead set against the polytheistic abomi¬ 
nations to which the Hebraic tribes abandoned them¬ 
selves in imitation of the Canaanitcs amongst whom they 
had come to dwell and whom they had partly conquered 
and absorbed. The law, curiously enough, set forth pre¬ 
cisely those reforms which the prophetic school had been 
urging in vain on Josiah’s royal predecessors. 
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The discovery of that law was a pious fraud. Former 
attempts to banish the worship of foreign deities had 
^failed. But the program of national religious reform, 
as advocated by the zealots of the prophetic school and 
accepted by Josiah (which involved, also, profound 
changes in the Judean social order), could no longer be 
stayed or opposed. The program had divine sanction. 

Hilkiah knew what he was about when he suddenly 
stumbled on the scroll in a forgotten nook of the Temple. 
He produced the program that was to guide the people 
of Judea in the organization of the future theocratic state. 
What Hilkiah had “found” was a national religious and 
political program. 

That pious fraud of antiquity, which must be con¬ 
sidered one of the major blessings bestowed on humanity 
in that it constituted the primary impulse in the spiritual 
evolution that led to and blossomed in Christianity, may 
well have served as model and inspiration to Baron Ta¬ 
naka, when he submitted a memorial to the Mikado in 
1927. This document of the Nipponese Foreign Minister 
outlined in detail a program of Japanese imperialist 
expansion, beginning with establishment of Japanese con¬ 
sol over Manchuria and leading eventually to domina- 
tion over all China, Indonesia, Siam and Indo-China, the 
South Sea Islands, India, Australia, the Far Eastern Re¬ 
gion of the USSR, the whole Pacific basin, and, finally, 
Japanese control of Europe and America. 

This program was presented as the testament of the 
Emperor Meiji, who was supposed to have conceived its 
terms through direct inspiration from his deified ances¬ 
tors. In other words, it was “the way of the gods” re¬ 
vealed in a supernatural manner: a schema and program 
to be followed and carried out by the Japanese warrior 
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caste and the people in fulfillment of Japan’s divinely 
appointed destiny. 

s such, it is as much of a myth as Hilkiah’s discovery 
in the Temple of Jerusalem. We may be quite sure that 
the gods of Japan, whoever they are, had nothing to do 
with the Tanaka Memorial. In reality, Baron Tanaka’s 
document is a generalization of the plans and aspirations 
of the not-so-prophetic school of Japanese big business¬ 
men and of the army and navy leaders. The purpose of 
the mythical mise en scene was to affix the imperial ap¬ 
proval and, through the peculiar half-divine aura that 
surrounds the Emperor, to establish divine sanction for 
the long-range plans of economic domination by the Mit¬ 
sui and Mitsubishi banking, steamship, and mining trusts. 

Just as the prophetic monotheists in Jerusalem invoked 
the authority of Moses and of Yahveh for the reforms 
contemplated and carried out by Josiah, so the Japanese 
imperialists palmed off their vast expansionist program 
as a command from the deities. Even as the torah of the 
Lord was to set the Jews on the way to building a theo¬ 
cratic state, so the Tanaka Memorial maps out the na¬ 
tional vocation of the Japanese people: taking possession 
of the better part of the habitable globe and of the seas. 

In America the Tanaka Memorial has never been 
taken as a serious document. To the sober-minded Occi¬ 
dental this chart of imperialist policy, wrapped in a 
mythological package and passed off as the last will and 
testament of an Emperor whose mind had been wander¬ 
ing for years, seemed too much like the stuff that dreams 
are made of and to belong rather to the realm of fancy 
than to a world of factual reality. It is also true that the 
Japanese themselves have time and again branded the 
Tanaka Memorial as a Chinese forgery, a spurious docu- 
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ment concocted by Chinese propagandists to arouse the 
suspicions of the United States as to Japan’s intentions 
with regard to the Anglo-American spheres of interest in 
the Pacific. 

The document came to light in 1927. Although its 
authenticity was immediately denied by Japan, the 
Japanese army nevertheless invaded Manchuria in 1931. 
That was the first phase of the plan as laid down in the 
Tanaka Memorial, which says that Japan’s first step to¬ 
ward the conquest of China must be the occupation of 
Manchuria. That done, Japan has scrupulously adhered 
to the program of expansion as laid down in the Memo¬ 
rial, following its directions step by step. 

But in the case of Japan, as in the case of the ambitions 
of the Pan-Germans, who through their incredible 
Fuehrer openly spoke for years of their intention to set 
up das Weltreich der Deutschen —the world empire of the 
Germans—and who, within view of the whole world, 
have come a long way in carrying that plan into execu¬ 
tion, the peoples and the governments of western Europe 
and of the Americas have always behaved as if there was 
not a cloud on their horizon. 

Publication of the Tanaka Memorial, in spite of the 
substantiation of its authenticity, if by no other evidence 
than the advances of the Japanese army into Manchuria, 
China, and Indo-China, was for a long time discouraged 
in America and in Britain and Russia as well. 

The hush around the Memorial was imposed, I imag¬ 
ine, in order not to give offense to the Japanese war lords. 
As late as April, 1940, Rear Admiral Taussig, an au¬ 
thority on Pacific affairs, referred to the Tanaka Memo¬ 
rial in his report to the Senate Committee on Naval 
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Affairs. Taussig was promptly disavowed by his own de¬ 
partment. 

On the other hand, the Soviet government, which pos¬ 
sesses a photostated copy of the Memorial in the archives 
of the Commissariat of Foreign Affairs, could scarcely 
reveal its existence as long as Stalin’s appeasement policy, 
which culminated in the nonaggression pact of 1941, held 
sway. 

But whereas the silence maintained on the incriminat¬ 
ing document has not done either the Anglo-Saxon 
powers or the Soviet Union any good, it has been of con¬ 
siderable service to Japan, for the failure to take it 
seriously allowed every move of the Japanese army to 
come to the democratic peoples as a surprise. Future 
moves, though clearly set forth in the Memorial, are still 
the subject of speculation on the part of political analysts 
and molders of public opinion because of their ignorance 
of or disbelief in this document. 

In one of his last articles* Leon Trotsky wrote that he 
could vouch for the fact that the Tanaka Memorial was 
first photographed in the Ministry of Naval affairs in 
Tokyo and brought to Moscow as an undeveloped film. 
Me was the first person to see the document in English 
and Russian translations of the Japanese text. 

Trotsky wrote that it would have required a genius 
to execute so complete a forgery with such penetration 
into the objective situation and the political psychology 
of Japan’s ruling circles, and he added that geniuses as a 
rule do not occupy themselves with forgeries but devote 
their energies to other pursuits. To be sure, he goes 


* The Fourth International, June 1941- 
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on to say, “there was no scarcity of forgeries during the 
last war and the ensuing postwar years. Suffice it to recall 
the notorious Sisson documents on the Soviet Republic. 
As a general rule—and I know of no exceptions—docu¬ 
ments of this type are extremely crude. They tend to 
reveal the psychology of the forgers themselves or of the 
circles for whom they are intended rather than the psy¬ 
chology of those individuals or groups in whose name 
the forgeries are committed*. If such documents meet 
with credibility, it is only because of lack of fa miliarity 
with the milieu from which they reportedly emanate. 
The Soviet Government,” Trotsky goes on to say, “con¬ 
sisted of individuals completely unknown to world public 
opinion. Small wonder that it was possible to ascribe to 
them any goal or aim whatsoever, and depict these things 
in any kind of language. 

“It is otherwise with the Imperial Government of 
Japan. It constitutes an ancient and traditional milieu. 
Whoever has carefully followed the evolution of Japanese 
politics cannot fail to recognize that the document, with 
its cynical realism and icy fanaticism of the ruling caste, 
originates in this milieu. The document is credible. The 
text is valid. The contents gain credence because they 
speak for themselves.” 

Then he tells the story of how the Tanaka Memorial 
fell into the hands of the Soviet Foreign Office. It appears 
that Felix Dzerzhinsky, who was head of the GPU and the 
Russian Intelligence Service back in 1925, enjoyed the 
services of a very trusted functionary who had direct ac¬ 
cess to the secret archives of the Japanese Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs. This man had over a certain length of 

* A case in point is the forgery known as "The Protocols of the Elders 
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time furnished the Soviet government with some very valu¬ 
able information. His work as a foreign spy, says Trot¬ 
sky, was marked by great precision and conscientiousness 
in. fulfilling his obligations. He had informed Dzerzhin¬ 
sky, through othef agents, of course, that there existed in 
the Tokyo archives a document of the greatest impor¬ 
tance. Dzerzhinsky, in describing to his colleagues in the 
Politbureau what he had learned of the contents of the 
secret document, thought that in and of itself it could 
provoke international upheavals, events of vast impor¬ 
tance, even war between Japan and the United States. 
Trotsky remained skeptical. 

"Wars are not produced by documents,” Trotsky ob¬ 
jected to Dzerzhinsky. But the chief of the GPU insisted: 

‘ ‘You have no conception of the importance of this docu¬ 
ment: it is the program of the ruling circles, approved 
by the Mikado himself; it embraces the seizure of China, 
the destruction of the United States, world domination.” 

"Mightn’t your agent be duped?” Trotsky asked. “No 
one writes such documents as a rule. Why should such 
plans be put down on paper?” 

The Japanese functionary had offered to copy the docu¬ 
ment, but the GPU representative in Japan, on instruc¬ 
tions from Moscow, demanded photographic copies. This 
was much more difficult. To photograph the Memorial 
it was necessary either to introduce a GPU technician 
into the premises of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs or 
to teach the Japanese functionary the art of photography. 
These technical difficulties caused a delay in obtaining 
the document. In the end, however, several photographic 
copies of each page were taken, and the film was then 
forwarded by two or three different routes. All the copies 
arrived safely in Moscow. 



THAT DAY ALONE 


476 

When the document was translated, it staggered the 
readers among whom were, first of all, Trotsky and 
Dzerzhinsky, but also Chicherin, Voroshilov, Stalin, and 
other members of the Politbureau. Bukharin believed so 
little in its authenticity on first sight that he expressed 
the thought that it was perhaps a poem. Trotsky, too, 
was astonished by the contents of the Memorial, but he 
did not in the least doubt its authenticity, acquainted 
as he was with the history of the document, the way it 
came into Soviet hands, and its internal validity. 

“If we grant,” Trotsky wrote after the Japanese had 
branded the Memorial a Chinese forgery, “if we grant 
that the Chinese did manage to find an ideal forger who 
fabricated this document, then the question still remains 
just how this Chinese forgery turned up in the Japanese 
Ministry of Foreign Affairs as a special, secret document? 
Did the Ministry of Foreign Affairs itself arrange to trans¬ 
mit the falsified Chinese document and pass it off as a 
genuine Japanese document? This supposition is utterly 
fantastic. The Japanese could not have been in the 
least interested in circulating such a document and 
arousing belief in it. They demonstrated this most 
graphically by branding it a forgery the moment it was 
published.” 

Now came the question of publishing the document 
and acquainting the world with the secret bellicose plans 
of Japan. It was impossible to publish the Memorial in 
Russia. Relations between the Soviets and Japan were 
strained to the utmost in those years. Moscow was mak¬ 
ing concession after concession to Japan. It had its ablest 
diplomat in Tokyo to smooth the ruffled Japanese tem¬ 
per. To have published the document in Moscow would 
have been tantamount to provoking Japan to open con- 
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flict. It was necessary, therefore, to publish the docu¬ 
ment abroad and, in publishing it, to avoid giving the 
Japanese the slightest inkling of the existence of a link 
between Moscow and the document. 

“We were under the impression,” says Trotsky, “that 
the document would literally be torn from our hands.... 
But things did not turn out that way at all. It was not 
easy to provide a credible version of how the document 
was obtained from Tokyo. Any reference to the real 
source, i.e., the GPU, would arouse additional distrust. 
In America the suspicion would naturally arise that the 
GPU itself had simply manufactured the document in 
order to poison relations between Japan and the United 
States.” 

The translated document was nevertheless shipped to 
New York, but not directly from Moscow. It came to 
America from Tokyo. The American press, in publish¬ 
ing it, made no reference to Moscow whatever. 

However that may be, this also may be said: if it was 
the Bolsheviks’ intention to relieve Japanese pressure on 
the Soviet state by creating bad blood between the U.S.A. 
and Japan, their gun missed fire entirely. In America the 
Tanaka Memorial was then-and still is-treated with 
considerable suspicion. This is not surprising, for, as 
Trotsky points out himself, it is a fact that fraudulent 
documents are sometimes acknowledged to be genuine 
while authentic documents are not infrequently labeled 
as forgeries. To this must be added that ever since the 
outbreak of the Second World War in Europe, America, 
in order to prevent the spreading of the war against 
Britain in the Far East, for a long time did her utmost 
to spare Japanese sensibilities. This is one reason why 
Admiral Taussig was disavowed by the Navy Department, 
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which preferred to ignore—at least publicly—the existence 
of the Tanaka Memorial. 

When the Japanese authorities denounced the Tanaka 
Memorial as a Chinese and not as a Soviet forgery, they 
showed that they were unaware of Moscow’s role in the 
publication of the document. The appearance of the 
Memorial first of all in the American press naturally led 
the Japanese to suspect that the document had fallen into 
Chinese hands and that it had been forwarded from 
China to New York via Tokyo. 

Although there was ample reason for the Soviets not 
to publish the document back in 1925-27, afterwards, 
when Japan moved into Manchuria and from there ad¬ 
vanced into Jehol and into China proper, the silence of 
Moscow becomes inexplicable. Trotsky ascribed that 
silence to “the excessive caution which often drives Stalin 
to ignore major considerations for the sake of secondary 
and petty ones.” 

All these considerations receded into the background, 
however, as Japan moved slowly forward in the execu¬ 
tion of a plan of conquest which was drawn up by Baron 
Tanaka in a decisive hour of modern history, back in 
1925. There may be lulls in the battle for Asia and the 
Pacific, temporary setbacks and cautious delays, but one 
glance at the map in this month of August, 1941, shows 
that Japan, like a tiger, has slowly crawled to within easy 
striking distance of Singapore, the Pacific’s passkey. If 
that great naval base can be destroyed or made untenable 
for the British and American fleets by land bombers 
based on southern Indo-China, Japan will have gone a 
long way in driving the Anglo-Saxons from the Asiatic 
continent, which is Nippon’s by divine sanction, as set 
forth in the Tanaka Memorial. 



8 . Why Alexander Was Killed 

Anton Pavelic is the model Fascist: ruthless and utterly 
"unscrupulous, boundlessly ambitious and cruel. He had 
violated every law and he has never needed a pretext 
when he sought to betray. His cruelties spring not from 
the heat of his blood, but from cool, calculating medi¬ 
tation. Tall, well-built, good-looking, and possessing an 
ingratiating manner, Pavelic lived on the fringe of an 
international society which had its centers in Berlin, 
Paris, Deauville, and Monte Carlo in the postwar years. 
An adventurer of sharp practices and equally dubious 
antecedents, he lived tortuously on his wits, sold himself 
brazenly to the highest bidder, and had a very foul repu¬ 
tation. 

I knew the man when he was in the employ of Juan 
March, the owner of Spanish steamship lines, who became 
the financier of Franco’s rebel revolt. At the time, it was 
around 1924-26, Serlor March was gathering in his first 
millions. He was engaged in the white-slave traffic, and 
Anton Pavelic was his chief purveyor of women in France. 
Marseilles was the headquarters of the business with 
South America. The late Albert Londres exposed the 
traffic, and Primo de Rivera put Senor March in jail. But 
not Pavelic, because Pavelic got away. 

Before he came west in Europe, Anton Pavelic had 
been a member of the Skupshohtina, the Yugoslav parlia¬ 
ment, where he led a small party of extremist Croat 
nationalist revolutionaries. The aims of this group were 
frankly separatist. He was obliged, owing to his seditious 
program, to leave Yugoslavia and to take the road of 
exile. The business connection with Juan March having 
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come to an end with the arrest of the Spanish banker, 
Pavelic entered the service of the Hungarian government. 
In 1930 he was installed in Budapest as poglavnik, or 
supreme leader, of the Ustacia terrorist movement. Pog¬ 
lavnik is the same word as Fuehrer, or Duce, or Caudillo. 
It is the title under which he came to rule in Croatia after 
the destruction of the Yugoslav state by Hitler. 

This secret society of the Ustacia sought to undermine 
the foundations of the kingdom of Yugoslavia. The Hun¬ 
garian government paid the expenses, but acted in the 
matter as an agent for Italy. Assisted by Kvaternik and 
Gustav Percec, Pavelic began actively to foment armed 
rebellion in Croatia. Provided with ample funds, his 
agents carried on an extensive propaganda all over the 
country, especially among men of a suspicious character 
or in needy circumstances, whose support could be pur¬ 
chased. All political refugees, moreover, who crossed the 
Yugoslav frontier, whether into Hungary or Italy, or into 
Rumania, were taken to Anton Pavelic, who, after point¬ 
ing out that their arrest and extradition were imminent, 
promised them immunity if only they joined his move¬ 
ment. Very soon Pavelic had at his disposal a fairly large 
body of men, dispersed over the principal capitals of 
Europe, who could be depended upon to carry out his 
instructions because their immunity from arrest lasted 
only as long as they faithfully served their chief. 

Pavelic himself was on good terms with the police of 
Hungary, Rumania, Italy, and Germany (after Hitler’s 
accession to power) and with certain high-placed pro- 
Italian personages in France, among them Jean Chiappe, 
head of the Paris police, and Pierre Laval. Switzerland 
barred him, but in Holland he sought to establish a 
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branch of his organization under the guise of a news 
agency. The agency was indeed established—that is to 
say, a building was rented in The Hague. But it was a 
news agency without newspapermen. 

One day, on a visit to Holland, I happened to read an 
ad in the Dutch newspaper Het Vaderland, a most re¬ 
spectable and conservative journal, calling for candidates 
to fill the position of chief correspondent in a newly 
established newsgathering organization. I called at the 
indicated address and was received by an individual who 
could speak neither Dutch nor English. I asked this man 
what sort of news he expected to get in Holland, and he 
replied that the job of chief correspondent merely en¬ 
tailed co-ordinating dispatches that would come from 
Eastern Europe. The summary was to be cabled to 
America. If I wanted the job, he said, I was to come back 
to be interviewed by the chief, who would be in The 
Hague in a week’s time. The man was about to hand me 
his card when a piece of paper fluttered to the floor from 
his wallet. I picked it up and handed it back to him. On 
that piece of cardboard was the emblem of the VMRO, 
the Vontresna Makedonska Revolutionna Organizatsia— 
the Interior Macedonian Revolutionary Organization: a 
dagger lying on a Bible. 

I did not want the job, but I was curious to discover 
what news agency recruited its correspondents by adver¬ 
tising. A week later when I called, the office had been 
newly furnished and decorated. An information clerk 
had been installed behind a gleaming mahogany desk. 
Above the young man’s head hung a life-sized portrait 
of ... the late Czar Nicholas II. I asked the man whom I 
had seen on the previous occasion what the significance 
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could be of the picture of the dead Russian Czar in a 
newspaper bureau, and he said to me, with a smile, that 
it was a mere symbol. 

“A symbol of what?” I asked. 

“Of glory!” said the man. 

“Past glory?” 

"No, glory to come,” said the man. 

As he led me towards the room where I was to see the 
chief, the man confided that several high-placed Holland¬ 
ers were financially interested in the ttew venture. He 
cited several names. In the editor's sanctum, I found my¬ 
self face to face with Anton Pavel it*. 

“In what way,” said I, in the course of the conversation, 
“will this news agency further your plaits of achieving 
Croat independence, for that is your chief ambition in 
life, is it not?” 

“It is,” he replied, “but our chief aim here is to gather 
news from Russia.” 

"Aren’t we a long way from Russia here in The 
Hague?” 

“We will have our correspondents in Riga in due 
course of time.” 

“But why Russia, of all places?” 

“Preparations,” Pavelic said mysteriously. "Prepara¬ 
tions for the future, for the mlivistou of the oil wells. 
That is why the Dutch capitalists are interested and hack¬ 
ing us.” 

“But how can the Russian oil wells he redivided so long 
as the Bolsheviks hold them?” 

"Oh, they won’t be there much longer," Pavelic as¬ 
sured me. "There is going to be a war before long that 
will end the Red Terror. We have at last a champion of 
decency in Europe. . . 
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“Who is that?” 

“Adolf Hitler!” 

I left him on that note. Two months later when I 
passed the place again, I noticed that it was closed. That 
was in July, 1984 * 

From Holland Pavelic seems to have returned to east¬ 
ern Europe. At any rate, he was soon thereafter reported 
engaged in rounding up his revolutionaries and refugees 
and bringing them together in large camps. In those 
camps, located in Hungary and Italy, Pavelic set about 
teaching the novices the elements of the profession of 
banditry. The best known of these training camps was 
Janka Puszta, a farm lying in close proximity to the Yugo¬ 
slav border. Pavelic commuted between Hungary and 
Italy. When in Rome he moved in the select circles of 
the blackshirt hierarchy. He was a frequent visitor to 
the Palazzo di Venezia and once had an audience with 
Pope Pius XI, who, it should be said, was not aware of 
the man’s evil reputation. 

To break the Yugoslav state, Tavelic held that assassina¬ 
tion as well as armed sedition was indispensable. In many 
of his pamphlets and newsslieets, such as Ustacia and 
Ciric, which his agents distributed secretly in the Hun- 
gariaii-Yug<>slav frontier zone, frequent appeals were 
made to the Croat population to kill King Alexander and 
the members of his government as the only means of se¬ 
curing their independence. 

To kill Alexander became, in fact, the chief object of 
the entire bandit organization. It was Anton Pavelic who 
personally took the matter in hand. To prove to the 
world that if the King were assassinated this would be 
simply the expression of popular anger roused to despera¬ 
tion by oppression, he first sent small groups of terrorists 



484 THAT DAY AI.ONK 

into Croatia. These, according to plan, proceeded to 
attack military and police posts and to blow up bridges 
and tunnels. Upon learning of Alexander's forthcoming 
visit to Paris, Favcltc, with the aid of Budapest ami Rome 
(which provided the false passports and visas), dispatched 
two groups of assassins especially selected for the murder. 
One group proceeded to Paris where they were to take 
action if a previous attempt at Marseilles failed. 

The three assassins detailed for Marseilles massed 
Switzerland and, traveling as tourists, arrived by car at 
a French village, where rooms at the local hotel had been 
booked in advance for them. From the village they went 
singly to Marseilles. In the Hotel Vutoria, near the 
Cannebiere, the southern city's main thoroughfare, they 
met a mysterious blonde woman, whose identity as Pave 
lie’s mistress was later established. To eath of the con¬ 
spirators she presented a revolver. 'Flu* leader of the dure, 
Kvaternik, who was raised to the dignity of Covet ntn of 
Croatia after the conquest of Yugoslavia by Hitler, pros 
pected the route of the royal profession anti selet let! the 
spot from which the attempt was to be made. 

When Alexander came driving up from the Vietix 
Port, where he had landed, he was accompanied by lands 
Barthou, the French Foreign Minister. The King was 
killed outright, and Barthou expired in an ambulant e on 
the way to the prefecture. General Georges, chief of the 
French General .Staff, was seriously wounded. 

After the crime Pavelie fled to Italy, where he was 
accidentally arrested by the polit e in Turin. He was im¬ 
mediately set free when Count Galea//o Ctano learned 
the prisoner's identity. A telegram tin tied him to pro¬ 
ceed to Rome at once. In that < ity Pavelic lived in a 
villa luxuriously furnished by the Italian Foreign Min 
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ister until the German armies marched into Croatia. But 
before that France made an attempt to have him extra¬ 
dited. 

The widowed Queen of Yugoslavia caused a charge of 
murder to be laid against Pavelic and Kvaternik and en¬ 
trusted the case to her attorney, Joseph Paul-Boncour, 
the former Prime Minister and Foreign Minister of 
France. Paul-Boncour filed a demand for extradition 
with the Ministry of Justice in Rome. Rome would have 
bad to give up the murderers if it had not been for Pierre 
Laval. This gentleman, upon becoming Prime Minister 
of France, persuaded or ordered Paul-Boncour to drop 
the case for raisons d'tltat. Laval’s policy was aimed at 
placing Franco-! talian relations on a “realistic footing.” 

In 1941 Pavelic, gangster and ruffian, was made poglav- 
nik of Croatia, the land he had dishonored by his sordid 
and criminal existence. No more suitable person could 
be found by Dure and Fuehrer than this individual who 
had rendered them so great a service. 

For what had Anton Pavelic accomplished in that de¬ 
cisive hour when the shots rang out on the Cannebiere 
in Marseilles? 

He had killed Alexander of Yugoslavia, France’s most 
dependable ally in eastern Europe, the man who was, so 
to speak, the keystone in the arch of Frances eastern sys¬ 
tem of alliances. Alexander alone could have held the 
kingdom of the Serbs, Croats, and Slovenes together. 

After his death Yugoslavia sank through discord and 
strife from the position of the major military state in the 
Balkans into impotence. Alexander’s death removed the 
danger to Italy of being caught some day in the Franco- 
Yugoslav pincers. 

Pavelic also removed Barthou, the statesman who 
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aimed at linking France and the Soviet Union in a de¬ 
fensive alliance. Had that alliance become a reality, it 
would have assured peace in Europe for a long time. For, 
with France and Russia united, Herr Hitler would have 
been hemmed in by a circle of steel. 



9 . “Thou Art The Man!” 

In spite of his eminent services in the war of 1914-18 
as Marshal Foch s chief collaborator and his own ex¬ 
pressed desire to remain in active service, the government 
of the Popular Front, mindful of the warning of Georges 
Clemenceau that Weygand was “the most dangerous of 
the clerical-military clique,” placed him on the retired 
list the moment he attained the age of sixty-five. 

Monarchist, anti-Semite, contemptuously anti-British, 
•with important, connections in the world of finance and 
industry, Maxime Weygand was, on the word of Foch 
himself, unquestionably the ablest military strategist that 
the last war produc ed. For that reason alone, perhaps, he 
was the more to be feared. 

Ever since the Boulanger affair in the eighties the gov¬ 
ernment and the republican association had with more 
than a suspicious eye followed the political activities and 
public conduct of prominent military men. When, after 
the First World War, the question arose of recompensing 
the victorious military chiefs by granting them the title of 
Marshal of France, Clemenceau first objected on the 
ground that the new dignity would render these men 
more popular than was desirable from a political point 
of view. In the end he compromised by agreeing to con¬ 
fer the baton on Joffre, Foch, Fayolle Lyautey, Franchet 
d’Espcrey, and Ptkain. 

"When it was suggested that Weygand deserved the 
honor more than anyone else (which was undoubtedly 
true, for he had been the brains of the Allied campaign, 
as much as Ludendorff had been the supreme tactician on 
the German side), Clemenceau burst into a fit of violent 
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anger. It was on that mansion that the Tiger urged the 
retirement of Wevgand as mkhi as possible. "Wevgand 
has gone far enough, said ( .leittrti* eati. I it allow that 
man*to grow itt popularity mas prove more dangerous 
to the life of the Repnblu than f«*nr *4*1 Uoulanger. .. . 
Weygand is brilliant, lie is resolute, He knows what he 
wants, and he is up to his ue* k in th*’ Jesuits, And of the 
Jesuits we know what tIt*'v think of jepuhli* s and *tf the 
French Repuhlie in p.ntnut.u," What Wevgand wanted 
anti thought was t lear (imu Ins published works on Tu- 
renne, Yauhan, Omde. ami the other gnat eaptam* *4 
the epoch of louts XVI. in win* H th.te ts an tdealtMtmn 
of the (hand Miituopte and the pmod when Flame as a 
kingdom »h>minate*l tit*' Tutopr.m s* rn»\ 

l ome ha*l an oppumnutv *4 oloetung (h twral UVe 
garni at dose range. 1 hat was in »u -. 7 . when, altei mn 
sidetable effort, I mh reeded to * *Ht man., an ummew 
with him *m the snipe* t of the nan- *4 the defenses *d 
different Fauopean aonuM ies, l eiw a hole man, e\tia<u . 
tlinarily lithe ami supple So lib age, with a wto-urd he', 
shrewd", intelligent, death vetioph.Te, wit.* spoke wsth 
just the merest soupy on of the a* * 00 * 4 the north * otintt h 
Wevgand was h*tm itt Ih lgittm and was hi ought ttp on the 
estate of the late l\mpi< o ot M» \n o. the demented (ar¬ 
ietta. 

He explained the sumgth of the vati**m I*tu*»pr m 
armies to me in *pti* k, sntpjy s*-ntem es, J trtall hose lie 
said that the Tien* h hurling n« <* Smite had please 
knowledge *4 what w as g* 'tug on it * (*-.•» usatn in the lie*** 
of militaty prep,uattorn and that <.o« nog li.nl set aside 
ir,uo planes "to lattmh a stupto*- mu k on ham*'" 

* "but," Wryg.md asuned w\ "h w* - o full*, prepared 
ami tomtantly on the aim so th ti these is In tie danger 



IRREVOCABLE HOURS 489 

of the Germans overwhelming us in a sudden attack. We 
know what they have; fortunately, we could see them com¬ 
ing if they should make a move in our direction. He 
would say nothing of the surrender of Czechoslovakia and 
the loss of its forty-five divisions and splendid mechanical 
equipment to the democracies in the event of a war with 
Germany. 

He reminded me that Frederick the Great had once 
written to his envoy in Paris that even if the royal budget 
did not permit him a large enough allowance to ride in 
as fine a carriage as the diplomatic representatives of 
other countries, the ambassador was to bear in mind that 
behind the Prussian ambassador, even if he went on foot, 
there stood the thirty thousand bayonets of the Prussian 
monarch. 

“Today,” said Weygand, “it is not bayonets, but tanks 
and airplanes that give France a voice in the concert of 
the nations. They are of such numbers and of such qual¬ 
ity that France can afford to speak calmly and look toward 
the future without anxiety.” 

I noticed that Weygand referred to Mussolini several 
times as “the eminent chief of the Italian nation, who fol¬ 
lows a realistic policy.” But the point that seemed to 
give the General the greatest concern, it appeared, had 
nothing at all to do with military affairs and with the rela¬ 
tive strength of eventual future combatants. He was wor¬ 
ried over the French system of education. He clenched his 
fists and dug his fingernails into his hands as he spoke 
fiercely of teachers who had come under the influence of 
alien cults and who no longer honored the traditions of 
the French family and of the French fatherland. 

It was obvious that he had the neutral school in mind, 
I’ecole laique, whose teachers at that time had just joined 




49 o THAT DAY ALONE 

the trade union movement and whose congress had sent 
a call for fraternal co-ofjeration between the educators of 
all lands to the end that “peace might he preserved and 
the nations advance together on the road to the human 
ideal” 

“Teachers.” said Weygand, “should inst ill the old patri¬ 
otic virtues. What kind of soldiers is France to have in the 
future." he asked, “if its children are inculcated with such 
doctrines, as are now rampant, about international fra¬ 
ternization.” I said to monsieur le < Uhiernl that I had at¬ 
tended the teachers’ congress anti that f heartl Monsieur 
Delrnas, the chairman, put the motion of greeting to the 
pedagogues of the world.. . . 

u Ah, oui?" he arched his eyebrows. '7h.vgit.vhng,' What 
did you think?” 

“I thought,” I said, “that it was rather a pleasant idea 
to see the teachers of the world fraternize rat Iter than the 
cannon makers.” That was the etui of the interview, 

After his retirement. Weygand was elected a member 
of the French Academy. Thai matle him one of the fatty 
living Immortals. His election was not, however, intended 
by the academic hotly as a tribute to his great pit .fit iemy 
in the art of war. It was a tacit rebuke to the government 
for having removed him from at live partit ipatitm in the 
administration of the nation's military affairs. 

Releasetl from the army anti from the rest tit turns plat ed 
on army men in the political arena, Weygand betamr an 
assiduous attendant at the mass meetings held by the nr 
ganizution of the Croix de Feu, the Fiery (boss, of width 
his friend and fellow director of Farts (fas anti Kletttu tty. 
Colonel Francois de la Roetiue, was the leader. Although 
he till not make speeches, he sat on the plat hum and 
contented himself, cm the sole occasion I attended one <4 
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the meetings of the Croix de feu in the Salle Wagram with 
paying a few words of tribute to De la Rocque, to whom 
he referred as “a chief, a patriot, and a realist.” It was 
evident that Weygand liked realists of the colored-shirt 
variety. 

Toward the end both he and Marshal Petain found their 
way into the high conclave of the Cagoulards , the anti- 
Semitic, Fascist, terroristic organization that affected the 
paraphemalia—the hood and cloak—worn by the now-dis¬ 
solved Legion of Death. So many high-ranking military 
men were on the supreme council of the hooded order that 
the government had to proceed with the greatest caution 
in investigating the bomb outrages committed in Paris by 
members of that organization in 1938. When the police 
stumbled on a list of the directors of the Cagoulards, Wey¬ 
gand was suddenly recalled to active service and sent to 
Syria to reorganize the armies of the Levant. 

From Syria Weygand returned helter-skelter by airplane 
on May 17, 1940, when Paul Reynaud had taken over the 
reins of government from Edouard Daladier and after the 
German armies had broken through the Dutch and Bel¬ 
gian defenses. Weygand immediately set out for a tour of 
inspection of the front lines. Reynaud had announced that 
the military situation was grave but by no means desper¬ 
ate. Moreover, he announced, General Weygand had now 
taken command: Weygand, the man of mystery, who had 
helped Foch win his phenomenal successes, the man who, 
when the Bolsheviks were in the suburbs of Warsaw, had 
shown by a mere stroke of the pen on the maps of the 
Polish general staff the way in which the Red army could 
be rolled back. ... 

Weygand flew to Ypres where Viscount Gort, comman¬ 
der in chief of the British Expeditionary Force, the Bel- 
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gian General Michids, and General Billotte awaited them. 
Leopold III, King of the Belgians, explained the military 
situation. According to one of those present, the King ex¬ 
pressed himself with moderation and great restraint, but 
he pointed out to Weygand that whereas the Belgians and 
the British were fighting heroically and were making enor¬ 
mous sacrifices, the French were falling hack without giv¬ 
ing battle at a single 8{>ot. 'Hie King remarked: “The 
French have fallen back two hundred and fifty kilometers 
[about 155 miles] in seven days.... My army has suffered 
enormous"losses in covering the French retreat, but these 
operations will be absolutely futile if the French do not 
make a stand. We cannot goon holding the eat ire German 
army alone. Why do not die Frenc h stop retreating when 
the enemy has not even made* contact with them?" Viscount 
Gort, the English commander, supposed the King but 
used more vigorous language. 

Leopold then offered to take over the line held by the 
16th French Army Corps, which stood on the left wing 
of the Belgians in the Dutch province' of Zeeland, "hut 
Monsieur Weygand politely refused that generous offer.'* 
Within an hour of the c onference the tfith French Army 
Corps received orders to fail hack, without having fired 
a shot and leaving the- British and Belgians to withstand 
the German onslaught alone. 

It is commonly supposed that Genera! Weygand. who 
had been instructed to reotgani/e the Firm h Army of the 
Levant and to work out, con jointly wit It General Sir Archi¬ 
bald Waved, British commander in < hief in the Near East, 
a plan for the defense of the Sue/ (un.rf and its approac hes, 
remained at Ins post dining the fust tune months of the 
war assiduously occ upied with his impoi taut task. Noth" 
ing is farther from the truth. Wen;and did make a tour erf 
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inspection of the disposition of French and British forces 
in the Near Eastern theater, and he actually had one con¬ 
ference with General Wavell in January, 1940. But that 
conference was a dismal failure. For it was on that occa¬ 
sion that Wavell proposed, at the behest of the British War 
Office, to pool Franco-British resources in the Near and 
Middle East and to present a common front in whatever 
direction danger might be lurking. Wavell suggested, as 
a practical step toward a complete co-ordination of effort, 
that some of France’s best combat troops, notably the 
mechanized equipment, be forthwith transferred from 
Syria to the western desert of Egypt to confront the Italian 

barbed-wire line in Libya. 

The British officer expressed the opinion that the first 
move Mussolini was most likely to make, upon coming into 
the war on Germany’s side, would be to create a diversion 
from the front in western Europe if fighting should break 
out there and become particularly heavy. It was true, Gen¬ 
eral Wavell argued, that Mussolini had kept thirty-five 
thousand men on the island of Rhodes ever since the be¬ 
ginning of the Ethiopian campaign and that it was quite 
clearly intended that these troops were to be used to 
threaten Cyprus, Crete, and the Lebanese coast and were 
eventually to try to land at those points. On the other 
hand, he had been assured by the British Admiralty, nava 
units could quite easily prevent the Italian army on Rhodes 
from leaving that island. The reality to be reckoned with 
was that the greatest Italian troop concentration had oc- 
curred in Libya. In other words, Syria was not m su 
immediate danger as Egypt. The former 
moreover, be patroled by machines based on the Dam^n 
and Palestinian airdromes, whereas Egypt, it fed bee 
known since the Ethiopian campaign, figured the p 
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of Mussolini’s list of revendications in the Mediterranean 
area. 

To the amazement of the British staff officers, Weygand 
hotly disputed General Wavell’s allegations that the Duce 
had anything but the best intentions toward France. There 
was no reason to suppose, he said, that Mussolini intended 
to throw in his lot with Berlin. The British officers, who 
knew no better than that the mobs in the Italian cities were 
clamoring for Tunisia, Nice, Savoy, Djibouti, and Corsica, 
all of them French, not British possessions, were stupefied 
to hear the French commander dismiss these chauvinistic 
outbreaks in Italy as insignificant demonstrations by irre¬ 
sponsible elements. He further claimed to have positive 
information from his friends Pierre Laval and Fran$ois- 
Poncet, the French ambassador to Rome, that the Duce 
harbored no evil intentions against France. The upshot 
was that further discussions of close Franco-British col¬ 
laboration in the Near East were dropped. 

Thereafter, when Weygand had occasion to refer to mili¬ 
tary operations in the Near East, he spoke in downright 
scurrilous terms of General Wavcll and his staff. But he 
made these contemptuous declarations in Paris, for he re¬ 
mained in the Near East but for brief periods of two and 
three weeks. Most of General Weygand’s time as comman¬ 
der in chief of France’s Near Eastern forces was spent in 
France, where he carried on a frenzied campaign for a 
declaration of war against... the Soviet Union. He urged 
that an expedition be sent to Norway to strike at the Soviet 
Union in the neighborhood of Murmansk and simultane¬ 
ously that an attack be launched in the Caucasus and the 
Crimea. The French navy was to sail up the Aegean, 
through the Dardanelles and the Hellespont, bombard 
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Odessa, and land an expeditionary force on Russia s Black 
Sea shores. 

One can hardly see how an expedition of that sort would 
have affected (except adversely) the military situation of 
France, menaced, as that country was, by the bulk of the 
German army mobilized on her borders. Could it be that 
after the partition of Poland Weygand considered Russia 
such a valuable supporter of Germany that, by attacking 
the Soviet Union, he thought to weaken the Reich? Or 
did he think that a French expeditionary force steaming 
up the Aegean or landing on the coast of Norway would 
in a flash be followed by Stalin hoisting the white flag on 
the Kremlin? Nothing of the sort. Weygand was too good 
a strategist not to know that the Red army of Russia could 
not be beaten by the kind of expeditionary force France, 
under the most favorable circumstances, could have mus¬ 
tered against it. 

In an article published in the Revue des Deux Mondes 
under a three-star pseudonym, Maxime Weygand himself 
had remarked upon the effectiveness and the precision of 
Russia’s artillery on Finland’s Mannerheim Line. He a so 
knew full well what had happened in 1919, when an at¬ 
tempt was made to land a French army at Odessa, at a time 
when the Red army consisted of mere irregular crowds 0 
partisans. In fine, General Weygand was perfectly well 
aware that an expedition against the Soviet Union would 
be no walkover, even if he succeeded m the most impro - 
able feat of landing an army on Russian soil. 

Then, what was his aim in abandoning his importan 
post in the Near East, where France was menaced as muc 
as Britain (for the Suez Canal is the gateway to the French 
Far Eastern possessions as much as it is Englan s an 
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land’s road to their Asiatic empire), and come to Paris to 
engage in political intrigue and create even more dissen¬ 
sion in French councils? 

Every politician and general in France was harping on 
one subject and one subject only: the urgent necessity of 
having the nation present a united front to the German 
enemy, who had crushed France’s only ally in eastern Eu¬ 
rope and who was now gathering his resources on the bor¬ 
ders of Holland, Belgium, and Luxemburg for a drive 
toward the Channel ports and Paris. Everyone in France 
knew and saw that the danger was near at home and that 
it was immense, and yet here was a general, the greatest 
strategist of the previous war, moving heaven and earth 
to deplete France’s resources in manpower and armored 
equipment for what seemed a foolhardy and risky mili¬ 
tary undertaking two thousand miles away against Rus¬ 
sia, which was not mobilized on France’s borders, which 
was not at war with France, and which had given not the 
slightest indication that it might become a belligerent in 
any war that Germany unleashed against the French. 

The world has heard ad infinitum that: the defeat of 
France must be attributed to inner disruption, to the fact 
that the people were split into opposing political groups, 
to the growth of pacifism and the spirit of international¬ 
ism, or even—most cynical lie of all—to a growth of luxury 
and indolence among the French masses. Discord there 
unquestionably was, but that discord did not manifest 
itself in the French masses. 

There was not a single antiwar demonstration in Paris 
or in any of the metropolitan centers of the provinces, not 
even in the municipalities that constituted the so-called 
“Red belt” around the capital. Not a single political party 
voted against war credits. It is not true, either, as it is so 
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often alleged, that the Communists sabotaged France’s war 
effort. One has only to consult Winston Churchill’s Step 
by Step to learn what attitude the French Communists 
took and how the British Prime Minister lauded their 
patriotism and included them amongst the best soldiers 
of France. No, the crux lay elsewhere. 

It was Weygand and Laval, Petain and Flandin, Badouin 
and Bonnet, who sabotaged the French war effort. It was 
the French General Staff and the officers’ corps, the Roman 
Catholic hierarchy, and the trust magnates and utility 
directors who were afraid to fight Hitler. Not that they 
were afraid of being defeated. They were afraid that the 
phenomenal Gallic fury, the revolutionary fervor of the 
French people, would, once the country was seriously men¬ 
aced, gain the upper hand and not only hurl back the Nazi 
hordes, but run over into the Reich and liberate the Ger¬ 
man people from the spiritual and physical tyranny of 
Fascism. They were afraid of victory. They did not want 
to see Herr Hitler, the man who had vowed to eradicate 
democracy, eliminated. They hated democracy as muc 
as he. They considered democracy, and rightly so, a greater 
threat than Hitler to their own class hegemony m French 
society. Thierry Maulnier, who wrote, in justification of 
the surrender of France, that a victory of French arms 
would have meant a victory for democratic principles, 
which would in turn have led straight to the ruin of France 
and of Europe, effectively blew the gaff with those words 
and unconsciously showed up the falsity of the explana¬ 
tions and analyses of the “explainers” who came to Amer- 
ica after the fall of France to befuddle the judgment of the 
American people. 

Maxime Weygand, in advocating an expedition apms 
the Soviet Union, merely sought to get into Herr Hitler 
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good graces. He wanted to make an attempt to change 
and transform the war into a holy alliance against Russia. 
In a late hour, when the armies of German Fascism were 
poised for a mortal blow against the French, Dutch, Bel¬ 
gian, and Scandinavian democracies, he sought to divert 
the Teutonic fury by offering collaboration with Ger¬ 
many. He thought that, in taking the lead against Russia, 
he could turn the full might of the mobilized armies of 
Europe against that country. In other words, he attempted 
to incorporate France into the Fascist bloc by a detour. 
He tried to convey the message to Hitler that France—at 
least, the French ruling clique—had no desire to fight him 
and that he and his friends did not look on Fascism as an 
evil, but as the supreme good—the only remedy, in fact, 
to save the privileged position of the bourgeoisie against 
the progressive democratization of life. 

Incidentally, Weygand’s foolish suggestion—or was it 
so foolish?—to occupy Norway naturally reached the ears 
of the German High Command and gave Adolf Hitler 
sufficient justification to claim that, in invading the Scan¬ 
dinavian kingdom, the Germans had merely stolen a 
march on the Franco-British allies. 

This General Weygand, who, to the knowledge of 
every informed man in France, looked upon defense 
against Germany as a waste of effort because Russia, not 
Hitler, was the real enemy in his eyes; who held the 
French Republic and republican institutions in execra- 
tion; who was a member of the Academie Frangaise, 
which was a center of pro-German and pro-Italian ele¬ 
ments that held victory over the Germans undesirable 
and dictatorship the perfect form of social order as op¬ 
posed to “democratic decadence”; who, moreover, was 
one of the animating spirits in a Fascist organization 
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openly calling for collaboration with Germany and Italy 
in the establishment of a new order in Europe, and 
which, through its newspapers, had more than once sug¬ 
gested that it might become advisable to call in Adolf 
Hitler to establish order in France (that is, to crush the 
democracy that the native French Fascists had not been 
able to crush): this General Weygand was entrusted with 
the sole responsibility of defending France against the 
German onslaught in May, 1940. 

Upon his arrival at the front, Weygand began by 
quarreling with the British over the technique of the 
withdrawal from Belgium and then ordered French divi¬ 
sions to fall back without first informing either the Bel¬ 
gians or the British of his decisions. The front was 
therewith thrown into hopeless confusion. But Weygand 
was playing his own game. At last he had the reins in 
his hand and was steering the French Republic toward 
the harbor into which he had wanted to steer her for a 
long time—perdition. In the cabinet he had an able 
second in le faux frkre, Marshal Henri Philippe Petaxn, 
the mythical hero of Verdun, who had counseled sur¬ 
render in the previous war, back in 1917 and 1918. 

The French government, headed by Paul Reynaud, a 
vain litle parvenu who had gained some notoriety as the 
advocate of monetary inflation and who was consumed 
by ambitions o£ power and wealth, had been transferee 
to Tours on the night of June 10. Before leaving the 
capital, the majority of the members of the government, 
besides the presidents of the Chamber of Deputies an 
of the Senate, Messrs. Herriot and Jeanneney, had elab¬ 
orated a plan to fight the.Germans in a delaying action, 
first on the Aisne, then on the Seine, then on the Loire, 
and finally on the Garonne-Gironde line in or er to 
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enable as much of the army as possible to embark at 
the southern and southwestern ports for the purpose of 
continuing the war from Africa. 

When this plan was brought to the attention of Wey- 
gand at Tours on June 13 in a cabinet meeting, both he 
and Petain immediately vetoed it. One who was present 
at that session has declared that the attitude of General 
Weygand not only surprised the cabinet members, but 
“filled every man present with stupefaction.” Their 
stupefaction turned to silent horror when Weygand in 
icy tones mentioned capitulation. 

_ The General was asked if in his opinion the military 
situation had degenerated to such a point that no other 
course of action was left. It was then that he gave the 
answer that unmasked him and his intentions. “It is 
not the military situation that is so bad,” he replied, 
but if you gentlemen do not ask for an armistice there 
will be Communism in France. Maurice Thorez [the 
secretary of the Communist party] has already established 
himself at the £lys£e [the presidential residence in Paris]. 
Riots have broken out in the capital. We must hurry if 
we are to save France. Only capitulation can save us! ...” 

Georges Mandel, Minister of the Interior and there¬ 
fore chief of the Paris service de sicuriU, immediately 
challenged Weygand’s tale of a Communist uprising in 
Paris. He said that but an hour before he had been in 
telephonic communication with Monsieur Langeron, the 
Prefect of Police in Paris, who had been ordered to stay 
behind to assure order in the capital until the Germans 
arrived. Langeron had assured Mandel, his chief, that 

all was quiet in Paris and that the city was virtually 
deserted. ' 

“That was only an hour ago,” said Georges Mandel. 
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General Weygand could scarcely control himself upon 
hearing those words. He grew red in the face and began 
to say something that sounded like: “You, Monsieur 
Mandel, you are ...” But he checked himself. The time 
had not come yet to say openly to a minister of the gov¬ 
ernment what the members of the Croix de Feu had so 
often shouted at Leon Blum in public meetings: “Vous 
netes pas un Frangais des Frangais, Monsieur Blum" in 
other words: “You are a Jew!” Weygand, after beginning 
to say it, bethought himself, stuttered, coughed, and 
finally flung out: “Do you doubt the word of an officer?” 

“Not at all,” Mandel replied coolly. “Shall I telephone 
the Prefect again?” he asked. “Monsieur le general could 
then speak to Monsieur Langeron himself. I would like 
to have the President of the Republic [who was present] 
and all you gentlemen [members of the cabinet and of 
the Supreme War Council] hear what the Prefect has 
to say.” And, joining action to words, Mandel called 
Paris, spoke to Langeron, and once again heard the 
Prefect of Police say that all was quiet. 

“But there are rumors that the boulevards are swarm¬ 
ing with Communists!” Mandel insisted. 

“There is not a soul in the streets, from the Porte 
Dauphine to the Porte de Charenton,” came back Lang¬ 
eron. "The city is as dead as a cemetery!” 

“Where are you now, Monsieur Langeron?” 

“At the prefecture.” 

“On the Boulevard du Palais, are there any crowds 
about in the Latin quarter?” 

“Not a soul, monsieur le ministre!” 

“Monsieur Langeron, it is rumored here in Tours that 
Maurice Thorez, the secretary of the Communist party, 
has installed himself at the tlyste; also, that important 
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buildings have been occupied, that there are riots. . . 

“Absolutely nothing to that, monsieur le ministre: 
everything is quiet here. We are awaiting the entry of 
the Germans tomorrow morning. There is no panic, 
no disturbance, no sign of Communists. Everything is 
normal.” 

That spiked Weygand’s maneuver to force the govern¬ 
ment to ask for an armistice. Nevertheless, both he and 
Pdtain resumed their pressure on Paul Reynaud to bring 
the war to a quick conclusion. After hours of delibera¬ 
tion, it was decided to move the seat of government to 
Bordeaux the moment the Germans should reach Char¬ 
tres. Before moving to Bordeaux the cabinet had another 
session at the Chateau de Saint-Avestin, President Le¬ 
brun’s country place. When Weygand was not present, 
Lebrun seemed to agree that the best course would be 
to move over to Africa, save the fleet and the colonies, 
and continue the fight on England’s -side. But the mo¬ 
ment Weygand made his reappearance and began insist¬ 
ing again that France capitulate before exasperating 
Hitler by her resistance and making the Fuehrer’s armis¬ 
tice conditions more severe, Lebrun weakened. Still, he 
insisted that he wanted the consent of the British govern¬ 
ment to an armistice. 

In the meantime the Germans had entered Paris, and 
the French armies were in headlong retreat. Division 
after division passed through the cities of the rear with¬ 
out a single officer. Stephan Lauzanne, former editor of 
Le Matin and one of the most careful observers, reported 
that wherever he stopped to watch the retreating army 
go by, he was struck by the total absence of officers. In 
several places he questioned the soldiers as to the where¬ 
abouts of their superiors. In each case he received the 
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same reply: “We haven’t seen our officers for weeks.” 
Other reporters, who watched at other points, have re¬ 
marked on that same circumstance. Yet, there was no 
panic among the troops. Panic was confined to the civil¬ 
ians. The soldiers had no orders except the last order 
given them by their fugitive officers: to fall back and to 
keep on falling back. I have in my possession fifteen 
letters from personal acquaintances who served in the 
French army. In different terms they confirmed what 
Lauzanne had written: the officers abandoned their men 
to their fate. 

When the government of France reached Bordeaux on 
June 14, it was found that a rump parliament was in 
session in the mairie. That rump parliament was headed 
by Pierre Laval and was made up of all the appeasers, 
the anti-British elements in high politics, and the other 
friends of Hitler and Mussolini. They gathered in the 
office of Adrien Marquet, Mayor of Bordeaux, a Fascist 
stalwart of long standing. For a few hours, which seemed 
interminable, the debate raged between these groups 
and the members of the regular government as to what 
course to pursue. Paul Reynaud was still in favor then 
of heading for Africa, and several of his ministers had 
already set out for the transmarine colonies to get things 
in readiness. Amongst them was Georges Mandel and 
Edouard Daladier. These men were later arrested and, 
among other things, charged with desertion by the su¬ 
preme deserters, Henri Philippe Petam and Maxime 

Weygand. . . , 

Weygand and P^tain had almost won their battle tor 

surrender when Great Britain entered upon the scene 
on June 14. Its envoys were Lord Lloyd, personal frien 
of Winston Churchill, General Spears, and Mr. Alexan- 


504 THAT DAY ALONE 

der Union. They arrived by plane and were immediately 
brought into the presence of the President of the Repub¬ 
lic, the cabinet ministers, the presidents of the chamber 
and the Senate, General Weygand, and Marshal P^tain. 

Lord Lloyd explained the British proposition with fine 
tact and sensitiveness. He brought word that Great Bri¬ 
tain proposed an immediate union of the French and 
British Empires. Hitler might have overrun a good part 
of France: that was a disaster of which he would not deny 
the magnitude or mitigate the gravity. Yet, nothing was 
lost. The French army, as well as the British, was virtu¬ 
ally intact. The French army could yet be extricated 
and at a word from him, George Ambrose Lloyd, the 
signal would be flashed from London for the entire 
British navy—the Home Fleet, the Mediterranean squad¬ 
rons, and the Atlantic patrols, probably a thousand ships 
in all—to rush to France’s western and southern ports to 
begin the evacuation of the French armed forces. Two 
or three French army corps were to be halted in their 
retreat to face the oncoming foe and try to hold him 
until the bulk of the army and most of the material and 
stocks were embarked for Africa. Once established there, 
the forces were to be reorganized, and the French navy 
was to join with the British in driving the Italians, who 
had entered the war a few days before, from the Med¬ 
iterranean. 

Paul Reynaud took the offer under advisement, and 
the debate resumed once more: the government sitting 
in the Bordeaux prefecture, Laval and his satellites in 
the city hall, with Weygand serving as go-between and 
military adviser to both groups. 

Laval and his friends were for breaking off the British 
alliance at once, for setting up an antidemocratic govern- 
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ment in unoccupied France, and for entering into nego¬ 
tiations with the Germans with a view to bringing France 
eventually into the Axis combination. Reynaud favored 
transferring the government to London, as Poland and 
Holland had done, to accept the British offer of union, 
and to evacuate the army to Africa. The three British 
representatives remained in constant touch with the gov¬ 
ernment and on June 15 were asked to submit their 
propositions once more, this time in writing. When they 
delivered their document to the cabinet, Weygand re¬ 
ceived it from the hands of General Spears. As he took 
the papers, Weygand remarked: “This is the offer to 
France to give up her independence and become a 
British dominion.” 

The British took the insult calmly and withdrew to 
allow the cabinet to deliberate. For a few hours the 
ma jority seems to have been in favor of accepting the 
British plan. Then Weygand, who had gone to fetch 
Laval, reappeared and began to expostulate on the im¬ 
possibility of withdrawing the French army. Reynaud, 
hearing this, again began to waver. Someone said to 
Pierre Laval: “But if you accept the German conditions 
you connive at the total collapse of France for at least 
fifty years.” To which Laval returned: “That is true, 
but we shall at last be able to take the working class in 

“With Germany?” asked the diplomat, who had spoken 
first. “With Germany against the French people?” 

“With Germany to eradicate the pestilence, Laval 

came back. , 

After hearing this conversation, Paul Reynaud re¬ 
signed, and Marshal Petain agreed to head the ministry. 
P6tain named Weygand his first assistant and the a vo- 
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cates of complete capitulation and collaboration with 
Fascist Germany were at last in the saddle. 

For more than a year thereafter the world looked with 
hope and expectation to Weygand. Would he save 
France’s honor by making a stand across the Mediter¬ 
ranean in Morocco, which Germany had not been able 
to touch; or would he, in spite of the humiliation of 
France and of Hitler’s subsequent betrayal of the hopes 
of the French Fascists, carry out his new master’s wishes. 
He was a free man. He did not have a large army at 
his disposal in Morocco, it is true. But it was an army 
large enough to keep Hitler in Europe and, in collabora¬ 
tion with Wavell, to throw Mussolini out of Tripoli. 
He chose the road of dishonor. He facilitated the Duce's 
attack on Egypt by allowing Italian and, later, German 
armored equipment to be landed in Tunis. 

He next permitted German troops to filter into 
Morocco, into Algiers, and into Senegal for the occupa¬ 
tion of strategic positions in the Reich’s eventual drive 
against the Western Hemisphere—the goal of all Ger¬ 
many’s stirring. 

It is Weygand who, without being compelled to do so, 
handed Hitler the pistol directed at the heart of America. 



io. Hess Flies to Scotland 

Nobody who knows anything about Rudolf Hess, 
about his character and about his position in the Nazi 
hierarchy will seriously entertain the thought that his 
flight to Scotland was desertion or that he intended to trans¬ 
fer himself, with all his influence and all his secrets, to the 
enemy’s camp. Not that the man is incapable of treason. 
Rudolf Hess is capable of every foul deed under the 
sun. He is a killer—a killer of his closest collaborators 
and of men who had long considered themselves his most 
intimate friends. 

When it is a question of serving the Fuehrer’s inter¬ 
ests, Hess will do anything and take any risk, even if it 
involves placing himself in the enemy’s power. He it 
was who carried out the purge in Munich and in south¬ 
ern Germany in June, 1934, while Goring attended to 
the bloody business up north. It was Rudolf Hess who 
walked into Ernst Rohm’s room at Hitler’s behest and 
silently placed the loaded revolver on the table and who, 
upon hearing Rohm say: “Nein, aher diese Dienst werde 
ich dem Adolf nicht erweisen —this service I will not 
render Adolf,” deliberately took aim and kept firing 
until the chief of the S.A. lay riddled on the floor. It 
was Hess who thereupon calmly reloaded his revolver 
and drove to the inn where the Nazi chiefs had often 
foregathered. There he killed the innkeeper in the pres¬ 
ence of the man’s wife and children, not because he was 
a member of the opposition, but because of the possi¬ 
bility that the innkeeper had overheard some snatches 
of conversation between the Nazi leaders as he waited 
on them personally in their rooms. 
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Hess had none of the glamor of a Goring or the influ¬ 
ence of a Gobbels on public opinion. He always avoided 
the full glare of Nazi publicity. He did not possess any 
of the castles and estates and art treasures with which 
Robert Ley, Joachim von Ribbentrop, and Goring have 
enriched themselves. To the public he remained some¬ 
what colorless. He was never included in the pantheon 
of living Nazi idols. 

Nevertheless, he was the Fuehrer’s confidant, Adolf 
Hitler’s alter ego, and that he remains, even in his cap¬ 
tivity in Britain. 

The local Nazi bosses would call him tier Aegypter. 
the Egyptian, a name suggested by his birthplace, Alex¬ 
andria, and by his inscrutable demeanor. Men higher 
up, who envied this young man his unique position as 
Deputy Fuehrer of the whole party, used to call him 
patronizingly Fraulein Rudi, suggesting with true Nazi 
tact that he owed his influence to his personal charm and 
captivating smile. 

For a time Hess was assistant to Professor Karl Haus- 
hofer, the director of the Geopolitical Institute in 
Munich. Haushofer, who made his debut in life as at- 
tachd to the Germany embassy in Tokyo, preached the 
doctrine (since taught to the world by its grim Nazi 
interpreters) of Lebensraum-living space. Many of Haus- 
hofer’s plans and schemes found their way into Mein 
Kampf, as it was Hess who took dictation from Hitler 
for this book when they were both locked up under the 
Weimar Republic for participation in the Kapp Putsch, 
There is no doubt that Hess is the author of whole pas¬ 
sages in the work. He wrote the first publisher’s prospec¬ 
tus to the volume, which was then called Four Years and 
a Half of Struggle against Lies, Stupidity, and Cowardice. 
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Hess is the creator of the Verbindungsstab , the liaison 
office between party and state. Ostensibly designed to 
supervise the ordinary state departments, it is in reality 
a spying system that has superseded Himmler’s Gestapo. 
The Verbindungsstab has its checking bureau in the 
Aussenpolitisches Amt, where Alfred Rosenberg is the 
head, but it also maintains a Dienststelle in the Foreign 
Office to keep tab on Herr von Ribbentrop. Through 
Gauleiter Karl Bohle, Hess exercised an influence on the 
Auslandorganisation , which, besides regulating the activi¬ 
ties of German nationals in foreign countries, develops 
sabotage and espionage abroad and keeps a careful watch 
over enemies or potential enemies of a Nazi world order 
in every land under the sun. 

Through his position in the party and its elaborate 
spy system, which stretched its antennae and tentacles 
into every nook and corner of the various state depart¬ 
ments, Rudolf Hess knew, therefore, more about the real 
state of feeling in Germany than anybody else, including 
Hitler himself. He also knew, more than any other man, 
the innermost thoughts of his master. There was no 
major military plan and secret of the Third Reich of 
which he was unaware. 

Did he cross the North Sea in order to reveal these 
things to the British? Did this man, who owes every¬ 
thing to Hitler and who has been uninterruptedly at 
his Fuehrer’s side from the beginning of the Nazi adven¬ 
ture, through prison and humiliation, through the long 
years of Vehmgerichte, conspiracy, assassination and plot¬ 
ting, through the blood purge, the murder of Dollfuss, 
the Czech tragedy, the campaigns in Poland and France 
and Rumania, suddenly fly off to tell the British Intelli¬ 
gence Service something that could just as well have 
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been confided to its agents in neutral Sweden, Switzer¬ 
land, Spain, or Portugal? Was Hess planted in Britain 
or was he a rat that tried to get away from the sinking 
ship? 

Winston Churchill promised to reveal the purpose and 
object of the flight to Scotland as soon as Rudolf Hess 
should have been questioned by an official of the Foreign 
Office. But after it was learned from the Deputy Fuehr¬ 
er’s own mouth why he had made the hazardous trip, 
Winston Churchill became strangely silent. 

British and American observers, after weeks of guess¬ 
ing and being left in the dark, advanced the suggestion 
that the Hess affair was a sign that the Nazi machine 
would not survive a major German military defeat. This 
did not sound very convincing in the light of subsequent 
events: the German armies smashed Yugoslavia and 
Greece in a couple of weeks, took the isle of Crete to 
close the Aegean against the British navy, wrenched 
Turkey out of the British system of alliances, and, on 
top of that, deliberately took on the colossus of the Red 
Army. The explanatory tune was therefore changed: 
Hess had come because he had quarreled with Hitler 
or because he had grown afraid that Hitler would heed 
the reckless advice of extremists like Ribbentrop and 
Goring, who would throw the might of the Wehrmacht 
against Russia and thus ask of the armies and of the 
German people that extra spurt that Hess, with his finger 
on the pulse of the German people, feared to ask. In 
other words, the world was invited to see the trip to 
Scotland as evidence of fear in high German circles or, 
at least, of uncertainty and disquietude over the outcome 
of a new offensive that was being envisaged. 

What is incontrovertible about the flight to Scotland 
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is the fact that the cruel bombing of London and of 
various British port cities, which had, in the few weeks 
preceding Hess’ journey, threatened to disrupt all of 
England’s industrial and commercial apparatus, ceased 
abruptly- With Hess’ arrival in Scotland came a breath¬ 
ing spell for the people of England that was to last for 
several months. Hitler turned the Luftwaffe’s striking 
power in another direction. First, he sent it to central 
Poland to engage in battle practice for six weeks and 
then, to carry out the newly learned lessons, against the 
Soviet Union. 

Rudolf Hess did not fly to Britain on his own initia¬ 
tive. That would have been an act wholly at variance 
with what is known of the man’s character. All the years 
he spent in the Nazi party, from the days of the Kapp 
Putsch till the moment he left Germany by plane, Hess 
was not merely one of the Fuehrer’s most faithful fol¬ 
lowers: he was his watchdog and bodyguard, devoted to 
his master in an unquestioning, almost slavish way. In 
the inner councils of the Nazi party, Hess did not formu¬ 
late policies or project plans. He carried out orders, and 
he did this ruthlessly, to the letter, regardless of per¬ 
sonal predilections or sympathies. Hess had but one 
loyalty: to the Fuehrer; but one aim in life: to execute 
Hitler’s commands. 

There had been no break between the Fuehrer and 
Hess before the latter left for Scotland, and there was 
no evidence of indignation or surprise in official Nazi 
circles after it had become generally known that Hess 
had voluntarily landed on enemy territory. Not a single 
German newspaper as much as whispered a wor ° 
condemnation or disapproval. On the contrary. e 
commentaries in the Nazi journals on the flight to cot 
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land were studiously sympathetic: Hess was an idealist, 
it was said, a great humanitarian who had lately been 
somewhat overwrought and nervous. That was the worst 
that was said of him and his amazing flight. There was 
not the faintest trace of that crepitating kind of invective 
of which Dr. Gobbels and his associates in the Ministry 
of Enlightenment are unquestionably the masters in 
Europe. While Gobbels and his crew of propagandists 
never miss an opportunity to indulge their particular- 
genius, in the case of Hess they scrupulously refrained 
from using that one word “traitor” which is always on 
the tip of their pens. In fact, the editorials and com¬ 
mentaries on the Hess affair astonished the world with 
their obvious insouciance. Yet, for Hess to have for¬ 
saken Hitler’s cause was just as if one of the most obvi¬ 
ously papabile cardinals had left Rome to embrace the 
Moslem faith. 

Hess flew to Scotland on Hitler’s orders. The notion 
that he suddenly packed up and departed because there 
had been a falling-out between gangsters is not borne out 
by subsequent events. Over what should they have fallen 
out? The German army was marching from strength to 
strength. London, England’s ports, and English indus¬ 
tries were being reduced to heaps of rubble by Luftwaffe 
raids that were far from having reached their fullest 
possible intensity. The submarine campaign against 
British shipping was reaching proportions that would 
have proved fatal to Britain had the tempo been kept up. 

Were the commanders of the Reichswehr again in dis¬ 
agreement with the Fuehrer on the next move in the 
campaign of world conquest, as overseas reporters, for 
lack of a more plausible story, were reporting whenever 
there happened to be a lull in the actual fighting? Some 
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«l;iy ttu' Nad gangsters may haw a falling out But this 
imtl not «t it t red uiu-n l ^ took off for Scotland. Gen¬ 
erals, espet tails- general* of the Prussian tradition, and 
ait ofhu'tH* *otp* whit h is not of tin- (*.Ikk ulate-Soldier 
or opera buuftr variety do not revolt when engaged in 
campaign'* teplrtr with vitinrv, hmi, anti promotion. 

“Do our enemies entrifam the hope of a revolution 
in the Rett Id" asked «ittstav Errmen, the gentle author 
of liiHr^/nla gtuw-n vttuleut chauvinist. just about the 
time wheti Itew Hew off, "Do they exjrrt a wedge to 
in* tliiwn Iwtwcru the Fuehrer and the people? From 
who h se« t ton *d the |r*»plr to mid sm h tut ion proceed? 
I**rout the Sudeten On mam, whose thousand-year-old 
|aassioiMtr dr.tte t*i tetutu into the htoom of the Reich 
i I if let tulfdh'd" Ft mu the at ntv, whit h he had <routed 
a ml ic-stoted to h<m« *t amt might? From the workers, 
whose i ointade and h«-so hr is: Ftotn the tarmers, whom 
lie lw. set on then fret and given their tighdul position 
i*t sotirtv!* Ftoio the women and ihildtett, who love 
Iiitu as .i htothet t A $ evolution-’' I.t-t the wot hi know 
that one dors mn snake tevolution against oneself, against 
ont'\ own hratt*" 

Rudolf lir-o w.is sent to Biitain because he is the 

Fuehtri's itimt intimate tonhdaui, the one man who 
< tmld hr relied upon to * at ry out instructions to the 
letter, ‘the message Heti Hitler wanted to convey to 
lire Hiitidt government, e*pn tally to the lathes and gem 
tlenten of the f on not Cliveden set and of the former 
Anglo Get man fellowship, < “itld not be <otiveyetl through 
ttenttal tliplomalit »haunch I he slightest hint that 
11 it let deviled to etUrt into /m.u/«u/m «r negotiations 
<»t tueiely to tr establish * nut at t with the British authori¬ 
ties tit with icttaiu trptesentatives of an iniltteutial 
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group in the British nation would at on* r huu* hern 
greeted as a sign of weaklier on Germany* putt, as an 
indication that the Re it it was at the etui of its munnrs 
or out of breath and that the Kuehier wvmted nr bting 
the hostilities to an etui while he still hud the upper 
hand. Moreover, rumors and hints that lltilrt was de¬ 
sirous of establishing * on tat f would hate hrrtt pimnptlv 
squelched by resolutions and he motions in the Ihttisb 
Parliament to go on fighting to the hittet rod, rspc* willy 
in view of the hvpotftrsk who It would uutm.dh hate 
been advanced, that the Ret* It was tiled. 

The faithful lle*>s was *h>o*n he*an-.r Uni llnlrt did 
not want to me hr a lehuti hrhar hr had at Iran unde 
it dear to his fiieudly t'ltottin of the appeasewm mnj. 
tality in Kuglamt what was on ho mind, wdu* niut lii* 
campaigns must iurutahU take, and whuf thham wont 
expect if she jteisioed in »b.dleu.pug the Vnrm<i'% mat 
tery of Kumpc, now tlwi dm wu* a fat? ■<» *. ,-mf'U 

Hess did not umir to lb bum with a dural He *, mtr, 
in his own wools, so sum lumutiifv IT- with 

the proposal that the Rn* h hr gm*n a I < <v hum! in 
eastern Km ope to drone, the Sour? iWn and that site 
share the mastriy *4 tin* woild with lisma: llsdrt h,y 
uml that a banned amt tntinmg Jhm-.h l mynr would 
Ire only too willing t>» listen to the allot emmn of a 
German polity that hud hern !,»* ‘.rum the fundamental 
dirts tier of tmy Gnmitirntul dtjdom.w % 1 toiss Get outer 
in easterly dim lion and allow hn tuunr f.u bn self » 
Lt'lmnmum flout the Ida aim* to the fa.tR and thr t Uu« 
casus, 

'Hie message Rudolf Hr,* hiou.du Ron* if*,- Gtrftm 
was suhstau* tails tins t do mans '< l <? v me. mom ?,,■ d-ut-a 

the British Kmphe l Hu tug the . . oum ■. - ; t •• 
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the Fuehrer made it abundantly clear that he would 
guarantee the territorial integrity of the Empire; in fact, 
he offered to become the Empire’s protector. In return 
for this, the Fuehrer asked that Britain abdicate her role 
as the supreme arbiter of the fate and destiny of Europe. 
Germany could no longer tolerate British interference on 
the Continent. 

This proposition was turned down by the British gov¬ 
ernment, and it went to war with Germany. Since that 
day in September, 1939, Hess was to say, British hege¬ 
mony over Europe has been destroyed by German arms. 
France no longer exists, militarily speaking. The Fuehrer 
deprived Britain of the possible assistance of the Soviet 
Union by revealing to Stalin what the tories’ secret ob¬ 
jectives were with respect to Russia. We Germans, on 
the other hand, offered Stalin peace and a nonaggression 
pact because we wanted our rear covered while we dealt 
with France and her satellites in the west and east and 
established our military domination of the Continent. 

Stalin accepted our proposal and was of invaluable 
aid to us in protecting our left flank while our armies 
brought Hungary into our new order and while they 
overran Rumania, Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, and Greece. We 
occupied Crete and thereby isolated Turkey, Britain’s 
last potential ally in Europe and the Near East. 

Wavell’s recent retreat from Cyrenaica proves, more¬ 
over, that the German army has crossed the Mediterra¬ 
nean and that we can advance to the Suez Canal when 
we decide the time has come. Spain we can occupy in 
twenty-four hours. Franco is wholly in the Fuehrer’s 
power. Germans run the air service in Spain, the rail¬ 
roads, the telegraph, the mines, the ports, the customs. 
We are fast filtering into Morocco. Weygand has been 
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collaborating with the Keuh hum lint moment hr wax 
brought from Syria it.t take ovet hum Chime Im, All dm 
meatts that we can dene tin* Medium atu\m at will. Sink 
a move would tut you* Fmpiir in twain. Somewhere, 
either through Iraq 01 .Suta os the (liiiuMh, we out 
advance on India, Yum navy is joweiless to pmem 
that. ... 

As to arsines, you hau* nut suflntrnt ut.m pours and 
equipment to defend Pale a me if we dtmiUI take « two 
our minds to ouupv that «utmtiy, We air buddmg a 
railway, in toUabntaiimr with Wet gaud, huso Algtm m 
Dakar, Here again yum that wtll he puwrtlrv* t>* pmrw 
us from eaublhhim* an anial ba,r and a oil ms,nose baa* 
on your long unite to India and the hat I’an In (hr 
Padik the japanrm ate wait m, i liev ate wamn.; M 
our troops to appear at the gate* *n India Debar man It 
ing down through ludo Cbm a and urn the Mate, Prion 
sula to Singapore. Venn it.n*. lull hr * •! im ar al ‘Wu* 
either, not even it Amn a a domld m*«h- m i-> help 
We will have mu land ha>rd I*.-subr*«<n hand j:« Suki 
anti fnduChina to keep v«*u» naval turn-* Lit *■■0 at 
as we ditl in the t a a* 1 d t ien- All dm wr * art do brt.ar 
Amei it an ait! bei onto uj ate, seal 1 dor to urn V\ ho, ha 
you agree m not, that C ihr at to tosrf 

But why not tome n* a * *aupl*mmr tmv, 1 Mm hair 
lost Ktltope. You have dm wo vouorUes i.itosft 
ents, the only ruemic. wmshy *4 the tmtmau imad 
Cei many let ogm-’o h*-i>nnv,, onn rtuhuau. r, and 

your determination Bus 1*m have hrru «.u«pbiw4 and 
outmaueuveied Ynuj .dh*-» tailed vm fa an**- w a; tu 
ten. The Baa I-umpran ntirwt -« * -d! I4 ■ a h .ter 
of tatds undr| Otu diplomat i< jU'., wr , ||,e,r vm 

now the man powri to •a.»e 1 r an ue.a-.nas *4 the t dm man 
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and drive us out of France and Scandinavia and recon¬ 
quer the European Continent? You know you cannot 
do it, surely not alone. Do you expect American troops 
to come to your aid? Please do not fool yourselves on 
the subject of America. American aid is a long way off. 
The Americans will have their hands full at home. For 
we have the power to plunge America into civil war. 
We know whereof we speak: all this talk of America 
coming to your aid is Zukunftsmusik. . . . 

On the other hand, we offer you an alternative: we 
are going to attack Russia. We prefer our Lebensraum 
right next door. We want the iron ore of the Urals, the 
oil of the Caucasus, the wheat of the Ukraine. You have 
India, nearly all of Africa, Australia, Canada. Let us 
have Russia for a colony. As evidence of our good faith 
we shall forthwith cease our bombing of the British Isles. 
What do you say? The war is over if you give the word. 
We cannot expect you to veer around in one week or 
in a month. We will advance against Russia in the mean¬ 
time. We will show you that we are in earnest. England 
has nothing more to fear of us. You will have time to 
make up your minds. . . . 

This was the sum and substance of the message from 
the Fuehrer that Rudolf Hess was to deliver to Winston 
Churchill. 

It goes without saying that the Deputy Leader of the 
German National Socialist party would have preferred 
to state the object of his visit first of all, as he had in¬ 
tended to do, in some select gathering of British friends 
of the new Germany—for instance, in the hunting lodge 
of the Duke of Hamilton, on whose vast estate he had 
landed for that very purpose. But that little scheme of 
coming to Britain incognito and flying off again after 
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a clay or wo had been hmiiuied h\ the nnt'omuufc «». 
eumstame that IlcM bad been «vu ab.»Utup Wan his 
plane by a stupid Stott id* tenant *4 the IhtUA and that 
this foolish titan had taken the teguiaimm about de* end- 
ing enemy flyers tpme setmudy am! had, tsunhed the 
police. 

"lake me u» the Hukr of Hamilton,*' the Siotunatt 
was told by Hess, who wa* wratmg all ho medal v and 
who must have thmujht that dm HuihlmM, bke any 
other Prussian peasant tmdrj the tmamiiiHn, would 
have dirked his heels with fhr maT • /« lUtrhl. !hn 
Olmp'W'nit do thiih'n Hr ah 1 Ur pleas**.! to MloW 
m d"* Instead, that obamasr lAHnun »amr on wuh hi» 
piuhfoik and made the Hr puss J mTuo pm up be. Tob 
and stand in that Imwth.nuK an-indr mod hn vnJr 
came back with the tut.d«omubb* 1 !»■ or uwpk m:»*M 
Scots apparently took the was vinmdv Iuw.cd .4 wr¬ 
ing the lHike <4 Hamdum, Hm land.-d m the k- .d jed 
That was a miwaUuiate.n, He bad r\pr, n*d near 
siderate tteatment. 

With the lHike u! Hanulmu. a Utnsdt fa*,»sa, ttwddf 
Hess had iallied on an a-ndmat« ...uopitdom- na 
sime the brgmmtsgol the v,.u ikmu- "»*■.,n mb* t, tn.ee 
they visited eai h mtiri. hmuvd »• <oh»-i pknm-.H- .ptbrr, 
and held diw Hoinm and, ♦ smlVtn,i r ; wnb mutual lbm*H 
Iriends. Hist teemom on whak t *n din- po-Micm r oj the 
boll weevil itt Wmtgnid * nto<w t*rU* „, t *.;* the in earning 
the pants of the man in the m<*4* pnhaf a t»od, nabd! 
Nothing as treasonable as «h.n‘ I b-*w h.,,i „-,.-udn«at 
had merely bewailed the da that then nup. w.<- oam- 
tries should have dulled into ,i wat. who b tot the 
point of view of both the appr e.c«.r:t* Hi -ntp, (I. its sum 
ami the men at mind the 1- whin a wauPu} and h-mlr 
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struggle, something almost unnatural. This touching 
harmony of view on the nature of the war had led them 
most naturally to explore possibilities of terminating the 
conflict or diverting it in another direction. 

One thing had led to another. Hess had .kept the 
Fuehrer fully informed of his British friend’s anxiety 
and his sincere desire for peace. The Fuehrer had learned 
what Lord Redesdale, the Duke of Hamilton’s neighbor 
and the father of Unity Freeman-Mitford, thought about 
the war, and what Lady Astor said in private, and what 
Sir Nevile Henderson (who, when he was still ambassa¬ 
dor to Berlin, had been frankly in favor of letting Ger¬ 
many take the whole of Europe) and that other good 
friend of the Fuehrer’s, Lord Runciman (who had been 
so helpful in the matter of Czechoslovakia), what these 
gentlemen and Lords Londonderry, Stamp, and Brocket 
were telling the Foreign Office now. In that way Hitler 
had gained the impression that there was quite a little 
appeasement sentiment left among the people who count 
in England, and he conceived the notion that, with the 
aid of some tactful suggestions about turning the war 
into an anti-Bolshevik crusade, the good old spirit of 
Munich might be revived and that even stubborn Win¬ 
ston Churchill might yet come to see the light. 

The confidential information reaching Adolf Hess be¬ 
came so encouraging that the Fuehrer and the men of 
his entourage—Goring, Ribbentrop, Gobbels, and Himm¬ 
ler—began to hunt for a stratagem that would turn 
British public opinion still more in Germany’s favor. 
Of the select British circles that had formerly furnished 
the membership for the Anglo-German Fellowship and 
the smaller Cliveden set, the Fuehrer need not worry. 
They had considered the war a foolish undertaking from 
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the beginning. Now, with its devastating progress—France 
knocked out and the whole Continent passed under Ger¬ 
man domination—the Cliveden set must have grown more 
convinced than ever of the truth of the Fuehrer’s re¬ 
marks to Monsieur Coulondre, a French diplomat, when 
he stopped off in Berlin on his way to Paris in August, 
1939 . Monsieur had said to Hitler: “Do you know, 
monsieur le chancelier, who will be the sole beneficiary 
if Germany and England go to war?” 

“Of course I know,” the Fuehrer had replied: “the 
sole beneficiary will be Trotsky!” 

Those gentlemen like to give a personal touch to their 
figures of speech, but their fears are genuine. Wars are 
the beginning of revolution. What could the British 
upper classes expect from the war if it ended at once? 
Why, the best thing possible for them—a return to the 
status quo ante. On the other hand, what was in store 
for Britain if the struggle continued? Loss of territory, 
blasted cities, a ruined commerce, perhaps India in 
turmoil, the rise of revolutionary sentiment, and the 
triumph of socialism? In order to keep the morale of the 
British people at a high pitch, Winston would sooner or 
later have to state his war aims; he would not be able to 
avoid promises of a better life, of more democracy, of a 
wider distribution of wealth. . . . 

If the Fuehrer, who believed so fanatically in the 
power of his own word, could only talk to England, he 
felt certain that he could convince even the most skepti¬ 
cal. Had he not prevailed over the old man with the 
umbrella and over Simon and Halifax, Henderson, Da- 
ladier, and so many others? Yet, personally he could not 
go to England. He could not suddenly call a halt to the 
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war and say: “That is all.” Those Englishmen would 
take that for a sign of exhaustion. And Germany was 
by no means exhausted. The German war machine was 
intact, in perfect order. In perfect order, except the 
brakes. They were missing. The Fuehrer knew that he 
must go on from victory to victory, or the machine might 
disintegrate, or the tension in which the German people 
have lived since 1933 might snap. 

He needed oil now, oil and ore and wheat. Those 
things could not be obtained by a successful invasion of 
England. For that he must go to Russia. But if he 
attacked Russia before he had subdued England, he 
might himself call up the specter of a double front—the 
danger against which Bismarck had warned and which 
had broken Wilhelm. 

No, England must be lulled to sleep first. England and 
America must be made to believe that they need have 
no further fear of German aggression. 

If England could be pacified now, Roosevelt would be 
left with a useless armaments program on his hands and 
would be utterly discredited while America would be 
plunged into an economic crisis from which there would 
be no exit. That would give him, the Fuehrer, time to 
conquer Russia, transform that country into a vast arsenal 
in a few years’ time in collaboration with all the con¬ 
quered countries, weld the European states together in 
one common task, and then . . . why, after that the 
United States could build all the fleets it wanted and 
turn out all the bombers possible, it would not be able 
to outbuild a united Asia and Europe. Both America 
and England would be at Germany’s mercy. . . . But 
England must first be got out of the way. 
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Hiller said to Hew go to vmtr friends! Say 

that I am ready to route to an unde* .uniting and say 
that I am in earnest about it! . . 

••Before we enter info m>;miafiom," Wimmn 
Churchill said to Hess, "we want to hate some rudrtu* 
of the Fuehrer's good faith, For teats he lias promised 
to attack Russia and build his tolomal empire in the 
Ukraine. Former British gmernmenu did all in their 
power to facilitate the FuehtetA manb eastward, In 
the end your Fuehrer Wttaycd Btitaitt, Tim time we 
want to see Herr Hitler at t and not merely hold out 
promises." 

Churchill made no promises. Mm in that hour, when 
he spoke to I less, he made her dr. hue >;aun hr .n routed 
an ally in Russia, he totnrd thr Nan vat nudunr* in 
an easterly dirett ion. hr pmifiom'd the no. anon *d hup 
land, he gave Amenta an op|*ottum»o to pet ton h»*r wu 
machine. and hr started Htttot on thr lung toad that Iradi 
to perdition. 
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J. N the daytime there are tugs on the river towing long 
strings of flat-bottomed barges and swift, black-painted 
naval sloops that scud up whorling tufts of white spray. 
When those boiling woolsacks fall asunder, the floating 
.strings of foam give the surface the appearance of green 
veined marble. The gulls Hy low, but they venture far¬ 
ther upstream than they did a month ago. They now 
come as far as the George Washington Bridge. Before 
winter is over they will he seen in Yonkers and beyond. 
Returning from their inland errand, they sit on lumps 
of driftwood that mtk and sway unsteadily on the swift 
current. Sounds are growing sharper, and the signal 
blasts of the river boats startle with their harsh and 
strident wails. When it is still, you can hear the sea 
from afar. But it is no longer the sustained drowsy 
murmur that rose from the heart of summer. The song 
has moved tip to a higher note, fresher, more penetrating. 

I he trees along the drive are turning russet and yel¬ 
low. Any night now may come the storm that will strip 
them of their leaves. I here are moments when the trees 
begin to tremble as in a sudden panic, only to return 
quickly to their former splendid serenity. Do they feel 
the approach of death, and would they once more stand 
forth in their most festive array before bidding adieu? 

I hey greet the tool dawn with a deep sigh, as if relieved 
that another night has passed without torment. 

The light of autumn lends a clearer outline to the 
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buildings on the New Jersey shore. 'They are the rotor 
of steel with thin pink edges. Now that the s* tu/« 
of summer is dissipated, that land over there h «*k* nm 
hard and rocky. The small church without ,1 steeple* 
straight across from my window, makes me think of * 
ship that has been thrown up on the shore—a ship that 
is awaiting the arrival of the crew to set it afloat again. 
Now I can see why those Hollanders ami /colanders who 
sailed with Hendrick Hudson in the thilf Mutm hugged 
the eastern shore of the river. It was the fat and jde.tunt 
land that drew them, not those forbidding, towering 
cliffs across. 

There are freighters gliding by, empty, high out of the 
water, with strange Hags painted on their hulls, the flag* 
of nonseafaring nations: Switzerland, Bolivia. Ihev timu* 
to the basin above the bridge to wait lot a tall to uir 
in cargo. Tomorrow or the next day the bust 1 tug Jude 
tugs will scream and yell at them amt push them m 
between the piers on the opposite hank, where cm tiro 
trains of heavily loaded flatcars are edging up to the 


Tlie river is gray and meltm, lu,Iy. The gulden !„«„ 
of high summer that glitter,■<! it, 

the T ! n 1 hCr ^ “ >“er,tuy silver sheen ,n c i 

3* er B f u 15 Ml11 wanu '•**' •1-iytime. (t if .till 

growing weather, , , . 


* ** 


the blind , l ‘ 8 r !aim ’ r * Ull, v the ignorant and 

is it in ,nl - e r tlm t W StHl VVVV CtmHHi *“ Never 

the earth neve^*”? ^ .** Thr «* 

home than the r S 01 *** >CatU ‘ K ' ^‘^cly is the hanea 

. dark d0(Ls of earth. Everything feimem* 
germinates, always. The autumn distills the sap that wall 
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feed the yoimj. life in ihcmminsspring. That is the life of 

the earth* I hat life also pulsates In us, an intensely pro 

fount! and irresistible force. We belong to the earth as 
she belongs to us. We are permeated with the earth. 
It is through her that mounts in us the spirit of our fore¬ 
bears. 


I lalf of our misery ami weakness derives from the fact 
that we have broken with the soil and that we have 
allowed the roots that bound us to the earth to rot We 
have heroine detached from the earth, we have aban¬ 
doned her. And a man who abandons nature has begun 
to abandon himselt. It is in the moment when we realize 
the dire consequences of our having lost: contact with 
nature that we must begin to think of returning to her. 
And not merely in a haphazard or sentimental manner, 
but wholeheartedly and entirely. 

I know full well that one may dwell in a cement cave 
in a great city and still be dose to nature. One can find 
solitude in the midst of crowds and tumult. There are 
always heroes and saints or, at any rate, strong souls. But 
mankind does not live on heroism and saintliness. Man 
is weak. Man must be brought back to the start. He 
must be put in a state of grac e. . . . 


Slowly the night descends. Like the sunlight at dawn, 
it comes over tlit* northern peoples softly and on slip¬ 
pered feet. 1 he white dome's of the oil reservoirs on the 
other shore are imperceptibly turned into hooded 
mosques. 1 he chimney stacks become slender minarets. 
In the gathering darkness the hoisting cranes and steel 
trestles across the river are weird creatures signaling to 
each other with sharply pointed fingers. The whistle of 
the trains sounds far off. 
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The current runs swiftly, and the waves of the river 
go by like the serried ranks of a vast host. The sun is 
gone. The shadows deepen. Night will soon be here. 

Let us not speak evil of the night! The night is rich 
in mysteries and in revelation. The night reflects the 
secret thought of the day. The night is the days sub- 
consciousness. When life began, the night was there. 
The night was his horizon for every man who ever lived. 
The far-off ancestor feared the night because he dreaded 
to meet the spirits of the dead. And we? Are we not 
afraid of the night? We think and we guess, we believe 
and we deny, but do we really know anything more 
than that distant father? We know that the night is a 
great sea, a never-ending stream that bears all that lives 
away. No more than the waves that pass by in never- 
ending procession know that they will be thrown into 
the sea and be dissolved and vanish from their own ken 
do we know where we are going. We know that death is 
a gateway that opens for everybody, but we do not know 
whither the gate leads: to annihilation of consciousness 
or to a transformation of consciousness. 

We do not know. We guess and we believe, we sur¬ 
mise and we suppose, we float and sway to and fro like 
driftwood, but we know not. We know that worlds are 
bom and perish, that suns and solar systems grow, flour¬ 
ish, and wither, just as all things blossom and die in the 
great garden of the universe. We know that nothing 
remains unchanged, that all things constantly undergo 
transformations, that soil and sunlight become flowers 
and grass, and these the bodies of men and animals, and 
that they change back again to grass and flowers and 
insects and birds and color and perfume and voice. We 
know that steaming vapors and red-hot clumps of metal 
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change into Rimers. But of ourselves we know nothing- 
We do not know whether the flame we feel in us will 
be extinguished or burn with a new brilliance. We sur¬ 
mise, we hope, we believe, but know we do not. 

The chaos and anarchy of the era through which we 
are passing, the apparently directionless drifting of hu¬ 
man society, art* indications of the growth of a new cul¬ 
ture. We are witnessing the bloody and catastrophic 
birth pangs of a new world order. We see before our 
eyes that the peculiarities of different national cultures, 
as those of Britain, France, Germany, and Italy, are 
rapidly dissolving and disappearing. Through a number 
of factors, not the least of which is the fantastic tempo 
of the evolution of the technique of transportation, the 
different parts of humanity are growing into one body 
and organism, 

'T he unification of the world," wrote Guglielmo Fer- 
rero many ye.m ago. "through scientific expeditions, col¬ 
onization, emtgtatnm, world religions, wars, commerce, 
diplomacy, railways, telegraph [and he may well have 
added, "through aetotec huical progress"] must inevitably 

lead to a culture of universal character_But the world 

which becomes a single body,'* he added, "cannot possibly 
live with a number of mutually hostile and contradictory 
forms of cons* iousness. Tin: body of the world must have 
a soul," Tim new send of the* world, the Italian historian 
and philosopher thought, would consist of the best of 
all the old cultures harmoniously blended together. 

Of course, this is hut wishful dreaming. There can 
be: no cjuest ion of a harmonious blending of different 
old and new, Kutopean and Oriental, technical and spir¬ 
itual cultural elements v> long as the capitalistic culture 




528 THAT HAY ALONE 

of the West is utilized by a caste minority to enrich itself 
at the expense of the majority and so ion?; as the domi¬ 
nant white race utilizes that eultiue to oppress and ex¬ 
ploit other races. 

In western Europe, moreover, capitalistic < ulture has 
virtually destroyed the remnants of the precapitalist it 
popular cultures, while outside Europe it has mined 
into conflict with age-old, profoundly rooted agtartatt 
cultures, with a different basis, .1 dillrtent evaluation of 
moral values, ami an entirely different goal. 

Those ancient cultures have Iteeit thrown nut of their 
course by the rapid tramfot mutton of their pi«M>hution 
economy into a money economy: the making of ptohi 
has become the one and only goal. Neatly even when* 
in the world tite spontaneous, organic gtowtlt of -,** mv 
has been disturbed by capitalism foisting on tie* people* 
a need for money. Through the impoveitdmteut of the 
masses by constantly more teftned means of exploitation, 
as well as by the importation of mat bine nude »ot»modi 
ties, the old native craft < ultnte is being killed, Tins 
tragedy is being enacted in British India, in the Ihmh 
East, Indies, and all over Afrit a, The East E being Wert 
ornizcd, which means that it ii being impeltalizrtl and 
militarized. Thin phenomenon, on the other hand, r 
coupled with a violent reattiou against the .pittttul 4 tat 
tent of European civilization and with a timing for a 
renewal of the old native cultum, 1 HE is the taw in 
India, in Indonesia, ami, to a lesser device, in Alt it 4 
In Asia Japanese imperialism has seized upon these native 
movements to further its own ambitions of expansion ami 
domination with the slogan: ' Ada lot the Asiatic t." 

Even so, everywhere we look we see that Western 
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pseudo culture is exerting a disintegrating influence on 

the old si H'uil relationships and on what, in the old native 
cultures, gave form, sense, and value to life. Ad" 
tegratinjf inlluenee brings overestimation of riches of 
comfort, of luxury, and of sensual pleasure and the under¬ 
estimation of peat e of mind, concentration inner har 
inony, and the satisfaction over good work W ell executed" 
It bring;* met hani/ation of labor, of industrial organiza 
t ion, and *j»eeds up the tempo of life by the anarchistic 
production methods amt hy economic rivalry 

'Fhe result is that all those native peoples are being 
robbed id what once made them valuable as human 
Ireings. no matter how impressive and materially great 
they now- may he made to appear. b 

To speak, therefore, of a melting p 0t , of a synthesis 
of hast and West, t,s absurd, the very opposite is taking 
place: it is confusion, dissatisfaction, opposition, and 
lint red that are glowing. 

Age-old concepts and sodal relationships that we held 
-Hat red and immutable are falling away. Ultimate certain- 
t ies and tiatmendettfal values which for centuries have 
I>een laid down in terms such as God, fate, destiny, free- 
clom. sin. have become petrified and arc no longer con- 
nidered vital concepts. In an autarchy different groups 
strul nations stubbornly seek to maintain and to safeguard 
what they < omirfer the highest good, whether it be race, 
Honm, dogma, system, <apu.il, or power. 'Fins is taking 
place in a world which through technical progress is 
becoming more and more a unity, a single body whose 
separate organs are getting more and more indispensable 
to one another. 

Is it to be wondeted at that this harsh self-satisfaction, 
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this self-righteous, intolerant mentality in the religious, 
spiritual, economic, and cultural spheres, has plunged 
the world in chaos and misery? 

Yet, still we talk of fighting to preserve the xtrttn* »/uo. 
this system which is stuck in a mire of its own making 
and which can move neither backward nor forward with¬ 
out producing new disasters, new depression*, new wars, 
and more mass misery. 

The dominating economic motif of our time o mao 
production of each article of menItaiulise where it <a» 
be produced under the most favorable conditions and 
with the least possible elfort and then its diurilmtitm 
over the length and breadth of the earth, But this e*u- 
noiuic motif cannot be fully developed hot a use the world 
is split up into a number of independent and sovereign 
states, every one of which nourishes the absurd pirtru 
sion of being self-sufficient and of being able to piodme 
inside its own frontiers and by its own means even thin,; 
it needs, besides a surplus for export. Every stare bant’ 
cades itself behind its own frontiers against foreign pmd 
nets and against human beings. 

Whereas at the beginning of the tentmy man tould 
still travel from one end of the earth to the other with¬ 
out a passport, whereas at that time anyone < onld wmk 
anywhere and do business, except in some bat Award 
countries which were regarded as backward pre*brly f„r 
that reason, man can now no longer tin ulair at will. Jfc 
has become more and more restricted i» his movement* 
until today he has come to a complete standstill. 

Merchandise moves with even greater dittouhy th. m 
man. While in tire last century merchandise * mild ewer 
foreign countries without charge or on pas merit of u:rc 
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modest imposts in so-called protectionist states, today 
scarcely a product enters a foreign country without its 
quantity being severely rationed by quotas and contin¬ 
gents and without paying almost prohibitive import 
duties, which cause it to be sold at twice, thrice, and even 
ten times its intrinsic value. 

Thus, while technical progress tends more and more 
to impose a single world economy-in truth, a universal 
economy—politics impose a constantly widening estrange¬ 
ment between the hundred and one different national 
compartments into which the world was divided at a 
time when there were neither steam nor electricity, 
neither automobiles nor Hying machines. 

Capitalist economists have themselves pointed out the 
folly, the wastefulness, and the inconsistency of this im¬ 
mense and flag!ant contradiction. In the years lollowing 
the 1* irst World War various remedies were indeed sug¬ 
gested to put an end to it. But the ruling classes of the 
different countries showed themselves unwilling to sac¬ 
rifice the least panicle of their interests. It is true that 
some international cartels were formed, hut, besides be¬ 
ing extremely precarious in character, besides ignoring 
that immense section of industry which remains in the 
hands of small-time enterprise, those cartels did not elimi¬ 
nate the barriers that the various states had built against 
other nations. In fact, the barriers were fortified since 
every one of the copartners in the international cartels 
sought to use those barriers (which preserved and pro¬ 
tected them within their own borders) as means of put- 
ting pressure on its foreign partners to obtain more 
advantages in the division of other markets. 

I he last and most important step taken by big busi¬ 
ness in the direction of creating an international eco- 
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nomic organism was the establishment in «! the 

Bank of International Settlement in Basel, But this in¬ 
stitution had scarcely started to function when the i t Li* 

came. 

The crisis! That was a signal for everyone to lo* k his 
doors more tightly than ever. Front that moment date* 
the system of contingents and quotas, .Since the i lists 
the control of exchange has betome the itile in must 
countries, while hunting the foreigner has become almost 
everywhere a sort of national sport. 

For different reasons, principally because they pits 
sessed no colonies, the central European couutiic * suf 
fered most from this split ting up of the market*, tor it 
prevented them from selling outside and earned them 
to starve while sitting on top of mountains *4 then own 
manufactured products. 

Germany armed to put an end to this pint <** ol split 
ting up. In Europe the German iudusti wlia* envisaged 
a division of labor, so to speak, Rumania and Frame 
were to restrict themselves to ague ulnue, foi iustame 
Norway was to supply fish and lumber, oils and hit, 
Holland vegetables ami shipping fat ilitii *, in mob,urge 
for Germany's manufactured articles. (hi many aimed 
at an economic order that would he more in ccmfotmtty 
with the conditions and progress Hiudetii teeUnique 

Today Hitlerian ami .Mussoliui.m Gaes.nLm air on 
the way to realizing by methods of const taint those 
United States of Europe which had failed to mateiiaUze 
by peaceful means. 

If the lifting of national trade hat tins w,t, mote urgent 
in central Europe than anywhere else, it is equally mu * 
sary everywhere. 'Hie contradit tiuu between the inter 
national tendency toward perfecting technique ,md the 
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particularist reactions that the different national states 
put in its way is a general phenomenon, a universal prob¬ 
lem that must be solved everywhere. 

It must be solved in a very short time outside Europe. 
But that it will be solved, one way or the other of that 
we may be quite certain. For that solution is a social 
and a historic necessity. The curtain which shrouds the 
future is not entirely impenetrable. When it became 
necessary for man to scratch the soil in order to produce 
his food, he invented a plow*. U hen it became necessary 
for him to fly, he invented the airplane. When he no 
longer can dispense with international collaboration, he 
will find a way for the simple* reason that a way exists.'. 

Darkness lies on the deep like an impenetrable shroud. 

I he titer is a black mirror over which moves the cool 
breath of the autumn night. ‘The only sound is the lap¬ 
ping and gurgling of the waves against the granite and 
basalt rocks under my feet. Is there a ship passing by 
in the gloom of midstream, or has the wind risen that 
there should be this ghostly *ttr in the water? The yon¬ 
der shore is blotted out in .Stygian shadows. The almost 
palpable clouds ot night t lose in with menacing 
intent. . .. 

1 hen the moral comes rolling in from the ocean, and 
his ft loudly face bends over t lit* world to whisper words 
of love. The river comes to life. The silver confetti 
sprinkled on the surface are a million tiny lanterns light¬ 
ing up the running tide. Under my gaze the river turns 
into a highway, a broad, dark street whose name is life. 
The white-plumed waves that rise and fall softly in even 
cadence are the generations of man pushing each other 
on, overtaking each other on the way to their eternal 
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home. Here passes everything tli.it dreaming thought 
conceived anti what the heart sought to know; the gbuv 
of the world and the sorrow of man. the «stasies of those 
who saw the Eternal in the hurtling bush and in the 
intoxication of the ttijiod. 

The soft wind brings the musk of flutes and the distant 
thunder of flaming forest-.. For that still water which 
now stifles its sobs can also boil. When the -norm awak¬ 
ens, you can hear the cry of the blood ot the millions 
who could not he because their f.uhets were -.lain, . ,, 

Now the river is placid, ‘the waves move on in orddiy 
rhythm. On their tops lfo.it the ruins »»f all ftt.it has been; 
the hieroglyphs of Egypt, the emperors of Oh ilia, the 
yogis of India who spent their live-, sitting *»n ashes in 
the wilderness; all the limits of the wondrous gods, 
sphinxes, and tlnuieias, tu anues with the until, of ele> 
pluuus and the bodies of humans, god, who « hanged him 
mite and stones, gods who weir both man and woman, 
gods who mutilated themselves ui who gleamed a>. s» arabs 
in the and. 

Forward rolls the stream. I see the movement of cte.t 
don, the never resting, eternal mgr of grntwk 

Is that man, is that the king of neat ion, the father of 
Plato and Solomon, that t teat me moving In their> His 
forehead rwedrs, ami his teeth promide in a smitau gttn, 
Hear his groans and grunts as hr tries to walk bv throw, 
ing himself upward at every painful ,»ep with a .pink 
tomb of his long ami on the rattle h that dull noise 
width rattles in the b.uk of his throat ihr tohr that will 
intone a ‘IV Deum tomorrow' Throw him a deerskin 
for his naked loins and vane taw ft nit that hr uuv dr 
vour it. For what are his nr, in their .Seen si« kef, 
seal thing in yon dumps of Imdtro Let hint have hi, 
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female, let him run after her into the woods, and over- 
tvhc-Im her ami hold her captive with his hairy knees 
in wild pairing heat! Do not prevent him, for of that 
hasty mating will be born Michelangelo-and Beethoven 
it ml Einstein,. . . 

I hear voices. I catch the sound of articulate words. 
'There m a new man. His eye is dearer. His shoulders 
;ire c overed with a sheepskin. He carries a bronze ax 
ittul a sharply hied stone. He sits down to weave a basket. 
I Ic jutts twig and loam together. I see ids brothers. They 
wear ;t band around their waist and an apron. There is 
custom among them and law and orderliness. They rub 
two sticks together, am! a Haute dances in the dry moss. 
Now the sineil of burning fat drifts over towards me. 

'There is a group of shepherds coming next. They 
drive a held of tattle befoie them. They are white of 
•skin, and their bodies ate well formed. They pull a shawl 
over their heads as they fate the sharp, dry prairie wind. 
'They c rout It around a fire in front of a tent. Tomorrow 
they will move on to fatter land, to the edge of rivers. 
'They glume at tin* stars before going to sleep and lift 
their arms in mute appeal for solace and warmth and 
safety. ., , 

A funeral procession moves by. Women weep. Priests 
mumble incantations. On that stretcher is a mummy. 
Oxen draw the sol it 1 heavy tart. These know of immor¬ 
tality, They have invented the wheel. "Friend, thy man¬ 
sion awaits thee, comfortable is thy dwelling. Judge 
gently, Osiris," the priests mumble. "We commend him 
to thy loving kindness. Do not eject him from thy palace 
of lij^ht and return him to the .sorrowful cycle of this 
life. . . 

Who is that man alone in the desert? Why is he unty- 
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ing his .sandals antl crossing his hands on his breast with 
eyes dosed? Has anyone tailed him? Why dues he how 
his head? Has lie heard a voice in his own heart?. ,, 

They pass by; lime warriors with ht.uk, wptaio> 
trimmed beards, the bowmen of Assyria, the dtanoteeis 
of Mi/,iaim, the Hittiies building titles with walls. Who 
is that one with the royal diadem on his forehead who 
crawls in the grass like an animal? Is it yon, Nrhm had 
mv/ar? And you there, with your etc** bulging with 
fright bet a use of the hand on the wall? Have * outage, 
Belshazzar! The night will tover you! 

Hiil you hear that laughter? Suv, did v««u hear it? 
Hellas! Hellas! The garlands ate pined atound the 
heads, the t town of laurel leaf ami oak. t ioldeu hue rlru 
are fastened around the aims, Now dame! Now has 
happiness tome! .Sing the dun us and the anti< hunts' 
do turn your temples . . . then- is the north* led and 
the mixed wine, Sprinkle it on the aloud High the 
apple and the phallus! The god is bom again. . » . New 
life, better life begins. . . , 

But who ate those somber ftgutrw U»mr turn itt 
<arnel hair t loaks/ What is it hr of fVkna saw "I hate. 

1 despise your feast days, ... I will not beat the melody 
of thy viols, . , . ‘lake away hoot »ne the tense of tin, 
songs. ... I will not .turpi your oifrtiugs, But judg 
mem run down as water> an*l righteonoiro as a mighty 
stteam!" And he thete, who goes naked tfo ough the 
stteets of fetusalem; "Behold, I urate new hr,nno and 
a new earth and the funner shall not be t rmrn.hr ted , , , 
Ye shall turn your swords into plow dm* rv . , Thrv 

shall not build, and another inhabit " 

The moon is passing behind a < hmd * J* r .01 is damp 
with the dtizzle that rises ftom the stsram | hr woe! 
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has come up and sighs plaintively through the tree 
branches behind tut*. It will soon be time to turn in 
There is a Munir touting up. I cm hear its distant roar 
gathering strength as ,t trail that travels over wide fields. 
The waves roil on, uniform, equal in height and shape! 
With the waves pass the armies of slaves. There is strug! 
gle but no hop o! victory. Chained together, they march 
to the etuis *4 tlur earth.,.. 

Now I Ire! the air growing older. A Cross comes 
into sight. I heat the gowns of the Man on the Cross. 
1 see the bUmd on His fare. He turns His head from 
side to side in nameless pain. His lips move. Hear! 
He speaks; "lit, Hit, Umn stilnwhumU" A dark mist 
dest ends. The song of the birds is silenced, and the 
forests t ease theit rustling. Flu* moon’s rays are frozen, 
and tin* eatth stands still. There is nothing but the 
wood and the Man who sutlers on the Cross in eternal 
torment. The met moves on, hut the Cross remains, 
now as a vague vision that medes in the night, then 
moving torn aid in st.uk reality, 

When the strong tottwe the weak, when the poor cry 
for bread, when the timomtt languish in dungeons, when 
mothers go insane !*et,um* they see their children die, 
when the tmnasf* team it* the wilderness, when the sol- 
diets go to futile, when those who sit in darkness pray 
for light, tin* Crow trim us. and the head of the Man 
on the Ctovs sinks deeper on the tired breast... 

‘Flu* rivet flows on. t he sound of trumpets is heard. 
I heat the stral thing of pens as men bend over manu¬ 
scripts, I see a monk haranguing a crowd in the market 
plate, and a moment later great hosts of men, and even 
children, t time man King hv. Knights in armor lead the 
pro< esston, with h is pm eded by all the banners of Chris- 
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tembm, and the cry goes up: "God wills it! Gml wills 

id” 

The world becomes a tumult. Feasants are fighting, 
Jacques Bonhontme has risen in revolt. I see the Hunts 
of a burning pile of wood and a man in the midst of the 
fire tied to a stake, anti I ran hear hint say: "Sutu-hi 
simplicityr before the smoke blots out the sight. The 
flames leap over to a hundred, a thousand other pines, 
All F.uroj* ts covered with horning piles, . , , 

Now there is more light on the rim. The moon has 
come through the clouds for a brief moment, There 
go Lorenzo, Newton, and Columbus, Lib* hr«mm* free 
dotu, thought, , . . Fleets swarm mu to alt pair* of the 
world. Cities leap from the ground, Treaunes pout in 
Men from the most remote < mnets of the eattlt begin 
to thule and meet and talk together, 

I hen the moon goes in hiding again, ami datUtro 
leturns. 1 he river flows swifter. The wind drives it on 
I hear a voice with h says: "We must turn tune the dora.e 
of poverty. Man is hotn to be happy, , and 1 j«og 
nize the speaker by his thin sat* astu lips am! he. leering 
smile: Voltaire. ‘The tumult bleaks out ome mute A 
mob storms the Bastille, ami a king's brad ,ulL inn, 
the dust. 

Man will he happy yet. He will muej test nurd hr 
has found the way of happiness, You too, wmkm of the 
vvttrld, m your slums and iightlevs In note., sou will ktrnw 
the light Science will find the long sought pr.*»r , m 4 
glory. I hat is the word of the new prophets who float 
by silently: .Saint-Simon, Fourier, Fatadav, Darwin, 
Kropotkme. 'Tolstoy, Huxley. ... 

Yet, tlie sky grows tinker, the mmm ts now hidden 
enure y, A stoim has tome up, f tan in* longer see the 
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waves. The wind howls with fierce, frightening lament. 
Bolts of purple lightning fly through the obscurity. Their 
lurid flash lights up the houses across the river with 
the color of blood and sulphur.... 

Neen, het is nog geen nacht. 

twee of drie staan er nog op wacht. 

maar het is verdomd donker aan ’t worden— 

en misschien 

worden zij afgeslacht 

voor dat zij den morgen zien. 

No, it is not yet night. 

Two or three are still standing guard. 

But it is growing damned dark 
and perhaps 

they, the watchmen, too, will be slaughtered 
before they see the morning. 

These lines, which I copied from an inscription on 
the wall of the People’s Hall in the town of Breskens 
during the last hour I spent on Dutch soil, give a pointed 
and complete expression of the sentiments one feels if 
but one glance is taken at the future, or even at the 
present status of European culture—that is to say, of the 
state of Christendom. A few years ago the cry of the 
young French intellectuals was still: “Faire l’Europe! 
Build a Europe!” They bewailed the fact that Europe 
was innerly torn apart and solemnly warned us that a 
demoniacal apparatus of violence was being set up that 
would threaten seriously all the norms of justice and 
morality. They asked the world if it realized what was 
at stake, what treasures of truth, justice, morality, phil¬ 
osophy, and religion were in danger. They asked if it 
was realized that such words and concepts as culture. 
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spirit, idea, God, Christ-all these things which are per¬ 
meated with the spirit of eternity—would become mean¬ 
ingless. Did we realize that their disappearance would 
signify the definite end of the Christian era, that human¬ 
ism and idealism would be things of the past, and that 
the future would belong to blood and race. Those young 
men still saw the menace in the future and grew almost 
antic at the prospect of seeing the lights of the spirit 
being menaced with extinction. 

But today all that is an accomplished fact. The lights 
are out The night has come. The last watchmen are 
emg slaughtered. And not only on the battlefields of 
Europe and Asia, but wherever an emasculated toler- 
ance and cowardly liberalism permit the undermining 
of the democratic ideal by leaving it unstated. 

For merely to say that the struggle raging in the 
universe is one to save democracy, or to preserve the 
American way of life, or to beat Hitler, is beside the 
point, because it would mean that the chief aim and 
o ject o the battle waged by the democratic states is to 
bring back the status quo ante helium , which is pre- 
ciseiy the state of affairs which produced the calamities 
tnat have overwhelmed humanity. 

It would mean what is impossible of achievement: 
turning back to what once has been. We cannot return 
to what has been, because that is what this war has 
already destroyed. What has been destroyed is, in the 

a^ lm P enalist conce Pt of Europe. Never 

again will Europe be a beggar’s blanket of small sover¬ 
eign independent states. Technical progress has made 

t f at /° nStellati ° n im P° ssible - Hitler, who 
was the tool of destiny in this matter, and only to that 
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extent a |H*rHt»ultcatioii of "the wave of the future,” mav 
he defeated, or he may Ik; vu torious. The unification of 

Europe will remain, 

Thmmth the mist of hhmd and tors the peoples of 
Europe have c.tu>*ht a «limpsr of the future. The bar¬ 
riers of the frontlets, which hemmed them in and which 
divided the Continent into an infinitesimal number of 
muiottaUv independent mbit les. have fallen away. Uni- 
fk*d t ibtmm regulations base hern introduced. Europe 
lias visibly hei nine one single, unified economic: organism. 

Na/i tieutum has imwisimyty anti unintentionally 
supplied ptrnd that there w ill he no need and no occasion 
fur the peoples t<* fh peril wlhatlv at rath other's throats 
mice the element of eo mount ihahy between their rc- 
Hpvttivr inlirn* thtor* is permanently removed. But by 
that revel.uii in C ieitmmv ieei aho sealed the doom of her 
own new J tdiny «lav,. 

The Ur it h’** tempo*an leadership in Europe, wliolly 
immoral and nbjet (tunable though it is, has nevertheless 
•dwjwn the diiMtion in win.h the |copies will move, 
became it is the dire*tom in nhfih they must move. A 
new tomept *4 national iudrprndente and security 
through a miihetf rt.mnmv and a sharing of the common 
fimk looms in the off my. f«n the thief <(uestion a gen- 
c-ruthm should a A «4 the future i, not what will happen 
bur what should happen. And then it is no longer a 
matter for debate whether fmojit* or the world has a 
tspet i.d predilet iron or not Pa a planned international 
€H niiomv, bit that has hr* nine ,m inrlrn table historical 
elnmmd. It h« merely atptesfinn of whether that new econ¬ 
omy shall rum turn In the fur will and moral omsent of all 
*li«* people* hi whether it shall t uufiitue to be imposed on 
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them by the military machine ami the police regime of 
Nazi Germany and o[ierate as a slave economy for the sole 
benefit of the new German ruling c lass,... 

There is a historic precedent for the transformation of 
human and international relat ions as we see it taking plat e 
in our time. In the? Middle Ages, lot*, a totally new spirit 
slowly conquered man ami society, Hut then it did not 
come about “by itself," either; here and there rite early 
capitalist economy had to fora* commercial and industrial 
enterprise to behave capitalistically. In our time it is the 
Hitler flood of violence, brutality, and terror that k < hang 
ing the motive complex that has been uppermost lot the 
last hundred years or so. It is teaching the peoples soh 
darky through blood and tears, I hrmt-.-h rivets ol l»lo» d 
and oceans of tears, it is true. Nevertheless, it k implant 
ing the sentiment in their heat ts that their met its at id 
achievements, their faults and sins, their aspirations and 
their hopes, not only do not mutually ext Imle eac It othet, 
but complement ea< h other. 

Through its berserker rage, which was horn of the 
peration of a great people hemmed in on .dl sides bv twill* 
of steel, and which, like an ungty flood, has spilled mm 
and effaced the frontiers, Hitlerism has given the tie* Live 
impetus to a functional reorganization ot society on an 
international scale. 

Wars are the thresholds of revolutions. With the war 
it unleased m tcjgq Na/i f tommy has < learnt the wav lor 
the advent of a new dispensation, Hitlerism itself k not 
that new dispensation. In fact, Hhletism, alter trleasmg 
the floodgates, has itself become the gt latest single ohsta 
c e bamng the road to the wave of the 1 mure by its 
olization of the role , 1 of iuoovmo?. 
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That is whs lliticmtn must he swept aside and eradi¬ 
cated nnn and biamh and in ail its ramifications both 
abroad and it* mn own midst. I lt.u is the first and princi¬ 
pal task of the demmraurvin asms and of the democratic 
spirit. To that end deim* ia* s smut not only fight Hitler¬ 
ism with font* of aum and with ail its might, but it must 
also hum k and pwgr itself *4 the enemy in ' m <wn b OSO m. 
It must remove and mcnnitir the utntUtium from which 
the great * mastfophr migmaod. For "these conditions,” 
as Dr. Paul I din It has jmmtrd nut, "are not had accidents, 
hut strut titled tinuk tooled in the very essence of bour¬ 
geois drm*n I at v, In the * ase of the Set and World War," 
he said, "those who are mu* k**d had the attacker in them¬ 
selves, eomuondv or muons* inwtv, 1‘hey have created 
Coummimiu In ihr so* i d mjmtbr they defended with all 
their puwet. and fins luc- m mushed Fast ism to use it as 
a tool against (‘omtmnmm 

What tin* people*, has** f-ntsn! in the Stour of (heir great¬ 
est sottosv aud they must and, 1 think, will never 

lose again. I hey must jem un urnted etonmnically and to 
the sense of i ommott.il tjitriru ,**»*! lommoti destiny must 
be ad*led a druir to do justo «• to feel a strial interna¬ 
tional »espiimibditv Instead of satisfying by force the 
needs, the whims, .md die Inns of a nation which in an 
unholy hum of hisiotv allowed itself to he tailed "das 
tferrmi'ftih;’ the u nions ought to aid and contribute to 
eat h nthd's development 

It is true pet haps that thr demands of the world of to¬ 
morrow* do not hat mourn* with out sub jet live desires. 
Perhaps we would hkr to see dir wodd turn in a wholly 
tliffeient tillr*t tion Hut that *|uestiou is not asked of us, 
any mote than a * hdd e> ad rd wbrthrt it wants to become 
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an adult or an adult whether he wants to die some day. 
All that is asked of us is to place ourselves and our actions 
under the norm of the dispensation of God. 

Under a new international social policy the duty will 
rest on the more mature, more powerful, and richer na¬ 
tions to support and lead the others. To this end, and in 
order that a real world economy may become a working 
possibility, an immense amount of preparation, education, 
and study of such problems as functional organization and 
transformation will be required. The first structural re¬ 
quirements, no doubt, would be a permanent inter¬ 
national economic council and, above that, a universal 
society of nations built on the regional principle—two or¬ 
ganisms to direct, guide, co-ordinate and educate. One 

of them, however, should also be equipped with the power 
to compel. 

For in the planned economy of the future, which is com¬ 
ing in one form or another—that is to say, either as a free 
association of all the peoples of the earth or as the enslave¬ 
ment of the nations by one dominant race—the merging, 
co-ordination, and integration of different cultures, vary¬ 
ing economic capacities, and so-called hereditary enmities 
cannot be expected to come about entirely without fric¬ 
tion. An association of free nations, which are fundamen¬ 
tally, i.e., economically bound together, must overcome 
the egocentrism of the haves, the greed of the have-nots, 
the amorality of the imperialist states, the striving for 
autarchy, and the return to armaments. In the transition 
period leading to a world community, therefore, instru¬ 
ments such as international courts of arbitration and even 
an international armed force to impose the decisions of 
the majority on any eventual recalcitrant member will be 
indispensable. 
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“Whoever undetstauds the signs of the times,” said 
Queen Wilftebnma of tin* Netherlands once, "knows that 
of tills gettetation will he u-knl ,m , U t of confidence, of 
self-sacrifke and motal tnma„e, and of faith." We know 
that ;i new wot hi order is in gestation, We should also 
have learned from the past .not from the present that the 
durability of the mom of international social measures 
stands in revetsed ratio »** the degree of violence em¬ 
ployed. lids is tmt sentimental romanticism, but realis¬ 
tic, technoal tummnti -.rung whir h says that the essence 
of renovation is not drat to don hut reorganization and 
that its *o length drjwnd . *m the t native force of the idea 
realized, 

We know that u.- uiiJot rnttwt leadership to Nazi 
Cierinatty in the ttew noth! 'ado that .stands before the 
door. We < atttrot vobmouveh .turpi bring turned into 
slave nations, I o whom, then, onto the wo? Id turn? 

I think that the mpo no due. uo?t of the new interna- 
tinnal oigauisne* ntmt he pi nr. I iu the hattds of the two 
jgreat English speaking iotm.ionwr.dths, the llritish and 
the Autei bait, Hi turn and Aun'itu -with their balanced, 
cumulative Anglo Srvm * uliure; with their relatively 
healthy trhgioie, and u.*»i rl * ..tuhitotH; with their gentle¬ 
man ideal, who h rvrvurnolv uirful as a title for interna¬ 
tional tundtni. wt*!» ih> u doi insight into political and 
<*t onouiu vvoiid te!ai»»»u4ii|o. with I ngland’s experience 
as tint leader of a gtr ti f‘ mpur and Atari it as exjK'rience 
of ahstention hom the worst fr noteso| imperialism; with 
Aiueru a's prominent position m imn national cartels and 
England’s attstodemo* rati* mentality and the immense 
mural prestige of both, ninth will hr greater even when 
victory is won over the Axis Ibitatn and the U.S.A.,more 
titan any uthej single lumtm »a uimbitiaiionuf countries, 
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possess the qualities anti the position ami the power to 
direct the evolution of the world's rrorgatmutnm. 

Not its domineering imperialisms, however, hut as lead 
ers! 'I hey must secure the collaboration of the eltie of 
European ami Asiatic tommies. Their statesmen must 
learn to think in terms of the universal tuiumunwral and 
not in terms of particular ist nationalist inten us Herman 
thought and superb orgunt/at tonal qnaiif ies, Ft cm it spirit, 
Italian sense of form, Japanese industty, Dutch hmu.rni 
tarumism. Russian patterne, rnvsfiiism, and vid«*n .all 
should he combined in a system of tntrti dated and inno 
{icneiratetl ctmtinemal economi* units and mandated trr 
ritories. I hat is the vision of tin* Hume, 

The nations must he given "a video brvond and d**vr 
the present status of (hr wot hi," if tbrv .to* to fi/,tu thro 
way through the dark night of the dung wmld o?drr 
Germany and Russia in *»nr wav, 1‘j.un e and Rttuin in 
another, have shown the wothl that twlm man lidievci 
anti works for something high* t and gtratu than l.rt 
many, Russia, Frame, or England, his stimuli f.uh him, 
he will not light, suffer, mot h less the,,,, 

It is not given to man to psr*fi»t the lufoir Hut while 
keeping our mind on the ir dm, nr mow nrmthdru 
plate our ideal as high as jimntde. knowing that ton a 
single ethuosodal ideal* an evri hr fulls irabn-d, we note 
yet await the outtotm* of out striving in its dim umi hv 
incepting the result in ant it tpaiion \VV vh.iuht *$*a need 
hope in order to make an effort, or snuerd in oidrt to 
jiersevete. 

In thetomhat that lies before us unmni nuh thr tko 
pel our itleal, "as fdid • the rails t Tun tan ♦ lout h win* h 
waged a war against the pagan wothl, gsudrd hv the vtm.o 
of the Kingdom of (h*d.“ t hr Hm{»d ,d uu<* bai .»frndrr 
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ami profound sympathy ini everything that bears the name 
of man. for evemhhtw (inn is human, and for everything 
that concents ttu* tomutmtitv of man, The Gospel alone 
takes titan serhmstv as an individual while holding the 
totality of men tu sat red rrspm, U is through the Gospel 
that we ate held at* otmuhlr tin- onr for the other and the 
entire human rate in print tjde is conceived as one single 
household under the wneietgnty of God, 

Through the Cim|«d we irrf the lark of justice and 
brothelliness of man for lib brother and also shame and 
anger met the fa* t that men .ue odd and hungry, that they 
suffer and go to war against rat h other. 

The Gospel invokes a ten tide malediction on all situa¬ 
te nuts, all pet sons and all jwnvers whit h enslave men instead 
of setting them tier o« whit h separate men instead of unit¬ 
ing them, Jluough the Gospel we know that humanity 
in its ruttiefs is«ie.urd lot one solidatv union, because it 
t omideis the tiiumph tori ev malting that is inhuman or 
antihmnan or hum mb anttsoliduv a tlnty of conscience 
and faith. Seek first the K Uigdom of God and its righteous- 
ness that is. tty to regulate the omtmou life on the basis 
of the demands «»f the most rlenientary humanity. With 
(hat pteiept the Gospel has not only set up a social ideal, 
but tht sot tat ideal of all timet and of all tares and peoples. 
Nor is that ideal to he undmiood as uu unrealizable 
dream, hut as the real goal of humanity to which it comes 
ever neater in the tnrasutr that its members unite in a 
.serious sentiment of »r« tptosal responsibility, mutual aid, 
attd a tomtnon will . , 

In the tertifir tension and upheaval of mtr time, every 
man should stay with his own task for whoever performs 
well the daily wank, as the s* ulpro* Rodin oute said, may 
expei t to see the mold bir.tk in pines otte day and the 
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statue appear. No energy is lost in tlu* tmivme: tin* tears 
of a child in China may light the Haute in the heart of 
America, the prayer of a Hindu saint may hies* the pris¬ 
oners of Europe. 'Fears will become rucks, and prayers will 
be turned into weapons of war. 

Slowly the hopes and aspirations of mankind (tint into 
concrete achievements. There is something utterly pa¬ 
thetic in all of man’s individual endeavor. Hut not in the 
collective march of humanity to its ideal. 

■ A day will surely come when man. having grown tited 
of walking alone, will turn to his brother. On the dav 
when we shall have learned to feel tin* sot tows and the 
joys, the suffering anil the hojte of others, as out vri y own, 
that world order of love and justice lot whit It the tmhetse 
yearns and of which the planets in the stillest night air the 
splendid hut imperfect .symbol, shall have tome mr.ttet, 

On that day alone the brotherhood of man will hate 
become a reality! 


New York, .September 4, t<j.|§ 



